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PREFACE. 


In  undertaking  to  provide  the  Music  of  this  Volume  of  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  I  have  endeavoured,  as  far  as  possible,  to  confine  the  Selection  to  such 
standard  Tunes  as  were  qualified  by  long  usage,  and  simplicity,  for  Congrega- 
tional Singing ;  Tunes  which  could  be  best  sung  and  most  easily  remem- 
bered ;  and  similar  motives  have  guided  me  in  respect  to  the  Harmonization, 

From  the  frequent  occurrence  of  unusual  metres,  much  new  composition 
seemed  necessary,  unless  I  accepted  the  alternative  of  inserting  Tunes 
apparently  quite  devoid  of  merit.  The  task  of  composing  new  music  for 
Congregational  use,  is  an  onerous  one.  Many  efforts  of  the  kind  have 
proved  unsuccessful;  should  such  be  the  result,  in  the  present  case,  it  will, 
at  least,  not  have  proceeded  from  any  lack  of  earnest  desire  to  do  full  justice 
to  so  interesting  and  grave  a  subject. 

It  may  perhaps  be  allowed  that  many  of  our  new  Hymns  are  hardly 
adapted  for  those  majestic  progressions  of  melody  which  characterize  the 
best  German  and  English  Chorales.  Such  lines  as  "  Brightest  and  best 
of  the  sons  of  the  morning,"  and  "Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we 
will  not  deplore  thee,"  seem  to  require  other  treatment. 

In  a  few  cases,  where  the  Harmonization  might  have  been  difficult  to 
Singers,  a  second  reading  of  such  passages  has  been  given ;  but  in  the  far 
larger  compilation  of  Tunes,  and  other  pieces  of  Church  Music,  whence  the 
present  Selection  is  derived,  i.e.,  "  The  European  Psalmist"  many  tunes 
appear,  containing  Harmonies  by  Sebastian  Bach  and  others,  which  arc 
eminently  conducive  to  the  progress  of  true  taste  and  knowledge,  and  which 
may,  it  is  hoped,  create  fresh  interest  in  the  music  of  Divine  Worship  ; 
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and  music  of  such  a  character  seems  to  be  required;  for,  in  various 
instances  at  the  present  time,  a  course  absolutely  retrograde  is  adopted, 
and  specimens,  long  laid  aside  and  destitute  of  melody,  and  wanting  even 
in  the  improvements  of  modern  notation,  have  been  revived,  and  intruded 
on  our  Choirs. 

The  whole  subject  of  Church  Music  might  derive  great  profit  were  some 
such  attentive  investigation  bestowed  upon  it,  as  has  of  late,  been  instituted 
in  almost  every  other  department  of  the  Public  Service. 


8.  S.  WESLEY. 


Winchester, 

September,  1861. 
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Svria 


Ten  Command menU 


Trebsen 

Trinity 
Turner's 


Ulm 


Vesper  Hymn 
Vienna 


Wesley's 


Westminster   .. 


Winchester 
Windsor 


Wimbledon     .. 
Wareham 


Woodward's    . . 


York 

n 


CM. 

L.M. 

L.M. 
CM. 

L.M. 

•  •         •  • 

CM. 

7.6.7.6.7.6.7.6. 
L.M. 
S.M. 
:c.m. 

Double  Chant. 

7.7.7.7. 

6.6.0.6.6.6.6.6. 

8.8.8.8.8.8. 

L.M. 

8.6.8.6.8.8. 

8.7.8.7.7.7.8.8. 

S.M. 

8.8.8.11. 

L.M. 

CM. 

11.12.12.10. 
Single  Chant. 

7.7.7.7. 

7.7.7.7.  or  8.7.8.7. 
8.7.8.7.8.7.8.7. 

Double  Chant. 

Single  Chant. 

CM. 

CM. 

CM. 

8.8.8.4. 
L.M. 

Single  Chant. 

CM. 


15  Ps. 

~   Hy. 
61  I  Ps. 
—  !  Hy. 
138 

45  |  Ps. 
Hy. 


25 


151 

152 
7 


f1? 

as 


Ps. 
Hy. 

Ps. 
Hy. 
21  ;  Ps. 
Hy. 
Ps. 

Hy. 

Ps. 

Hy. 


58 

59 

134 
169 
161 

88 
114 

84 
135 

89 
109 

70 


24 

6 

130 
174 

38 


1  148 

83 

i  170 

j  186 

44 

147 
48 

106 
56 

172 

66 


Hy. 
Hy. 

Hy. 


Hy. 

Hy. 

Ps. 

Hy. 

129  Hy. 


Ps. 
Hy. 
Ps. 
Hy. 

Hy. 


Ps. 
Hy. 


10,  26,  39,  74,  86,  119  (10pt.) 

29,  108,  258,  281,  310,  405,  483,  501. 

66,  138  (2v.) 

8S,  122,  139,  155,  174,  238,  288,  308,  522,  608. 

33,  71  (2pt.)5  107  (2v.),  119  (9pt.) 

41,  120,  197,  206,  213,  257,  265,  339,  379,  3S0,  434, 

517,  570. 
17,  46,  (2v.),  89. 
96',  294,  351,'  371,  460,  471,  481. 


5  (lv.  &  3v.),  69,  145  (2r.) 
25,  90,  100,  151,  621. 
14  (2v.) 
52,  421,  473,  618. 

60,  137. 

99,  172,  440,  467,  565. 

61,  77. 
107. 


56,  144,  179,  282,  291,  404,  431,  507.  Dox.  4. 

537. 

19,  109,  114,  168,  221,  329,  332,  349,  382,  461,  465. 

74. 

218. 

87  (2v.)  103  (2pt.) 

309,  407. 

582 

16  (2v.),  111. 

58,  68,  104,  413. 

9,  128,  141, 

157,  290,  443,  590,  605. 

588. 


24  (4v.) 

15,  45,  49,  94,  164,  285,  314,  456,  468,  50S,  535,  5  IS. 


Hy.  8,  62,  76,  137,  220,  452,  489,  543. 


31  (2v.)  42,  48,  98,  115. 

Hy.  173,  190,  264,  326,  336,  374,  470. 

i'  .  38,90  (2v.),  102. 

IIv.  100,249,409,481. 

By.  253. 

Ps.  57,  65,  68  (2pt.  3v.),  103  (2v.)  101,  140. 

Hv.  59,  119,  241,  318,  330,  398,  406,  447,  193,  529. 


Pi.  72,  91,  119  (2pt.),  122  (3pt.);  120. 

Hy.  69,  103,  116,  286,  397,  5J3,  51  1. 


INDEX  OF  METRES. 


Tuxe. 


Me  TEE. 


Abridge        CM. 

Altorf 

Apostles'      

Baginton — 

Basel 

Bedford       

Brighton      — 

Caithness 

Canterbury — 

Castleford — 

Chichester 

Chilton 

Dundee — 

Ely       — 

G  rafton        

Harrington *.  .1  — 

Huddersfield       ! 

Irish 

Lancaster — 

Liverpool     .. 

London  New        — 

Manchester — 

Nottingham         — 

Penitence — 

Row 

;1      

Sichem — 

St.  Ann        

.St.  David 

St.  James 

St.  Mary     

St.  Stephen's       

Trebsen        — 

Westminster       — 

Winchester — 

"Windsor      — 

York 

Hayes..       .,      D.C.M. 

llurstbourne       — 

St.  Matthew        

Angels'        L.M. 

Ath     

:.-tol 

izen 

Budin 

I       iy's        — 

I )  ronshire — 

Evening  Hymn 

Hampton -- 

Jena 

Lnneburg 

tcombe 

Morning  Hymn 

.Munich         

Newburg , 

i  LOOth 

Parma ..      .,      — 

Rockingham        


Xo    OF 
TUHB. 


49 
143 

52 
145 

5 
1 

68 
76 

140 
82 

137 
74 
64 
81 

146 

100 

142 
29 

111 

11 

4 

92 

139 
75 

135 
7 

134 
34 
17 
40 
15 
•15 
6 
44 

1-17 
48 
66 

3G 
110 

71 

51 

107 
20 
32 

131 

88 

8 

80 
]() 
26 
57 
1  I 

46 
182 

:. ) 


COMPOSEE,  &C. 


Isaac  Smith. 

C  Tye. 

Rev.  F.  Gooch. 

W.  Wheall,  Mus.  Bac. 

Scotch  Psalter,  1635. 
E.  Banks. 


Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 


Dr.  Harrington. 
Madan. 
Isaac  Smith 
Dr.  Howard. 
Dr.  Wain w light. 
Scotch  Psalter. 
Dr.  Wainwright. 
Jer.  Clark,  1700. 
From  Farrant. 

From  Handel. 


Raphael  Courtville. 
Play  ford's  Psalter,  1671. 
"Rev.  W.  Jones. 
M.  Vulpius,  1609. 
Dr.  Nares. 
From  Raven  scroft. 
<i.  Kirbv,  1592. 
1  Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 

Dr.  Hayes. 

Dr.  Croft. 

Altered  from  Orlando  Gibbons. 

S.  Wesley,  1805. 

( 'rasselius. 

IT.  Carey,  1720. 

G,  Give  ne. 

Altered  from  TalllS. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1840. 

man,  from   Mendelssohn. 

Webbe,  L812. 

S.   S.  Wesley,  1S63. 


1);-.  Miller,  1S07. 


XI. 


INDEX  OF  METRES. 


Tune. 


Saxony 

St.  Olave 

St.  Pancra9 

St.  Thomas 

Stornaway 

Ten  Commandments  . 
Wareham 

Gratitude 

Holstein       

Kensington 

Carlisle        

Doncaster  or  Galway. 

Ebford         

Masham       

Middlehatn 

Moravia       

Mount  Ephraim.. 

Paddington 

Ridge 

Selby 

St.  Bride 

St.  Michael 

Swabia 

Bath 

Arran , 

Spanish  Chant     .. 

Gweedore 

Handel's  3rd       ..      . 

Ewyas  Harold     .. 

Communion 

Abbey  Dore 

Eden 

Darnell's 

Minster        

Judah  

Alcester        

Bellingham 

Cologne      

Durham       

Grosmont 

Haarlem       

Somerley      

Ulm 

Vesper  Hymn 

Berlin 

Dusseldorf 

Fowey 

Houyhton-lc-Spring   .. 


METEE. 


Xo.  OF 

i     Tune. 


L.M. 


D.L  M. 


S.M. 


D.S.M. 

6.6.6.6. 

6.6.6.6.6.6.6.6. 

66.6.6.8.8. 

6.6.8.6.4.7. 

6.4.6  4.6.6.4. 

6.6.4.6.6.6.4. 
6.4  6  4.6.6.6.4. 
6.6.6.6.4.4.4.4. 

6.6.8.4,6.6.8.4. 

7.7.7.7. 


7, 


7.7.7.  or  8.7.8.7. 
7.7.7.7.7.7. 


58 
61 

138 
25 

135 
24 
56 

105 
73 
91 

27 
39 
53 
42 
19 

149 
12 
3D 

144 
59 
18 
43 
70 

121 

120 

114 

16 

85 

96 
123 

98 
125 

67 

a 

s 

95 

35 
60 
79 

62 

65 

8 

88 

••  a 

lis 

77 
22 

6:* 

w 


COilPOSEE,  &C. 


R.  Hudson,  Mus.  Bac. 

Battishill. 

Luther,  arranged  by  S.  Bach. 


John  Baptista,  1560. 
W.  Knapp,  1750. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 
Harmonised  by  Bach. 
S.  S.  Wesley,  1363. 

C.  Lockhart. 
Dr.  Miller. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 

Rev.  T.  West. 
B.  Milgrove. 
From  Boyce. 
S.  Wesley. 

Dr.  Howard. 
Day's  Psalter,  1588. 


S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 
S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 
Handel. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 

S.  S.  We^ey,  186  i. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1853. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 

Harwell. 
Dr.  Croft. 


Schult/. 

Spohr 

B.  Si  Wealeyi  U 


. 


IXDEX   OF  METRES. 


Tune. 


METKE. 


imiu 
Amelia. . 

Jersey  .. 


Olmutz . . 
Salzbui'nr 


Faith   -.     •• 

Xamsen 
Easter  Hymn 


Bridgewater 

Cothen 

.vy's  112th      .. 
Hamburg 
Old  113th  ..      .. 
Ordination  Hymn 
Spires 


Luclmow  . . 
Wimbledon.. 
Harbridge  .. 
Strasburg    . . 


Bovey . . 
Brisbane 

Kedron 

Dulverton    . 

Clevedon 

AU  Bonis     . 

Benediction, 

\orth 
Vienna.. 


Luther^  II 
St.  Bernard. . 


,\-li  burton 
Bickleigh 


Corinth 

i     . 


Kllingliam ' 

Orisons  :  No.  1 . 

„         £io.  2    (i,i  ' 


7.7.7.7.7.7.7.7. 

7.G.7.6. 
7.6.7.6.7.7.7.6. 
7.67.6.7.6.7.6. 

7.G.7.6.7.8.7.6. 

7.7.8.7.7.7.8.7. 

7.4.7.4-7.4,7.4 

8.8.8.8.8.8. 


S.8.S.8.8.8.  or 

8.8  8.4.8.8.8.4. 

8.8.8.4. 

8.8.8.6. 

8.6  8.6.8.8. 

8.8.6.8.8.6. 

8.6.8.G  8.S.S.8. 

8.7.8.7. 

8.7.8.7.8.7. 

8.7.8.7.8.7.8.7. 


8.7.8.7.8.8.7. 
8.7.8.7.7.7. 

8.7.8.7.1.7. 

8.7.8.7.7.7.1 
8.7.7.8.5. 

.8  :!. 

io.io.io.1  . 


No.  OF 
Tune. 


102 

122 

91 

112 
21 

103 

116 

99 

47 
104 

33 
101 

78 
113 

84 

|  150 

106 

115 

89 

55 
9 
13 

86 

118 

119 

G9 
87 
83 

90 
41 

23 

31 

109 

181 

129 

111 
126 


Composes,  &c. 


S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 
S.S.Wesley,  1863. 

M.  Haydn. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 

Dr.  Worgan,  1790. 

II.  Lawes. 

From  Luther. 

Carey. 

Luther. 

J.  Prsetorius. 

Tallis. 

J.  Schop. 

J.  K.  Pyne. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 


S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 
8.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 
Handel. 


S,  S.  Wesley,  1864, 


M.  Haydn. 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 

Haydn. 


Luther. 


S.  8.  Wesley,  1863. 
8.  S.  Wesley,  1863. 


8.  S.  Wesley,  1861, 

S.  S.  Wesley,  1861, 

S.  S.  Wesley. 
s.  s.  Wesley,   LI 

I.  Wesley,    !- 


IXDEX  OF  METRES. 


su:. 


>*o.  OF 
Tuxe. 


COMPOSEE,  ftC. 


Leamington 

Hanover,  or  104th 
Portuguese 

Glasbury 

Epiphany 

Trinity 

Eedemption 

Resignation 

Sanctus 

Responses 

Gloria 

DOUBLE  CHANT-. 

Alcock  

Attwood      

Cooke  

Flintoft        

Hawes 

Hayes 

Langdon      

Mornington 

Norris 

Randall        

Robinson 

Smith 

Soaper 

Wesley, 

-INGLE  GHAUTS. 

Battishill 

Battishill 

Blow 

Croft 

Farrant        

^orian 

II  ayes 

Purcell 

Pjne    ..     !!     '.'.     '.'.     '.'. 

Turner 

Wedey 

Woodward 


10.10.10.10.10.10. 
10.10.11.11. 

11.11.11.11. 
11.10.11.10. 
11.12.1210. 
11.11.12  11.10.10. 
13.11.13.11. 


117  Dr.  Wainwridit. 


72 
93 

54 

124 

130 

128 

127 


Reading,  1G75. 
5.S.  Wesley,  1863. 
S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 
S.  S.  Wesley,  1864. 
5.  Wesley,  1861. 
S.  S.  Wesley,  1861. 


151, 152 
153, 154 

155, 156 


1G8 
1G7 
ICO 

163 
159 
157 
1G2 

165 
169 
161 
170 


170 

l-.f 
1S3 
173 
176 
171 
17--> 
181 

177 
178 

186 
17- 


INDEX    OF    FIRST    LINES. 


A  Number  before  the  name  (3)  implies  that  so  many  words  have  been  changed  on  the  respojisibility 

of  the  Compiler. 
A   Second  Name  implies,  that  alterations  have  been  made   by  that  person.     Thus  Merrick  and 

Lick  rsteth  means  that  Bichersteth  altered  a  hymn  originally  composed  by  Merrick. 
The  word  altered  after  a  name  means  that  the  hymn  has  been  altered  by  an  unascertained  hand. 


Page 
502 


Montgomery 
Faiocett 
Cotton 
Mason 

Watts 

Steele 


485 
217 
38 
397 
386 
319 


_A  bide  with  me  ! Li/te 

Above  the  heavens'  created  rounds   Watts 

According  to  thy  gracious  word 

Afllicted  saint,  to  Christ  draw  near 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep 

Again  returns  the  day  of  I'olv  rest.. 

A-.as  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed    . . 

Alas!   what  hourly  dangers  rise     (2) 

All  glory  to  God  let  angels  proclaim  B.Woodd'scol. 363 

All  glory  to  God,  the  Father  and  Son  Rippon's  col.     470 

All  hail,  the  power  of  Jesu's  name  ..    Pcrronelt     . 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell  ..    Hopkins 

Almighty  God  of  love      Wesley 

Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast     . .    Caioood 
Amazing  grace  !  how  sweet  the  sound  Newton 
Among  the  saints  on  earth      ..      ..    Beddome 
And  dost  Thou  sav,  Ask  what  thou  wilt  Neioton 


And  will  the  great  eternal  God 
And  will  the  judge  descend     .. 
Angels  from  the  realms  of  glorv 
Angels,  roll  the  rock  away 
Another  six  days'  work  is  done 
Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat 


Doddridqe  .. 

Doddi  idge  . , 

Montgomery 

Gibbons 

Jo.  Stennet^alt. 399 

Newton         . .  402 


229 
85 
410 
197 
210 
199 
404 
41 1 
349 
159 
211 


Arise,  great  God Merrick  Sr  Bichersteth  AVI 


C.  Wesley 


Ari>e,  my  soul,  arise 
Arise,  my  tend  rot  thoughts,  arise.. 
Arise,  O  King  of  grace,  arise 
Arm  of  the  Lord  awale!  awake!  .. 
Arm  of  the  Lord  awake!  awake!  .. 
Ai  firm  as  Sion's  rock  are  they 
A  soldier's  course,  from  battles  won 
As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams 
Assert  thy  claims,  O  God 
As  the  serpent  rais'd  by  Moses 
As  when  the  Hebrew  prophet. .  Walts Sr  Cameron  180 
As  when  the  weary  trav'llcr  gains  ..  Newton  ..  352 
Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life  ..  Cowper 
ise  by  nature  to  obey  ..  ..  Goode 
Awake,  and  sing  the  song  ..  ..  Hammond 
Awake  a  tune  of  lofty  praise  ..    Watts  SfB.  Woodd  314 


Doddridge 
Watts  . . 
Shrvbsole 
C.  Wesley 
Lute 
Gisborne 
Tote 
Lute 
'on 


3C5 
414 

115 
172 
176 

ill 

388 
37 
69 

277 


345 

49 

262 


Awake,  my  heart!  arise  my  tongue  Walts 
Awake,  \n\  heart,  with  joy  record  . . 

-Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun  Ken 

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays         ..  Medley 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  (very  nerve  Doddridge  . 

Awake,  our  souls,  away  our  fears  ..  Walls 

Awake,  sweet  harp  of  Jodah,  wake  //.  A'.  White 

Awake  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes  Doddridge  . 

]3,-'*'0IlT:  Jehovah's  awful  throne      Walls  M    //', 

in,  m\  tongue,  some  heavenly..  Watts 

•  ne,  unbelief,  my  Saviour  is  near  Neioton 

old  His  wondrous  grace    ..      ..  Cho 

"Behold,  I  come," (1)  Doddridge.. 

i'ehold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb      ..  Walls 


366 
172 
893 
280 

191 
23  i 
A  il 

86 
:  02 
::  9 
117 
188 
216 


Behold  the  Lamb  in  glory  stands  ..  C.  Wesley 

Lehold,  the  morning  sun         ..      ..  Walts 

Behold,  the  mountain  of  the  Lord..  Bruce 

Behold  the  sure  foundation  stone  ..  Watts 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace     . .      . .  Newton 

Behold  what  wondrous  grace..      ..  Walls 

Behold  your  God,  the  Lanb  of  God  B.  Woodd'scol 

Be  present  at  our  table.  Lord  .      ..  Cemtick 

Be-et  with  snares  on  every  hand    ..  Doddridge 

Be  still,  my  heart      Newton 


Be  with  me  Lord,  where'er  I  go    .. 
Bless'd  is  the  man  whom  thou 
Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God 
Bless,  O  Lord,  the  op'ning  year     . . 
Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  see 
Blest  are  the  souls  that  hear 
Blest  be  Jehovah,  mighty  Lord     .. 
Blest  be  the  dear  uniting  love 
Blest  be  the  everlas-ting  God  .. 
Blest  be  the  Father  and  his  love    .. 
Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Blest  is  the  man  who  knows  the  Lord 
idest  Jesus,  source  of  grace  divine. . 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow     .. 
Brethren,  let  us  join  to  bless 
Brief  life  is  here  our  portion 
Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons 
Bv  all  the  hosts  of    eaven  ador'd 
'•  By  whom  shall  Jacob  now  arise 


Cennick 

New  Vet. 

Humphrey 
Newton 

Watts 

Watts 

B.  Woodd 

C  Wesley 

Watts 

Watls 

Fawcett 

Ijyte 

'Doddridge 

C   We  shy 

Cennick 
,    Nea/e 

Hfber 
B.  Woodd 's  col. 
'   Kelly 


Page 
375 

17 
139 
100 
403 
190 
373 
481 
352 
288 
456 

79 
324 
164 
210 

75 
127 
463 
252 
278 
281 

98 
311 
178 
371 
510 
495 
339 
366 


C^ttatn  of  Israel's  host  and  Guide  C.  Wesley 
Captain  of  thine  enlisted  host. .      ..    Chr.  Batty 
Children  of  the  heavenly  King       ..    Cennick 

Christians,  awake Burom 

Christians!  brethren!  ere  we  part..    Stowell 
Christ  is  born,  go  toll  the  story      ..     k'e/l// 
Christ  is  th'  eternal  Rock        . .      . .     /fart 
Christ's  uncontroh'd  dominion     (1)  New  Ver. 
Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day    ..    C  Wesley 
Christ  wdiose  glory  fills  the  skies    ..     Wesley 

Churches  of  Christ Conder 

Come  and  let  us  praise  our  King  ..    Kelly 
Come,  dearest  Lord,  descend..       ..     Walls 
Come,   dear   Lord,  thyself  reveal   ..    D.Herbert 
Come.  Desire  of  nations,  come        ..    ('.  Wesley 
Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  Browne 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire  Ordination Ser 
Come,  tiolv  Spirit,  calm  my  mind..    Simon  Browne 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come        ..      ..    Hart 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high    C.Wt   I  nder 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  Watts  if  Wesley 
('  ime,  lei  n-  join  our  cheerful  Watts 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above  C.  Wesley  .. 
('  >me,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God..  Morrison  .. 
Come,  let  us  use  the  grace  divine  ..    C.  Wesley    .. 
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PSALMS. 


ls£  Morning. 


Tuxe  1. 


(CM.) 


BF.DF0KD. 


1  TTOW  blest  is  he  who  ne'er  consents 
-*--*■    By  ill  advice  to  walk  ; 

Nor  stands  in  sinners'  ways,  nor  sits 
"Where  men  profanely  talk. 

2  But  makes  the  perfect  law  of  God 

His  business  and  delight; 

Devoutly  reads  therein  by  day, 
And  meditates  by  night. 

3  Like  some  fair  tree,  which,  fed    by  streams, 

With  timely  fruit  doth  bend, 
He  >till  shall  flourish,  and  success 

All  his  designs  attend. 

4  For  God  approves  the  just  man's  ways, 

To  happiness  they  tend  ; 
Bui  sinners,  and  the  paths  they  triad, 

Shall  hoth  in  ruin  end. 
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1st  Morning. 
2        Tune  2. 


PSALMS. 

Easter  Day. 

minster,  cr  croft's  148th. 


HPHOUGH  sinners  boldly  join, 
-*-   Against  the  Lord  to  rise, 
Against  his  Christ  combine, 
Th'  Anointed  to  despise  ; 
Though  earth  disdain, 
And  hell  engage, 
Vain  is  their  rage, 
Their  counsel  vain. 

Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns! 
On  Sion  is  his  throne ; 
The  Lord's  decree  sustains 
His  own  begotten  Son: 
Up  from  the  grave 
He  bids  him  rise, 
And  mount  the  skies, 
With  power  to  save. 

Oh  serve  the  Lord  with  fear, 

And  rev'rencc  his  command; 
With  sacred  joy  draw  near, 
With  solemn  trembling  stand; 
Kneel  at  his  throne, 
Four  homage   bear, 
His  power  declare, 


And  kiss  the 


Tune  3. 


DEVONSHIRE. 


(l,M.) 

Pirsl  Version. 
nPO  God  I  cried,  my  evening  prayer 
-*-    Humbly  implored  Jehovah's  cue  , 
lie  bow'd,  my  wishes  to  fulfil, 
And  heard  me  from  his  holy  hill. 


PSALMS.  1st  Morn  lag. 

2  Then,  with  his  guardian  mere}'  blest, 
I  laid  my  weary  frame  to  rest ; 

Sweet  slumbers  clos'd  my  peaceful  eyes, 
Nor  foes  molest,  nor  fears  surprise. 

3  Again  the  shades  of  darkness  flee, 

I  wake,  Bustain'd,  my  God,  by  thee: 
Thy  guardian  care  renews  my  days, 
And  claims  my  morning  song  of  praise. 

4  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs, 

His  vict'ry  claims  my  highest  songs : 
His  blessing  all  his  saints  shall  share; 
Then  let  his  saints  his  praise  declare. 


3 


Tune  4. 


(O.M.) 

Second  Vi 


LONDON 


1  TTOW  many,  Lord,  of  late  are  grown 
-*--■-  The  trouble! s  of  my  peace; 

And,  as  their  numbers  hourly  rise, 
So  does  their  rage  increat 

2  Hut  thou,  O  Lord,  art  my  defence  ; 

On  thee  my  hopes  rely; 
Thou  art  my  glory,  and  shalt  yet 
Lift  up  my  head  on  high. 

3  Since  whensoe'er  in  like  distress 

To  God   I   made   my  prayer, 
He   beard   me   from   his  holy  hill, 

Why  should  I  now  despair? 

4  Salvation  to  the  Lord  beloo 

lie  only  can  defend  ; 
His  blessing  he  extends  to  all 
That  on  his  power  depend. 


MINSTEB.— Continued. 
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Tune  5. 


PSALMS. 

(CM.) 


BASEL 


T/y  HEN  shades  of  night  around  me  spread, 

*  *     I'll  all  my  ways  rehearse, 
In^silent  stillness  on  my  bed, 
And  with  my  heart  converse. 

To  God  my  sacrifice  shall  rise 

Of  righteousness  and  praise, 
While  on  his  name  my  heart  relies, 

And  pleads  the  Saviour's  grace. 

"  Where,  where  shall  any  good  be  found ! 

The  thoughtless  many  cry  ; 
Lord,  let  thy  light  my  soul  surround, 

And  lift  my  triumphs  high. 

Safe  in  thy  guardian  care  I  close 

My  weary  sleeping  eyes : 
Safe  shall  my  slumb'ring  dust  repose, 

Till  thou  shalt  bid  it  rise. 


5    Tuke  7. 


SAUL. 


4 


(CM.) 
First  Version. 
ORD,  hear  the  voice  of  my  complaint, 
-L*  Accept  my  secret  prayer ; 
To  thee  alone,  my  King,  my  God, 
Will  I  for  help  repair. 

Thou  in  the  morn  my  voice  shalt  hear; 

And  with  the  dawning  day 
To  thee  devoutly  I'll  look  up, 

To  thee  devoutly  pray. 

To  righteous  men  the  righteoilfl  Lord 

His  blessing  will  extend, 
And  with  his  favour  all  his  saints, 

As  with  a  shield  defend. 


5    Tu*e  9. 


PSALMS. 


1st  Morning. 
BKISBANE. 


(8.8.6.) 
Second  Version. 

1  YV*HILE  ^et  tne  morinno  ravs  appear, 

*  "     Thou,  Lord,  my  earnest  suit  shalt  hear, 

My  voice  to  thee  shall  rise ; 
I  stretch  my  hands,  by  early  light, 
And  faith,  thy  mercies  to  invite, 

Looks  out  with  longing  eyes. 

2  How  blest  are  they,  whose  hope  relies 
On  thee,  my  God !  their  bliss  shall  rise, 

And  run  through  endless  day- ! 
In  shouts  of  joy  their  praise  ascends, 
For  thine  almighty  arm  defends 

The  men  who  trust  thy  grace. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  love  thy  name! 
Thy  love  their  triumph  shall  inflame, 

And  ceaseless  raptures  yield  : 
Thy  saints,  with  all  thy  mercies  crown'd, 
Thy  endless  favours  shall  surround, 

Their  everlasting  shield. 


O     Tune  7. 


BAT7L. 


(cm.) 
Third  Version. 

1  "  "ORD,  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 
-"-*  My  voice  ascending  high  ; 

To  thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  thee  lilt  up  mine  eye. 

2  Oft  to  thy  house  will  I  resort, 

To  taste  thy  nurcies  tlu 
I  will  frequent  thine  \u  r, 

And  worship  in  thy  Tear. 

3  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feel 

In  ways  of  righteousness  i 
Make  ey*ry  path  of  duty  itrai  hi 

And  plain  before  my  face. 


DEVONSHIRE. 


L.  M. 


I        i\    !•>/-.    o.H«ll    i-iya    I    ^..^'^    y«l^„4-   „«„. 


1st  Evening.        PSALMS 

Ash  Wednesday. 
Q    Tune  8.  (7'.s)  haablem. 

1  /?<  ENTLY,  gently  lay  thy  rod 
^-*    On  my  sinful  head,  O  God. 
Stay  thy  wrath,  in  mercy  stay, 
Lest  I  sink  before  its  sway. 

2  Heal  me,  for  my  flesh  is  weak ; 
Heal  me,  for  thy  grace  1  seek ; 
This  my  only  plea  I  make, 
Heal  me  for  thy  mercy  s  sake. 

3  Who  within  the  silent  grave 
Shall  proclaim  thy  power  to  save? 
Lord,  my  sinking  soul  reprieve, 
Speak,  and  I  shall  rise  and  live. 

4  Lo  !  he  comes!  he  heeds  my  plea! 
Lo !  he  comes  !  the  shadows  nee  ! 
Glory  round  me  dawns  once  more ; 
Rise,  my  spirit,  and  adore. 


PSALMS.  1st  Evening. 


Ascension  Day. 


8    Tune  11. 


LIVERPOOL. 


Tune  10. 


(l.m.) 


HAMPTON. 


1  nnilE  Lord  in  righteousness  array'd, 

-*-    Surveys  the  world  hi>  hand*  have  made; 
Pierces  the  heart,  and  tries  the  reins, 
Aud  judgment  from  on  high  ordains. 

2  My  God!  my  Shield!  around  me  place 
The  shelter  of*  the  S.-ivionr's  grace; 
Then,  when  thine  arm  the  just  shall  save, 
My  life  bhull  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


(CM.) 
First  Version. 

(~\  THOU,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 

^~J  Within  this  earthly  frame, 
Through  all  the  world  how  great  art  thou  ! 
How  glorious  is  thy  Name  ! 

In  heav'n  thy  wondrous  acts  are  sung 

Nor  fully  reckon'd  there; 
And  yet  thou  mak'st  the  infant  tongue 

Thy  boundless  praise  declare. 

O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 

Within  this  earthly  frame, 
Through  all  the  world  how  great  art  thou! 

How  glorious  is  thy  Maine  ! 


8    Tune  12. 


(8.M.) 

Second  Version. 


MOUNT  ErHRAIM. 


f~\  LORD,  our  heav'nly  King, 
^'  Thy  name  is  all  divine; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 
And  o'er  the  heav'n^  they  shine. 

Lord,  what  is  worthless  man, 
That  thou  should'st  love  him  so! 
Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  plac'd, 
And  lord  of  all  below 

How  rich  thy  bounties  are! 
And  wondrous  are  thy  ways  : 
Of  dust  and  worms  thy  power  can  frame 
A  monument  of  pin 


4  LONDON   NEW. 
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2nd  Morning. 
9    Tune  6. 


PSALMS. 
(cm.) 

First  Version 


TB  EBSEN. 


1  rPO  celebrate  thy  praise,  0  Lord, 
-*-   I  will  my  heart  prepare; 

To  all  the  list'ning  world  thy  work?, 
Thy  wondrous  works,  declare. 

2  The  thought  of  them  shall  to  my  soul 

Exalted  pleasure  bring ; 
Whilst  to  thy  Name,  O  thou  most  High 
Triumphant  praise  I  sing. 

3  All  those  who  have  his  goodness  prov'd 

AVill  in  his  truth  confide ; 
Whose  mercy  ne'er  forsook  the  man 
That  on  his  help  relied. 

4  His  sufT'ring  saint?,  when  most  distress'd, 

lie  ne'er  forgets  to  aid ; 
Their  expectation  shall  be  crown'd, 
Though  for  a  time  delay'd. 

5  Sing  praises,  therefore,  to  the  Lord 

Prom  Sion,  his  abode  ; 
Proclaim  his  deeds,  till  all  the  world 
Confess  no  other  God. 


9    Tune  13. 


(8.8.G.) 
Secon     ■ 


L.EDKON. 


1  "TT7TTI1  my  whole  heart,  eternal  King! 
*  '   Thy  works,  thy  wondrous  works,  I'll  sing, 
My  praise  Bhall  reach  the  skies: 
In  thee,  my  Saviour,  I'll  rejoice, 
Thy  Name  in  praise  exalt  -  my  voice, 
Redeemer,  God  Most  High! 
8 


PSALMS.  2nd  Morning. 

2  Whene'er  by  sins  and  fears  oppress'd, 
A  refuge,  where  his  saints  may  rest, 

Jehovah  will  afford  : 
In  times,  when  threatening  tempests  roll, 
A  tower  of  refuge  to  the  soul 

Is  our  Almighty  Lord. 

3  They  who  have  known  thy  name,  recline 
Securely  on  thy  arm  divine ; 

Unchangeable  in  grace  ! 
Since  thou,  whose  mercies  endless  prove, 
Hast  ne'er  forsaken  of  thy  love 

The  men  who  seek  thy  face. 


9     Tu> 


(L.il.) 
Third  Version. 


ME  ICO : 


1  OIXG  to  the  Lord,  who  loud  proclaims 
^  His  various,  and  his  savin  ;s: 
O  may  they  not  be  heard  alone, 

But  by  our  sure  experience  known. 

2  Awake  our  noblest  powers  to  bl< 
The  Clod  of  Abra'm,  God  of  peaoe; 

Now  by  B  dearer  title  known, 

:ier  and  Clod  of  Christ  his  Son. 

3  Through  cv'  his  gn 

pen  to  his  servants'  prayer; 
Nor  can  one  bumble  soul  complaii 
That  it  hath  sought  its  God  in  vain. 

4  To  thee  our  soula  in  faith  aril 
To  thee  we  lifl 

And  boldly  through  tread, 

For  Clod  will  God  shall  I 
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2nd  Morning.  PSALMS. 

10    Tune  15.  (cm.)  ST.  mart. 

1  HPH Y  presence  why  withdraw'st  thou,  Lord  ? 
-*-   Why  hid'st  thou  now  thy  face, 

When  dismal  times  of  deep  distress 
Call  for  thy  wonted  grace  ? 

2  Assert  thy  just  dominion,  Lord, 

Which  shall  for  ever  stand ; 
Thou,  who  the  heathen  didst  expel 
From  this  thy  chosen  land. 

3  Thou  dost  the  humble  suppliants  hear 

That  to  thy  throne  repair  ; 
Thou  first  prepar'st  their  hearts  to  pray, 
And  then  accept'st  their  prayer. 


PSALMS.  2nd  Morning. 

His  foes  a  season  here 

May  triumph  and  prevail ; 
But  ah  !  the  hour  is  near, 
When  all  their  hopes  must  fail :  _ 
While,  like  the  sun,  his  saints  shall  rise, 
And  shine  with  him  above  the  skies. 


Tune  16 


(148th) 

First  Version. 
TV/TY  trust  is  in  the  Lord; 


GWEED0RE. 


10 


What  foe  can  injure  me  ? 
Why  bid  me  like  a  bird 
Before  the  fowler  flee  ? 
The  Lord  is  on  his  heav'nly  throne, 
And  he  will  shield  and  save  his  own. 

The  wicked  may  assail, 

The  tempter  sorely  try. 
All  earth's  foundations  fail, 
All  nature's  springs  be  dry; 
Yet  God  is  in  his  holy  shrine, 
And  1  am  strong  while  he  is  mine. 

His  Hock  to  him  is  dear, 

He  watches  them  from  high: 
He  sends  them  trials  here, 
To  form  them  for  the  sky: 
But  safely  will  he  tend  and  keep 
The  humblest,  feeblest  of  his  sheep. 


Tune  17. 


ST.  DAVID. 


(CM.) 

Second  Version. 

1  TpHE  Lord  in  heav'n  his  throne  prepares, 
J-   There  all  his  glories  shine  ; 

Thence  the  whole  earth  his  wisdom  shares 
With  providence  divine. 

2  In  righteousness  the  righteous  Lord 

Hath  placed  his  whole  delight; 
And  saints  his  mercy  shall  record, 
In  realms  of  endless  light. 


2nd  Evening. 

J  2     TuNE  18 
1 


(S.M.) 

HELP,  Lord,  the  godly  fail ! 
Help,  Lord,  the  faithful  flee! 


ST.  BRIDE 


And  double  hearts  and  tongues  prevail, 
That  mock  at  them  and  thee. 

But  ah  !  there  is  a  voice 
In  this  dark  growth  of  crimes, 
That  bids  prophetic  hearts  rejoice 
In  hope  of  brighter  limes. 

Their  rage  but  sooner  brings 
The  l><>rd  to  earth  again  ; 
And  safe  beneath  Almighty  wings, 
His  church  shall  rest  till  then. 


11 


CM. 


2nd  Evening. 

Tune  62  (7's.;  dubham. 

1  [ j0RD'  *10w  lono  witn  sorrows  vex'd 
-M-u  Daily  shall  my  heart  complain? 
While  my  anxious  soul  perplex'd 

Council  takes,  but  takes  in  vain  ? 

2  How  will  all  my  foes  rejoice, 

If  my  sinking  spirit  fails; 
Boasting,  with  triumphant  voice, 
"  See,  our  arm  of  power  prevails  !  " 

3  But  on  mercy  I  rely, 

M ercy,  Heav'nly  Lord,  impart  ; 
Mercy  brings  salvation  nigh, 
Mercy  shall  rejoice  my  heart : 

4  Lord,  I  lift  my  voice  in  praise 

All  thy  bounty  to  adore: 
From  eternity  thy  grace 
Flows,  increasing  evermore  I 


14     Tt/.vb  20. 


BRISTOL. 


12 


(L.H.) 

Fir.<t  Version. 

1  Tf  ROM  heav'n  the  mighty  Lord  directs 
■*■    His  eye  the  guilty  race  around  : 

•■  >t  one  hut  sin's  vile  stain  infect 
Not  one  in  paths  of  duty  found  ! 

2  Who,  then,  shall  save  the  impious  race, 

So  stain'd  with  guilt,  so  sunk  in  woe  I 
On  Calv'ry's  mount  behold  the  grace!* 
From  Sion  see  salvation  flow.'" 

3  Our  ransom'd  souls,  our  joyful  voice 

The  great  DehVrer  shall  proclaim: 

Let  Jacob's  tents  aloud   rejoice, 

And  Israel  shout  the  Saviour's  name. 


(7  6) 
Second  Version. 
THAT  the  Lord's  salvation 
Were  out  of  Sion  come, 
To  heal  his  ancient  nation, 

To  lead  his  outcasts  home. 
How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane? 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity, 
Rebuild  her  walls  again. 
2  Let  fall  thy  rod  of  terror, 
Thy  saving  grace  impart  ; 
Roll   back  the  veil  of  error, 
Release  the  fettered  heart, 
Let  Israel  home  returning 

Her  lost  B  e; 

Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 
And  bind  thy  Church  to  thee. 

3r,7  Morning.        Ascension  Bay. 

15       T'   N  (7'S)  DF^ri.DORF. 

1  TyniO  Shall  tow'rd  thy  cho- 

Turn  in  glad  approach   his  feet? 
u  ho  shall  at  thine  altars  bend? 
Who  to  5  niii  ascend? 

Who,  gre  'come  guest, 

On  that  hallow'd  mountain  n 

2  lie  whose  hear;   thy  love  has  v.arm'd, 
He  whose  will,  to  thil  fbrm'd, 
Jhds  his  life  unsullied   run; 

He  whose  won!  and  thought  are  one. 
He.  great  God,  shall  ovm  tj1Y  cms 
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16 


PSALMS. 


Tune  23. 


ASnBURTON. 


(8.7.4,) 
First  Version. 

1  "OILGRIMS  here  on  earth  and  strangers, 
■*■     'Neath  a  weary  load  we  bend, 

0  how  sweet  mid  toils  and  dangers, 
Still  to  have  a  heav'nly  friend ! 

Christ  has  suffer' d ; 
And  to  suff  rers  grace  will  send. 

2  Saviour,  from  thy  heav'nly  glories 

Here  an  eye  of  mercy  cist; 
Make  our  path  still  plain  before  us, 
Smooth  the  wave,  and  still  the  blast. 

Thou  hast  help'd  us; 
Bear'-.us  safely  home  at  hit. 

\Q    Tune 24.  (l.m.)    ten  commandments. 

Second  Version. 

1  p  LORY  to  thee,  O  Lamb  of  God  ! 
^"  Thy  sacred  blood  atonement  made, 
Be  thou  my  portion,  thou  my  hope, 

By  thee  the  debt  of  sin  was  paid. 

2  At  thy  right  hand  Jehovah  stood. 

Thy  power  achiev'd  the  arduous  plan. 
In  the  dark  grave,  God's  Holy  One 
Kejio     I  CU'd  fallen  man. 

3  The  path  of  life,  before  untried, 

To  thee  was  shewn,  by  thee  cxplor'd. 
0  my  fry  great  !  man  thus    nj 
Pleasures  for  ever  with  his  Lord. 


17 


14 


Tu* 


(L.M.) 


WHAT  sinners  value,  I  resign ; 
ird  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine; 
]  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteou 


PSALMS. 


3rd  Morning. 


2  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show  ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere; 
When  shall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there  ? 

3  O  glorious  hour!  O  blest  abode! 

I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God! 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound  ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  surprise, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 


3rd  Evening. 
18    Tune  26. 


(li.it.) 

First  Version. 


JENA. 


1  "IVTO  change  of  times  shall  ever  shock 
•^    My  firm  affection,  Lord,  to  thee; 
For  thou  hast  i  been  my  rock, 

A  fortress  and  defence  to  me. 

2  Thou  my  deUVrer  art,  my  God, 

My  trust  is  in  thy  mighty  power; 
Thou  art  my  Bhield  from  foes  abroad. 
At  home  my  safeguard  and  my  tower. 

3  Let  the  eternal  Lord  be  prais'd, 

The  rock  on  whose  defence  I  rest; 

O'er  highest  heavens  his   Name  be  rais'd, 
Who  me  with  his  salvation  blessed. 

4  Therefore  to  celebrate  his  1atne 

My  grateful  voice  to   heav'n  I'll  raise; 
And  nations,  strange^  to  his  Name, 
Shall  thus  be  taught  to  sing  his  praise 


15 


CM. 


Zrd  Evening. 
18     Ttjxe  27. 


PSALMS. 


l 


(S-M.)  CAELISLE. 

Second  Version. 
C\  GOD  of  truth  and  grace, 
My  Saviour  and  my  guide, 
Be  with  me  on  my  earthly  race. 
And  lead  me  to  thy  side. 

Strength  to  the  weak  thou  art ; 

O  send  me  health  divine; 
And  arm  my  sinful,  sinking  heart 

With  righteousness  of  thine. 

Thy  way  is  good  and  just; 

Thy  word  is  tried  and"  true. 
Ye  trembler*  In  your  Saviour,  trust; 

His  arm  will  bear  you.  through. 

He  lives ;  for  ever  blest 
My  rock  and  refuge  be ! 
He  lives  to  give  his  people  rest, 
He  lives  to  rescue  me. 


18 


TuyE  28. 


PAE!kU; 


10 


(wr.) 
Third  Version. 

1  TMIE  Conqu'ror  rises;  he  ascends; 

Ye  .and  achievements  sing; 

Pursue  his  chariot  to  the  ski 
The  cherubim's  extended  wi 

2  Arise  and  conquer;  lift  thine  arm  ; 

With  trophies  deck  thy  blest  abode. 
Display  thy  power,  thy  truth,  thy  grace; 
And  bring  thine  enemies  to  (iod. 

3  Ye  heathen  lands,  i  ubmit, 

Attest  the  honour  of  II'- 
Ye  Gentiles,  glorify  your  God, 

Sound  tin  the  world  Messiah's  fame. 


19 


PSALMS. 

Chkistjias  Day. 


£tfi  Morning \ 


19 


Trxz  29.  (en.)  1InSH. 

First  Version. 

1  fFHE  heav'ns  declare  thy  glory,  Lord, 
-1-    "Which  that  alone  can  fill ; 

The  firmament  and  stars  express 
Their  great  Creator's  skill. 

2  The  dawn  of  each  r  lay 

Fresh  beams  of  knowledge  brin 
And  from  the  dark  returns  of  night 
Divine  instruction  sprin 

3  Their  doctrine  does  its  sacred  sense 

Through  earth's  extent  display; 
Whose  bright  contents  the  circling  sun 
Does  round  the  world  convey. 

lr-  "'•)  .vctok. 

Ion. 

"OTIIOLD,  the  morning 
-^  Begins  his  gloi  i 
His  I  run, 

And  li  light  convey. 

But  wh(  re  the  ( I 

I'  -  di\ iner  light ; 

It  calls  dead  sinners  from  tombs, 

And  blind  t!.  it. 

I  her.r  thy  word  with  lo 
And  I  would  fain  ol 
Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me,  lest  I 

While  with  my  heart  and  tongue 
I  spread  thy  | 

the  worship  and  the 
My  i  I  my  G< 
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4£A  Morning. 
|_9    Tune  10. 


PSALMS. 


HAMPTON. 


Car-) 

Third  Version. 

1  rFIIE  heav'ns  declare  thy  glory,  Lord ; 
-*-   In  ev'ry  star  thy  wisdom  shines ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 

We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 

And  nights  and  days  thy  power  confess ; 
But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  thy  praise 

Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand; 
So,  when  thy  truth  began  its  race, 
It  touch'd  and  glanc'd  on  ev'ry  land. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest, 

Till  through  the  world  thy  truth  has  run; 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blest, 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

5  [Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Bless  the  dark  world  with  hcav'nly  light ; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise, 

Thy  laws  are  [jure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 

In  souls  renew'd  and  sins  forgiven  : 
Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  hcav'n.] 

20     Tune  3.  (i...\r.)  Devonshire. 

1  IVrOW  may  the  God  of  power  and  grace, 
-^    Attend  his  people's  humble  cry  ! 
Jehovah  hears  when  Israel  piavs, 
And  brings  deLiv'rauce  from  on  high. 


18 


PSALMS.  4th  Morning. 

2  Some  trust  in  horses  train'd  for  war, 

And  some  of  chariots  make  their  boasts ; 
Our  surest  expectations  are 

From  thee,  the  Lord  of  heav'nly  hosts. 

3  Now  save  us,  Lord,  from  slavish  fear ; 

Now  let  our  hopes  be  firm  and  strong 
Till  the  salvation  shall  appear, 

And  joy  and  triumph  raise  the  song. 

Ascension  Day. 

21  tune  31.  (8.7.4.)  bickleigu.. 

1  T)  ISING  from  his  cross  and  passion, 
■*-^  Lo!  the  King  Messiah  reigns; 

Lord,  the  strength  of  thy  salvation 
His  triumphant  joy  sustains  : 

Crown'd  with  conqu 
Now  th'  eternal  throne  he  gains. 

2  Joy  and  triumph  crown  the  Saviour, 

Seated  on  the  throne  above  ; 
There  exalted  in  thy  favour, 
Safely  trusting  in  thy  love: 

King  of  Sion ! 
Never  shall  thy  throne  remove ! 

Mh  Evening.  Good  Friday. 

22  TlNi:    I.  (O.M.)  LONDON   NEW. 

Firs!  Vcr»*0D. 

1  XTE  worshippers  o\  Jacob*!  God, 

-*-    All  you  of  Israel's  line; 
O  praise  the  Lord,  and  to  your  praise 
Sincere  obedience  join. 

2  Then  shall  the  glad  converted  world 

To  God  their  homage  pay  ; 
And  scatter'd  nations  <»i' the  earth 
One  sovereign  Lord  obey. 
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4^A  J?y  ening. 
2  2     Ttj^E  32 


PSALMS. 


BEIXEN. 


(L.M.) 

Second  Version. 

1  rPHE  Saviour  lives  ;  lives  to  proclaim 
-■"   Jehovah's  glorious,  awful  name  ; 
Let  the  great  congregation  raise 

His  grace  and  truth  above  all  praise. 

2  Ye  seed  of  Jacob's  honour'd  race, 
Your  anthems  bring,  the  triumph  grace ; 
Ye  seed  of  Israel,  join  .your  songs, 
Praise  him  to  whom  all  praise  belongs. 

3  A  seed  shall  come  and  learn  thy  word, 
A  generation  to  the  Lord. 

The  gentiles,  yet  far  off,  shall  raise 
Anthems  of  glory  to  thy  praise. 

4  The  heathen  lands  shall  bless  thy  name, 
Thy  truth,  thy  righteousness  proclaim, 
Yea;  all  shall  come,  adore  and  own 
This  mightiest  work  the  Lord  hath  done. 


2  3     T™E  29. 


20 


(cm.) 
First  Version. 

1  T'lIE  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lord, 
-1-    Vouchsafes  to  be  my  guide  ; 

The  Shepherd,  by  whose  constant  care 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 

2  In  tender  grass  he  makes  me  feed, 

And  gently  there  repose  ; 
Then  leads  me  to  cool  shades,  and  where 
Refreshing  water  Hows. 

3  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 

From  fear  and  danger  free ; 
For  there  his  aiding  rod  and  staff 
Defend  and  comfort  me. 


iinsii. 


PSALMS.  ±th  Even  ing. 

Since  God  does  thus  his  wondrous  love 

Through  all  my  life  extend, 
That  life  to  him  I  will  devote, 

And  in  his  temple  spend. 
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Tune  36. 


cieit's 


Second  Version. 


1  HPHE  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
-*-   And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye : 

My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pane, 
To  fertile  vales,  and  dewy  I 

My  weary  wand'ring  steps  he  leads; 
AY  here  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amidst  the  verdant  landscape  How. 

3  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread  ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
Tor  thou,  0  Lord,  art  with  me  still  : 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  gire  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

4  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  H 

Through  devious,  lonely  wrilds,  I  Btray; 

Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile, 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile 
With  sudd  OS  and  herbage  crown'd, 

And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 
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•IV 


4th  Evening.  PSALMS. 

Third  Version. 

1    A/I"  Y  Shepherd  will  supply  my  need, 
-!■*-*-  Jehovah  is  his  name  ; 
In  pastures  fresh  he  makes  me  feed, 
Be>ide  the  living  stream. 

9  lie  brings  my  wand'ring  spirit  back, 
When  I  forsake  his  ways; 
And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  sake, 
In  paths  of*  truth  and  grace. 

3  When  I  walk  through  the  shades  of  death, 

Thy  presence  is  my  stay; 
A  word  of  thy  supporting  breath 
Drives  all  my  fears  away. 

4  The  sure  provisions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  days; 
O  may  thy  house  he  mine  abode, 
I  my  work 

23     Tra*  27- 


i.) 

Fourth  Version. 


CARLISLE. 
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THE  Lord  my  Shepherd  is 
all  he  well  Buppl 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

If  e'er  r  go  astray, 
He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 
For  his  most  holy  name. 

be  bounties  of  thy  love 
tall  crown  my  following  days; 
from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  prai 


PSALMS. 


23  t™5  35- 


4th  Evening. 


ALCE3TEX. 


(7's.) 
Fifth  Version. 

1  rPO  thy  pastures  fair  and  large, 

J-    Heav'nly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge; 
And  my  couch,  with  tend'rest  care, 
'Midst  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

2  Thou  my  plenteous  board  hast  spread, 
Thou  with  oil  refreshed  my  head ; 
Fill'd  by  thee  my  cup  o'erflows, 

For  thy  love  no  limit  knows. 

3  Constant  to  my  latest  end 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend  ; 
And  shalt  bid  thy  lullow'd  don 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

5th  Morning.  ascension  day. 

24*     XuyE  3G-  (D.O.M.)  hates' 

Pi  r 

1  Tj^RECT  your  heads,  eternal  gates, 
-"  Unfold  to  entertain 

The  King  of  Glory  ;  see,  he  comes 

With  his  celestial  train. 
Who  is  this  King         lory?  Who? 

TK  Lord  for  ?th  renown'd; 

In  battle  mighty  o'er  his  foes, 

Eternal  victor  CTOWn'd. 

2  Erect  your  heads,  ye  gates,  unfold 

III  State  to  entertain 
The  King  of  Glory;  see,  he  co; 

With  all  his  shining  train. 
Who  King  of  Glory?  Who? 

The  Lord  of  hosts  renown  d  ; 
Of  iilorv  he  alone  is  King, 

Who  is  with  glory  crown'd. 
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5tt  Morning.  PSALMS. 

^4i    Tune  34.  (cm.)  st.  ann. 

Second  Version. 

1  HPHE  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's, 
-*-    With  Adam's  nura'rous  race  ; 
He  raised  its  arches  o'er  the  floods 

And  built  it  on  the  seas. 

2  Now  let  our  souls'  immortal  powers, 

To  meet  the  Lord  prepare, 

Lift  up  their  everlasting  doors, 

The  King  of  Glory's  near. 

3  The  King  of  Glory  !  Who  can  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  might  ? 
He  rules  the  nations ;  but  to  dwell 
With  saints  is  his  delight. 

24    Tune  37.  (l.m.)  kockingiiam. 

Third  Version. 

1  TDEJOICE,  ye  shining  worlds  on  high, 
-LV/  Behold  the  King  of  Glory  nigh ! 
Who  can  this  King  of  Glory  be  ? 

The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  he. 

2  Ye  heav'nly  gates  your  leaves  display 
To  make  the  Lord  the  Saviour  way: 
Laden  with  spoils  from  earth  and  hell, 
The  Conqn'ror  comes  with  God  to  dwell 

3  Ifais'd  from  the  dead  he  goes  before, 
He  opens  heav'ns  eternal  door, 

To  give  hia  Baints  a  blest  abode 
Near  their  Redeemer,  and  their  God. 

24    Tunk  38.  (7- 

Fourth  Version. 
1   "Y"E  who  dwell  in  lieav'n  declare 
x    Who  "the  King  of  Glory"  is; 
Who  is  first  and  highest  there? 
His  the  power,  the  kingdom  his? 
2 1 


ULil. 


PSA  LM  S.         5th  Morning. 


2  'Tis  the  Lamb,  the  Lamb  alone, 

Claims  the  title  justly  his; 
He  it  is  that  fills  the  throne ; 
He  "the  King  of  Glory"  is. 

3  Blessed  news  !  the  Lamb  is  King: 

Glorious  truth  !  he  reigns  alone  : 

Come,  ye  saints,  your  tribute  bring, 

Bow  before  the  Saviour's  throne. 

4  Let  the  world  deride  his  claim ; 

Let  the  world  refuse  to  bow  : 
Angels  triumph  in  his  name ; 
All  in  heaven  adore  him  now. 

5  Jesus,  hail;  whom  angels  sing; 

Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain; 
Reign  for  ever,  glorious  King; 
Thou  art  worthy,  Lord,  to  reign. 


25 


Tune  18. 


BT.  BIIIDE 


1 


(S.M.) 

First  Version. 

rPO  God,  in  whom  I  trust, 
-*-   I  lift  my  heart  and  voice; 
O  let  me  not  be  put  to  shame 
Nor  let  my  foes  rejoice. 

Thy  mercies  and  thy  love, 
( )  Lord,  recal  to  mind  : 
And  graciously  continue  still 
As  thou  m it  ever,  kind. 

Let  all  my  youthful  crimes 
1  le  blotted  out  by  tfa 
i,  for  thy  wondrous  .ike, 

In  mercy  think  on  me. 
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BRISBANE. 


5th  Morning. 
2  5     TuNE  3fJ- 


PSALMS. 


DONCASTEE. 


3 


(SJf.) 

Second  Version. 

"jl/TTNE  eyes  and  my  desire 
-'-*-■-  Are  ever  to  the  Lord  ; 
I  love  to  plead  his  promises, 
And  rest  upon  his  word. 

"When  shall  the  sov'reign  grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God 
Restore  me  from  those  dang'rous  ways ; 
My  wand'ring  feet  have  trod ! 

()  keep  my  soul  from  death, 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  shame ; 
For  I  have  plac'd  my  only  trust 
In  my  Redeemer's  name. 

4       With  humble  faith  I  wait 
To  sec  thy  lace  again  ; 
Of  Israel  it  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
"  He  sought  the  Lord  in  vain." 

20      TUHJ  15.  (CM.)  ST.  MAEY 

1  rUDGE  me,  O  Lord,  and  try  my  heart, 
**    For  thou  that  heart  canst  see  ; 

And  bid  each  idol  thence  depart 
That  dares  compete  with  thee. 

2  Though  weak  and  cleaving  to  the  dust 

My  soul  adores  thee  still ! 
Thy  grace  and  truth  are  all  my  trust; 
O  mould  me  to  thy  will  ! 

3  O  guide  me  in  thy  love  and  fear  ; 

My  soul  on  thee  1  cast  : 
I  would  not  walk  with  sinners  here, 
Nor  share  their  doom  at  la>t. 
2G 


PSALMS.  Uh  Evening. 

2iJ      TUHE  40.  (CM.)  ST.  JAMES. 

1  V\7"IIOM  should  I  fear,  since  God  to  me 

*  *     Is  saving  health  and  light  ? 
Since  strongly  he  my  life  supports, 
What  can  my  soul  affright. 

2  Henceforth  within  his  house  to  dwell 

I  earnestly  desire ; 
His  wondrous  beauty  there  to  view, 
And  of  his  will  enquire. 

3  Continue,  Lord,*to  hear  my  voice, 

"Whene'er  to  thee  I  cry; 
In  mercy  my  complaints  receive, 
Nor  my  request  deny. 

23    Tune  41. 


(8.7.) 


ST.  BEENAED. 


1  "jVTOW  my  soul  its  triumph  raises, 
-*-^  Bless  Jehovah's  guardian  care  ! 
He  will  not  disdain  my  praises, 

For  his  grace  hath  heard  my  pray'r  : 
lie  hath  all  his  pow'r  reveal'd, 
He  my  strength,  and  he  my  shield  ! 

2  When  in  faith  on  him  I  waited, 

Then  the  Lord  to  help  me  lied ; 
Now  my  heart  with  joy  elated, 

Now  my  tongue  his  praise  shall  spread; 
He  their  strength,  his  church  to  save, 
Kais'd  th'  Anointed  from  the  grave  ! 

3  Bleae  thy  church,  Almighty  Saviour! 

Let  thy  saints  salvation  know; 
In  the  pastures  of  thy  favour 
Feed  them  near  thy  fold  below, 
Till  thy  love  thy  church  shall  own, 
Placd  for  ever  round  thy  throne! 
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5tt  x  PS  A  L  M  S. 

29     Tryz35.  ("'=•;  AICBftB. 

1  C IX1  r.  ye  son?  of  might,  I 

'J  Praise  to  heav'n's  eternal  Ki: 
Eaise  to  him  some  new-ta 
To  his  praise  the  note  prolo 

2  Power  and  strength  to  him  assign, 

id  before  his  hallow'd  shrine 
Yield  the  homage  that  his  name 
From  a  creature's  lips  may  claim. 

3  Hark  !    his  voice  in  thunder  breal 
Hush'd  to  silence,  while  he  speaka, 
Ocean's  waves  from  pole  to  pole 
Hear  the  awful  accents  roll. 

4  Now  the  bursting  clou  """ay, 
And  the  vivid  lightnings  pi 

And  the  wilds,  ly  man  untrod, 
Hear,  dismay'd,  th'  approaching  God. 

5  He  the  swelling  surge  oommar. 
Fix'd  his  throne  for  ever  stands  ; 
He  his  people  shall  increase, 

Arm  with  strength,  and  bless  with  peace. 


30 


Try 


Morning. 

MASHAM. 


HTO  Thee,  the  Lord,  my  God, 
-*-    V. '.-..   -         iant  voice  I 
Thy  grace  v'nly  influx 

id  health  an.  ?uppli. 

Now  from  the  depths  of  hell, 
The  sorrows  of  I 

-oul  redeem't:  proclaims 

Thy  :  ,e. 


P  S  A  L  M  S .  Qth  Mom 

who  his  mercy  find, 
Qg  praises  to  : 
De  e  hone  me, 

holin-; 

A  moment  tb, 

Short  is  the  n:_ 

The  morning  dawns  with  jc 

My  glory  si. all  idoi 

ue; 

~e 
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'  '      i  lom  times  them  all ; 

Then.  Lord,  ie 

seek  hi 

The  brightness  of  thy  face 
»  Lord.  =e ; 

And,  l-  -se, 

ft  me  from  my  ioeg. 

Ho  ;re 

ae, 

■7  c&rz, 
D  ne  world  proclaim ! 

re  that  <m 

Co 
For  be  inll  still  your 

e  of  n 
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HAMPTOX 


L. 


I.J  rj  -?K 


1 


6^  Morning. 
O  J_     Tune  44. 


PSALMS. 

(CM.) 

Second  Version. 


WESTMINSTEB. 


1  iy/T  Y  times  of  sorrow  and  of  joy, 
-*-*-*■   Great  God  !  are  in  thy  hand  ; 
My  choicest  comforts  come  from  thee, 

And  go  at  thy  command. 

2  If  thou  shouldst  take  them  all  away, 

Yet  would  I  not  repine ; 
Before  they  were  possess'd  by  me, 
They  were  entirely  thine. 

3  Nor  would  I  drop  a  murm'ring  word, 

Though  the  whole  world  were  gone, 
But  seek  enduring  happiness 
In  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

4  Here  perfect  bliss  can  ne'er  be  found, 

The  honey's  mixed  with  gall  : 
'Midst  changing  scenes  and  dying  friends 
Be  thou  my  all  in  all. 

Asn  Wednesday.        6th  Evenina. 

•7 

Tune  20.  (l.m.) 


32 


BRISTOL. 


30 


1  ITOW  bless'd  the  man  with  mercy  crown'd, 
-■-*■  Whose  miis  have  all  forgiveness  found! 
Whose  deep  transgressions,  covered  o'er 
With  pard'ning  blood,  are  seen  no  more! 

2  How  bless'd  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord 
Doth  his  own  righteousness  afford  ! 
Whom  mercy  clears  from  ev'ry  sin, 
Whose  heart  conceals  no  guile  within. 

3  T  made  my  guilt  and  sorrows  known, 
With  deep  contrition,  at  thy  throne  : 
1  Said,  u  I'll  all  my  sins  confeSI  : 
And  seek  thy  grace  and  righteousness." 


P  S  A  L  AT  S .  6th  Morning. 

4  Scarce  had  my  breast  the  thought  conceiv'd, 
Thy  grace  my  anxious  fears  reliev'd ; 
Cleans'd  my  whole  soul  with  blood  divine. 
And  seal'd  thy  pard'ning  mercy  mine. 

5  Oh  boundless  love  !  the  rich  display 
Shall  teacli  the  tremblng  lips  to  pray  : 
The  penitent,  with  godly  fear, 

Shall  plead,  while  Mercy  waits  to  hear. 

33     Tune  45.  (cm.)  st.  Stephen. 

First  Part. 
1TET  all  the  just  to  God  with  joy 
-*-^  Their  cheerful  voices  raise, 
For  well  the  righteous  it  becomes 
To  sing  glad  songs  of  praise. 

2  Let  harps,  and  psalteries,  and  lutes 

In  joyful  concert  meet ; 
And  new-made  songs  of  loud  applause 
The  harmony  complete. 

3  For  faithful  is  the  word  of  God, 

His  works  with  truth  abound; 
He  justice  loves;  and  all  the  earth 
Is  with  his  goodness  crown'd. 

4  By  his  almighty  word  at  first 

The  heavnly  arch  was  rear'd, 
And  all  the  beauteous  hosts  of  light 
At  his  command  appear'd. 

5  Let  earth  and  all  that  dwell  therein 

Before  him  trembling  stun'.1 ; 
For  wlnn  be  Bpake  the  word  'twas  made; 
'Twas  fix'd  at  his  command. 
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6</i  Evening. 
33     Tune  5 


PSALMS. 


BASEL. 


(cm.)' 

Second  Part. 

1  T^HATE'ER  the  mighty  Lord  decrees 

*  *     Shall  stand  for  ever  sure  ; 
The  settled  purpose  of  his  heart 
To  ages  shall  endure. 

2  How  happy  then  are  they,  to  whom 

The  Lord  for  God  is  known  ; 
"Whom  he  from  all  the  word  besides 
Has  chosen  for  his  own ! 

3  Our  soul  on  God  with  patience  waits, 

Our  help  and  shield  is  he  ; 
Then,  Lord,  let  still  our  hearts  rejoice, 
Because  we  trust  in  thee. 

4  The  riches  of  thy  mercy,  Lord, 

Do  thou  to  us  extend; 
Since  we  for  all  we  want  or  wish, 
On  thee  alone  depend. 

34    TuxbI.  (ex.) 

First  Part. 


BEDF0ED. 


oo 


1  npHROUGTI  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 
-*-   In  trouble  and  in  joy, 

The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  Of  his  deliv'rance  I  will  boast, 

Till  all,  that  arc  distress'd, 
From  my  example  comfort  take, 
And  charm  their  grids  to  rest. 

3  0  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 

With  me  exalt  his  name; 
"When  in  distress  on  him  I  call'd, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 


34 


PSALMS.  Gih  Eeen iitff. 


Tune  20. 


(CM.) 

Second  Part. 

1  'T'lIE  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 
JL    The  dwelling's  of  the  just ; 
Deliv'rance  he  affords  to  all 

"Who  on  his  succour  trust. 

2  O  make  but  trial  of  his  love  ; 

Experience  will  decide 
IIo\v  bless'd  they  are,  and  only  they, 
"Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

3  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear; 
Make  you  his  service  your  delight, 
Your  wants  shall  be  his  care. 


IRISH. 


7lh  Morning. 

35      'i'l-NE  31. 


(8.7.4.) 

1     r  O!  the  Lord,  the  mighty  Saviour, 
-LJ  Quits  the  grave,  the  throne  to  ch 
Object  of  his  endless  favour, 
God  o'er  all  exalts  his  name; 
Those  who  hate  him 
Cloth'd  with  everlasting  shame. 
'J  Shout  for  joy,  with  songs  of  praises, 
Ye  who  in  his  name  delight; 
Shout,  'tis  &od  our  Saviour  raises 
To  his  throne  in  endless  might ! 
'Tis  Jehovah, 
Crowns  our  Lord  in  realms  of  light. 
3  God  his  servant  lifts  to  glory, 

Bids  him  all  his  honours  share : 
Xow,  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee, 
And  thy  righteousness  declare, 
Endless  praises 
Shall  his  ransom'd  church  prepare. 
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MOUNT  EPHKAIM. 


S.  M 


7  th  Morning. 


PSALMS. 


MUNicn. 


J36     T^'E  46.  (l.m.) 

1  r\  LORD,  thy  mercy,  my  sure  hope, 
^^  Above  the  heav'nly  orb  ascends; 
Thy  sacred  truth's  unmeasur'd  scope 

Beyond  the  spreading  sky  extends. 

2  Thy  justice,  like  the  hills,  remains  ; 

Unfathom'd  depths  thy  judgments  are  ; 
Tliy  providence  the  world  sustains; 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  care. 

3  Since  of  thy  goodness  all  partake, 

"With  what  assurance  should  the  just 
Thy  shelt'ring  wings  their  refuge  make, 
And  saints  to  thy  protection  tru.-t. 

4  Such  guests  shall  to  thy  courts  be  led 

To  banquet  on  thy  love's  repast ; 
And  drink,  as  from  a  fountain's  head, 
Of  joys  that  shall  for  ever  last. 

5  With  thee  the  springs  of  life  remain; 

Thy  presence  is  eternal  day: 
0  let  thy  saints  thy  favour  gain  ; 
To  upright  hearts  thy  truth  display. 
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Tune  47.         (11 3 


71k  Evening. 


lilt!  ILK. 


1   r\BSERVB  the  perfect  man  with  care, 
^-^   And  mark  all  such  afl  upright  nrc; 
Thei  •  roughest  days  in  peace  shall  end; 

While  on  the  latter  end  01   tin 

"Who  dare  God's  sacred  will  oppose, 

A  common  ruin  shall  at1  Du. 


PSALMS. 


rth  Evening. 


31 


2  God  to  the  just  will  aid  afford, 
Their  only  safeguard  is  the  Lord  ; 

Their  strength  in  time  of  need  is  he  : 
Because  on  him  they  still  depend, 
The  Lord  will  timely  succour  send, 

And  from  the  wicked  set  them  free. 

§th  Morning.         Asn  "Wedxksday. 

3o    Tunb48.  (cm.)  wixdsok. 

1  rpHY  chast'ning  wrath,  0  Lord,  restrain, 
-*-    Though  I  deserve  it  all ; 

Nor  let  at  once  on  me  the  storm 
Of  thy  displeasure  fall. 

2  My  sins,  that  to  a  deluge  swell, 

My  sinking  head  o'erfiow, 
And  for  my  feeble  Btrength  to  bear 
Too  vast  a  burden  grow. 

3  Forsake  me  not,  O  Lord,  my  (lod, 

Xor  far  from  me  depart; 
Make  haste  to  my  relief  ()  thou, 
"Who  my  salvation  art. 

39    Tune  15!  (o.M.)  ST.  maky. 

1  '  '  OllD,  let  me  know  my  term  of  days, 
J-^  How  soon  nn   lit'.'  will  c\u\  : 

The  num'rous  train  of  ills  disclose, 
Which  tins  frail  state  attend. 

2  My  life,  thou  know'st,  is  but  a  span, 

A  cipher  sums  my  years ; 

And  ev'rv  man,  in  best  estate, 

But  vanity  appears. 

3  Why  then  should  I  on  worthless  toys 

With  anxious  care  attend  ? 
On  thee  alone  m  I  hope 

Shall  ever,  Lord,  depend. 
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8th  Morning.         P  S  A  L  M  S . 
Good  Fkiday. 

40  TUNB  14.  (L.M.)  MELC0MBE. 

'  WAITED  meekly  for  the  Lord, 
-1-  Till  he  vouchsafe!  a  kind  reply  : 
Who  did  his  gracious  ear  afford, 

And  heard  from  heav'n  my  humble  cry. 

2  The  wonders  he  for  me  has  wrought 

Shall  fill  my  mouth  with  songs  of  praise; 
And  others,  to  his  worship  brought, 
To  hopes  of  like  deliv'rance  raise. 

3  Who  can  the  wondrous  works  recount, 

Which  thou,  O  God,  for  us  hast  wrought! 
The  treasures  of  thy  love  surmount 
The  power  of  numbers,  speech,  and  thought. 

4  Thus,  wretched  though  I  am,  and  poor, 

Of  me  th'  Almighty  Lord  takes  care; 
Thou,  God,  who  only  canst  restore, 
To  my  relief  with  speed  repair. 

6th  Evening. 

41  Tune  49.  (.o.M.)  abridge. 

First  Version. 

1  "TXAPPY  the  man  whose  tender  care 
-"--*-  Relieves  the  poor  distrest; 
When  troubles  compass  him  around, 

The  Lord  shall  give  him  rest. 

2  Secure  of  this,  to  thee,  my  God, 

I  thus  my  prayer  address'd  : 
"Lord,  for  thy  mercy,  heal  my  soul. 
Though  I  have  much  transgress'oY' 

3  Thy  tender  care  secures  my  life 

From  danger  and  disgrace  ; 
And  thou  vouchsafst  to  let  me  still 
Before  thy  glorious  face. 
3G 


PSALMS.  8th  Evening. 

4  Let  therefore  Israel's  Lord  and  God 
From  age  to  age  be  bless'd ; 
And  all  the  people's  glad  applause 
With  loud  Aniens  express'd. 

41     Tube  50.  (l.mJ  lOCth  PSALM. 

Second  Version. 

1  r\  THANKFUL  bless  th' Almighty  Lord, 
^-J  The  God  by  Jacob's  sons  ador'd  ; 
With  joyful  hearts  his  love  proclaim, 

And  praise,  O  praise,  his  holy  name. 

2  His  fame,  ere  time  its  course  began, 
O'er  heav'n' s  wide  region  echoing  ran; 
To  him  through  endless  ages  raise 
One  song  of  oft-repeated  praise. 


42     Tune  44. 


(cm.) 
First  Version. 


WESTMINSTER. 


g  streams, 


1  A  S  pants  the  hart  for  cooling 
-£*-  When  heated  in  the  chase, 

So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  thee, 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee,  my  God,  the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine  : 
O  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face, 
Thou  Majesty  divine  ! 

3  God  of  my  strength,  how  long  shall  I, 

Like  one  forgotten,  mourn  ? 
Forlorn,  forsaken,  and  exposed 
To  my  oppressor's  scorn. 

4  Why  restless,  why  east  down,  my  soul? 

Hope  still,  and  thou  ihalt  I 
The  praise  of  him,  who  is  thy  God, 
Thy  tiealtl  rial  spi 
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4<2     Tune  4 


PSALMS. 


IOXDOX  XEW. 
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(CM.) 

Second  Version. 

1  A  FFLICTION  is  a  stormy  deep 
-^-*-  "Where  wave  resounds  to  wave  : 
Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 

I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

2  The  hand,  which  now  withholds  my  ^'oys, 

Can  reinstate  my  peace  ; 
And  he,  who  bade  the  tempest  roar, 
Can  bid  the  tempest  cease. 

3  In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night 

I'll  count  his  mercies  o'er  ; 
I'll  praise  him  for  ten  thousand  past, 
And  humbly  sue  for  more. 

4  When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose, 

And  press'd  on  ev'ry  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustain'd  my  steps. 
And  still  has  been  my  guide. 

5  Here  will  I  rest,  and  build  my  hopes, 

Nor  murmur  at  his  rod  : 
lie's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me, 
My  health,  my  life,  my  God. 

3    Ten  51.  (l.m.)  axgels' 

1  JUDGE  me,  O  Lord  ;  to  thee  I  fly 
^  New  foes  and  fears  my  spirit  try  ; 
Plead  thou  my  cause,  my  soul  sustain, 
And  let  the  wicked  rage  in  vain. 

2  The  mourner's  refuge,  Lord,  thou  art; 
Wilt  thou  not  tike  thy  suppliant's  part? 
Wilt  thou  desert  and  lay  me  low, 

The  scorn  of  each  insultins  foe  P 
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P  S  A  L  M  S .  8fh  Even ing. 

3  Send  forth  thy  light  and  truth  once  more  ; 
To  thy  blest  house  my  steps  restore ; 
Again  thy  presence  let  me  see, 

And  find  my  joy  in  praising  thee. 

4  Arise,  my  soul,  and  praise  him  now; 
The  Lord  is  good,  be  faithful  thou. 
His  nature  changes  not  like  thine; 
Believe,  and  soon  his  lace  will  shine. 

Qth  Morning. 

4<4i     Tuxe  52.  (cm.)  APOSTLES'. 

1  f\  LORD,  our  fathers  oft  have  told, 
^^  In  our  attentive  ears, 

Thy  wonders  in  their  days  perform'd, 
And  elder  times  than  their's  : 

2  As  thee  their  God  our  fathers  own'd, 

Thou  art  our  sov'reign  King; 
O  therefore  as  thou  didst  to  them, 
To  us  deliv'rance  bring. 

Ciikistmas  Day. 

4*5     Tmn  30.  (S.M.)  PADDINQTOX. 

1  TTOW  glows  my  raptur'd  heart, 
-*-1-  To  speak  the  theme  divine  ! 

The  King's  high  honours  to  impart! 
Jesns,  the  praise  is  thine. 

2  Mount  thy  triumphal  car, 
And  prosp'rottS  onward  ride, 

Justice  and  truth  thy  way  prepare, 
"With  meekness  at  thy  side. 

3  Jesus,  thy  glorious  name 
My  song  shall  now  record  ; 

And  earth  through  distant  times  proclaim 
Thv  praise,  eternal  Lord  ! 
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dth  Hominy.  P  S  A  L  M  S . 

4*8     Tune  47. 


EEIDGWATEIl. 


(S's.) 
First  Version. 

1  ^|_0D  is  our  refuge  in  distress, 

^    A  present  help  when  dangers  press; 

In  him  undaunted  we'll  confide: 
Though  earth  were  from  her  centre  toss'd, 
And  mountains  in  the  ocean  lost, 

Torn  piece-meal  by  the  roaring  tide. 

2  A  gentler  stream  with  gladness  still 
The  city  of  our  Lord  shall  fill, 

The  royal  seat  of  God  most  high  : 
God  dwells  in  Sion,  whose  fair  towers 
Shall  mock  th'  assaults  of  earthly  powers, 

While  his  almighty  aid  is  nigh. 

3  Submit  to  God's  almighty  sway, 
For  him  the  heathen  shall  obey. 

And  earth  her  sov'reign  Lord  confess : 
The  God  of  hosts  conducts  our  arm?;, 
Our  tower  of  refuge  in  alarms, 

As  to  our  fathers  in  distress. 


46     TTOI  25. 


ST.  THOMAS. 


40 


(l.H.) 

tod  Vers 
O.OI)  is  the  refuge  of  his  Mints, 

^-*    When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade  ; 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints 

Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 
[Let  mountains  from  their  scats  be  hurl'd 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there; 

Convulsions  shake  the  so. id  world; 

Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear.] 
[Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  ro.ir, 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide  ; 
AVhile  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  shore. 

Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide.] 


PSALMS. 


91 h  Morning, 


4  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  of  our  God; 
Life,  Jove,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through, 
And  wat'ring  our  divine  abode. 

5  That  sacred  stream,  thine  holy  word, 

That  all  our  raging  fear  controls: 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford, 

And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

6  Sion  enjoys  her  monarch's  love. 

Secure  against  a  threatening  hour  ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 

Built  on  his  truth,  and  arm'd  with  power. 


Olh  Evening. 
4tj      TUMB  4. 


ASCENSION   DAT. 

(CM.) 

First  Version. 


LONDCN    NEW. 


1  f~\  FOR  a  shout  of  sacred  joy 

^-^    To  God,  the  sov'reign  King! 
Let  ev'ry  land  their  tongues  emplov  ; 
And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 

2  Jesus  our  God  ascends  on  high; 

His  heav'nlv  guards  around 
Attend  him  rising  through  the  sky, 
With  trumpets*  joyful  sound. 

3  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Lei  moj  tal    learn  their  strains ; 

I.  t  all  the  earth  his  honour  BU 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  In  [srael  stool  his  ancient  throne, 

He  lov'd  that  chosen  rai 
But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  own, 

And  heathens  taste  his  grace. 
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O^j  Evening. 
4JJ     Tu.ve  50. 


PSALMS. 


100th  PSALM. 


WESTMINSTER. 


(I.M.) 
Second  \  ersion. 

1  C\  ALL  ye  people,  clap  your  hand?, 
^-^  And  with  triumphant  voices  sing; 
No  force  the  mighty  power  withstands 

Of  God  the  universal  King. 

2  Your  utmost  skill  in  praise  be  shown 

For  him  who  all  the  world  commands  ; 
Who  sits  upon  his  righteous  throne, 

And  spreads  his  sway  o'er  heathen  lands. 

WniT-SUHDAT. 

48      TV**    I  (CM.) 

First  Version. 

1  rpHE  Lord,  the  only  God  is  great, 
-■-    And  greatly  to  be  prais'd 
In  Sion,  on  whose  happy  mount 

His  sacred  throne  is  rais'd. 

2  In  Sion  we  have  seen  perform' J 

A  work  that  was  foretold, 
In  pledge  that  God,  for  times  to  come, 
His  city  will  uphold. 

3  This  God  is  on  is,  and  will  be  ours, 

Whilst  we  in  him  confide, 
"Who,  as  he  has  preserv'd  ns  now, 
Till  death  will  be  our  guide. 

48     Tmn  53.  (s.if.) 

\  ersion. 

1  Q.REAT  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
^    An  !  let  h;<  praise  be  great; 

lie  make-;  his  churches  his  abode, 
He.  most  delightful  seat. 

2  These  temples  of  his  grace 
How  beautiful  they  stand! 

The  honours  of  our  native-  place, 
And  bulwarks  of  our  land. 
42 
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PSALMS. 


Qth  Evening. 


In  Sion  God  is  known 
A  refuge  in  distress; 
How  bright  lias  his  salvation  shone 
Through  all  her  palaces. 

In  ev'ry  new  distress, 
We'll  to  his  house  repair; 
V,  e'll  think  upon  his  wondrous  "race, 
And  seek  deliv'rance  there. 

The  God  we  worship  now 
^Vill  guide  us  till  we  die, 
Will  be  our  God  while  here  below, 
And  ours  above  the  sky. 


49 


Tune  5. 


(CM.) 


BASEL. 


1  TEIIOVAII  speaks;  let  man  be  awed, 
u    And  deep  attention  give. 

Ye  sinners,  hear  the  way  to  God! 
Ye  dead,  arise  and  live! 

2  Trust  not  in  earthly  wealth  and  show, 

Vain,  vain  are  they  to  .-ave: 
Cold  cannot  buy  release  from  woe, 
Or  ransom  from  the  grave. 

3  Worlds  cannot  reach  the  mighty  price 

Of  one  immortal  soul. 

0,  Lord,  thy  blood  ami  sacrifice 

Alone  can  make  us  whole. 

•1    In  thec  be  our  salvation  sure, 
No  other  wealth  we  seek  : 
We're  rich  in  thee,  however  poor, 
And  strong,  however  weak*. 
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10M  Morning.         PSALMS. 

Tune  31.     (8.7.8.7.4.7.) 

1         O  !    the  mighty  God  appearing, 
JLJ  From  on  high  Jehovah  speaks  ! 


50 


EICKLEIGH. 


Eastern  lands  the  summons  hearing, 
O'er  the  west  his  thunder  break?: 

Earth  beholds  him ! 
Universal  nature  shakes ! 

2  To  the  heav'ns  his  voice  ascending, 

To  the  earth  beneath  he  cri 
"  Souls  immortal  now  descending. 
Let  the  Bleeping  dust  arise, 

Rise  to  judgment, 
Let  my  throne  adorn  the  skies ! 

3  "Gather  first  my  »  round  me, 

Those  who  to  my  cov'nant  stood  ; 
Those  who  humbly  sou  'lit  and  found  me 
Through  the  dying  Savi  mr's  blood: 

Bless'd  Redeemer ! 
Sweetest  sacrifice  to  God  !  " 

4  Now  the  heav'ns  on  high  adore  him, 

And  his  right  eou  dare  : 

Sinners  perish  from  before  him, 
But  his  saints  his  mercy  share  : 

Just  his  judgment, 
God,  himself  the  Judge,  is  there. 
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ST.  BRIDE. 
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T-TAVE  mercy,  Lord,  on  me, 

-1"1-  As  thou  wcrt  ever  kind; 
Let  me,  oppress'd  with  loads  of  guilt, 
Thy  wonted  mercy  find. 


PSALMS.       10a  Morning. 

Wash  off  my  foul  offer.ee, 
And  cleanse  me  from  my  sin ; 
Tor  I  confess  my  crime,  and  see 
How  great  my  guilt  has  been. 

Withdraw  not  thou  thy  help, 
^or  cast  me  from  thy  sight; 
Nor  let  thy  Holy  Spirit  take 
Its  everlasting  flight 

The  joy  thy  favour  gives 
Let  me  again  obtain; 
And  thy  free  Spirit's  firm  support 
My  fainting  soul  sustain. 


51    Tuwe  20. 


BRISTOL. 


(L.M.) 
Second  Version. 
1   QIIOW  pity,  Lord  ;  0  Lord,  forgive; 
^  Let  a  repenting  rebel  live: 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  nut  a  .-inner  trust  in  thee:" 

'2  O  wash  my  soul  from  ev'ry  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 

re  on  my  heart  the  burden  . 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

3  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  con:; 
A  thy  law,  against  thy  grate: 

Lord,  should  thy  judgment  grow  >cverc, 
1  am  condemn \i,  but  t:  cleat. 

-1  Yd  my  d, 

lose  hone,  It  ill  hov'ring  round  thy  word, 
uld  light  on  n  i 
le  sure  support  1 
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10th  Morning.         PSALMS. 
52      TUHB    5.  (C.M.)  BASEL> 

1  l"N  vain  the  powers  of  darkness  try 

To  work  the  church's  ill; 
The  Friend  of  sinners  reigns  on  hi«*b 
And  checks  them  at  his  will. 

2  Let  worldlings  pant  for  worldly  wealth : 

Its  worth  his  people  see; 
The  Lord  is  their  desire  and  health  ; 
The  Lord  will  strengthen  me. 
S  My  trust  is  in  his  grace  alone; 
JIis  house  shall  be  my  home; 
JIow  sweet  his  mercies  past  to  own, 
And  hope  for  more  to  come  ! 


10/7/  Evening. 
angels'. 


Oo    Tun  51.  (l.u.) 

1  PROM  heav'n  the  mighty  Lord  look'd  down 

*rom  heav'n,  his  high  exalted  throue     ' 
inquiring  on  this  world's  abode, 
Who  underhand  and  seek  their  Cod? 

2  From  his  appointed  righteous  way, 
Alas!  they  all  arc  gone  astray; 
The  ways  of  peace  they  hare  not  known, 
And  none  is  righteous;  no,  not  one. 

3  Guilty,  condemn'd,  deprav'd,  and  lost, 
Who  before  God  hath  aught  to  boast? 
Arise,  o  King  of  Sion,  i 
And  bring  salvation  from  the  ikies 


Then  shall  thy  saints  rejoice  and  sing, 
And  each  glad  heart  its  tribute  brine! 
;U(!,"i  and  .''ace  shall  then  be  given 
J  eace  upon  earth,  and  joy  in  heav'n. 


54 


Tumi  30. 


lOi/i  Evening. 


dojstasilt.. 


PSALMS. 

Good  Feiday. 
(s.h.) 

Ij0iv.M0d1,1,n-v  £uartlia»>  "ear, 
Tk    t  a     my  foes  co»trol : 

1  he  Lord  in  mercy  will  appear 
With  those  who  help  my  B0UI. 
My  mighty  foes  enrag'd 
His  mightier  arm  will  slay: 
His  truth  and  promise  stand  engag'd 
His  judgments  to  display.  ° 

With  cheerful  mind,  0  Lord, 
I  il  all  thy  praise  proclaim  : 
■Tw  sweet,  'tis  peasant,  to  record 
1  lie  wonders  of  thy  name. 
■*       Jesus,  thy  power  divine 
*)om  every  grief  will  raise, 
Will  all  my  foes  to  shame  consign 
While  1  behold  and  praise! 

^  'lis)  ^     cLASBuar* 

J    OnlAD  F'  my  Savour,  the  wings  of  a  dove 
y  How  soon  wouldlsoar  to  thy  presence  abovif 

How  soon  would  1  flee  where  the  weary  Ww 

^dludeaHmycaresinthyshelterfngW 
K«  ith.ire  thJ?  ni,(1  ******  ior  ever  shall  cease- 

No  billow  shall  rullle  that  haven  of  peace  ' 

T^ptation  Md  trouble  alike  shall  depa^/ 
AH  tears  from  the  eye,  and  all  sin  from  the  heart 

3  Soon    soon  may  tins  Rden  of  promise  be  mine- 
Rise,  bright  Sun  of  glory,  no  more  to  deS  ' 
<\y  light  ,yet  unrisen,  the  wilderness  cheers ! 
O  what  will  lt  be  when  the  fulness  appear! 

47 
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S.  M. 
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Wlh  Morning.  PSALMS. 

56     Tune  55.  (8.S.6.)  EOVET. 

1  "|Vf  Y  God,  my  gracious  God,  to  thee, 
-*-*--  Urg'd  by  devouring  foes,  I  flee, 

To  thee  for  mercy  cry  : 
Oh  view  me  in  th'  unequal  fight, 
Oppress'd  by  numbers  ;  awed  by  might : 

Jehovah,  God  most  high  ! 

2  In  times  when  fears  alarm  my  breast, 
Still  on  thy  faithful  word  I'll  rest, 

And  there  my  hopes  renew  : 
Thy  word,  my  God,  demands  my  praise, 
In  thee  I'll  trust  through  all  my  ways, 

Nor  fear  what  flesh  can  do. 

3  For  thou,  my  God,  when  shades  of  death 
Hung  round  my  soul,  prcserv'dst  my  breath, 

Though  sinking  to  the  gra 
Shall  not  thy  hand  my  steps  befriend? 
Oh  lead  me,  guide  me  to  the  end, 

And  to  thy  glory  save. 


57 


Tune  56*. 


ITEB  Day. 

(L.M.) 


WAIiEUAM. 


•is 


1    C\  GOD,  my  heart  is  fix'd/tis  lent, 
^-^  its  thankful  tribute  to  pr< 

And  with  my  heart  my  voice  I'll  raise 
To  thee,  my  God,  in  songs  ofprai    . 

Thy  praises,  Lord,  I  will  resound 
To  all  the  list'ning  nations  round  : 
Thy  mercy  highest  luav'u  trail 
Thy  truth  beyond  the  cloud,  extei 


P  S  A  L  M  S .        1UI  Horn ing. 

3  Be  thou,  O  God,  exalted  high  ; 
And,  as  thy  glory  fills  the  Bky, 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  display'd. 
Till  thou  art  here,  as  there,  obey'd. 

Oo    Tune  51.  (l.m.)  angels.' 

1  A  VERSE  b}r  nature  to  obey, 
-^*-  See  from  the  womb  the  wicked 
Their  tongue  its  infant  accent  tries, 
And  lisps  in  falsehood  and  in  li<  . 

2  Before  the  thorny  blaze  can  i  i 
The  bubbling  cauldron  to  surprise, 

God's  angry  storms  shall  o'er  them  1  . 
And  living  to  destruction  send. 

3  Then  shall  the  j  i  more  afraid, 
In  judgment  view  his  arm  display'd, 
Shall  raise  their  holy  triumphs  bigh, 

"While  sinners  fall,  and  bleed,  and  d 

Wth  Evening, 
Q\)     Ti -.Ni.  57.  (r.M.)  Lr.vrr: 

1  "iVroW  to  thy  power  the  song  I'll  r 
-»- '    My  God  ;  thy  mercy  claim 

I'll  lift  on  high  my  eai  !y 

While  In  thy   mercy    1    I 

2  In  the  dark  day  when  trouble! 

I    bade  my  soul  on  thee   repose  : 
Thine  arm  of  everlasting  pom 
My  sure  defence,  my  i 

3  To  thee,  my  tb,   the  -    D     I'M   frame, 
Thee  still  my  sine  defence   I'll  claim: 
And  while  thy  i. 
JSly  God  thy  endless  praise   I'll 


18 


ST.   BRIDE. 


S.M. 


llth  Evening.         PS  ALMS. 

60 


Tune  58. 


SAXONY. 


First  Version. 

1  J^EPULS'D,  clispers'd,  chastis'd  by  thee, 
O  grant  us,  Lord,  thy  face  to  see, 

And  let  the  people,  once  thy  care, 
Again  thy  fav'ring  presence  share. 

2  I  low  trembles  this  divided   land 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  hand! 
O  thou,  the  God  whom  we  adore, 
Its  breaches  heal,  its  peace  restore. 

3  Our  hope,  on  man  repos'd  in  vain, 

0  let  thy  strength,  great  God,  sustain  ; 
And  let  us,  on  thy  aid  reclin'd, 
In  thee  our  firm  protector  find. 

60    Tumi  49.  (cm.)  ABKIDGE. 

:i'I  Version. 

1  ^THROUGH  Iocs  and  danger,  sin  and  death, 

A  pilgrim  hand  we  move 
To  Cans  n's  promised  land,  beneath 
The  flag  of  hcav'nly  love. 

2  Almighty,  omnipresent  grace 

Goes  with  us  all  the  way 
And  nothing  can  impede  our  race, 
With  Christ  to  guide  and  stay.' 

3  The  empire  of  the  world  is  his; 

By  him   from   Satan   won  : 
He  speaks  the  word,  and  lo,  it  is; 
He  wills,  and  all  is  done! 

4  Though  we  are.  weak,  the  Lord  is  strong ; 

i  >n  him  our  hopes  depend  : 
We  cannot  dwell  in  darkness  long 
While  blest  with  such  a  friend! 
50 


61    Tune  59. 


PSALMS.       11//,  Evening. 


1 


(S-M-)  S1LET. 

TVTHEX,  overwhelm'd  with  grief, 
My  heart  within  me  dies,° 
Helpless,  and  far  from  all  relief, 

To  heav'n  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

O  lead  me  to  the  rock, 

That's  high  above  my  head, 
And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wings 

My  shelter  and  my  shade. 

Within  thy  presence,  Lord, 

For  ever  Til  abide; 
Thou  art  the  tower  of  my  defence, 

The  refuge  where  1  hide. 


12 th  Morning. 

62    Tin 


LOXnOV   M'W. 


CC.M.) 

1  O^G-0d'  my  sou1'  with  P»tient  hope 
w    Resign  d  in  silence  wait; 

He  bears  my  sinking  spirit  up, 

Then  let  thy  hopes  be  great'. 

2  My  rock  !  my  saviour!  my  defence! 

My  everlasting  stay  ! 
Not  all  my  toes  shall  pluck  me  thence, 
Nor  move  my  soul  away. 

3  God  my  salvation  shall  complete, 

From  him  my  glory  springs  : 
Rock  of  my  strength!  my  soul  shall  wait, 
It  s  refuge  in  his  wings. 

4  Ye  saints,  whene'er  with  griefs  oppressed, 

Kecline  upon  his  power; 
Disclose  to  him  vour  anxious  breast: 
God  is  our  refuge-tower  1 


51 


— 


12/7*  Morning. 
63     Tune  9 


PSALMS. 


(8.8.6.)  BRISBANE. 

1  rpHY  loving-kindness,  O  my  Lord, 
-*-   Can  more  than  life  itself  afford, 

My  hands  to  thee  I'll  raise ; 
Long  as  I  live,  my  best  employ, 
My  soul's  delight,  my  heartfelt  joy, 

Shall  be  thy  name  to  praise. 

2  Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings, 
My  joyful  soul  exulting  sings, 

Rejoicing  in  my  God  : 
Thy  own  right  hand  shall  guide  my  wav, 
To  follow  thee  to  endless  day, 

To  view  thy  blest  abode. 

3  Glorious  on  high  Messiah  reigns, 
Exalted  o'er  the  heav'nly  plains  : 

Ilia  enemies  shall  fall  : 
His  saint-,  who  serv'd  with  holv  fear, 
With  him  in  glory  shall  appear, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


(34     Tr*E  G0-  (?'«•) 


TNGHAM. 


1  TXEAlt  my  voice,  ()  God,  in  pray'r; 
-*--*-  Guard   my   life  from  servile  fear; 
From  each  hostile  counsel  hide; 

rough  life's  dreary  desert  guide. 

2  Then  sh;ill  men  thy  power  con: 
See  thy  hand,  thy  mercy  bl< 
Men  shall   i'enr,   and   God   ado 

Own  thy  work,  and  strive  no  more. 

3  Lut  the  just  thy  acts  record, 

orying  only  in  the  Lord  ; 
They,  who  love  and  trust  thy  name, 
ill,  with  joy,  thy  praise  proclaim. 


PSALMS. 


6 


5     Tuxe  5G 


\2tli  Evening. 

WAUEHA.1T. 


(L.H.) 
First  Version. 

1  f\  THOU,  who  to  my  humble  prayer 
^•^  Didst  always  bend  thy  list'ning  ear, 
To  thee  shall  all  mankind  repair, 

And  at  thy  gracious  throne  appear. 

2  Our  sins,  though  numberless,  in  vain 

To  stop  thy  flowing  mercy  try  : 
Whilst  thou  o'erlook'st  the  guilty  stain, 
And  washest  out  the  crimson  dye. 

3  Thy  goodness  does  the  circling  year 

With  fresh  returns  of  plenty  crown  ; 
And,  where  thy  glorious  paths  appear, 
Thy  fruitful  clouds  drop  fatness  down. 

(3  5  Tune  3- 

1  f\  tc, 

'•  '  Glory  ami  pi  rnal  wait  : 

Thou  hcarest  prayer;  all  flesh  shall  come, 
And  worship  at  thy  hallow'd  dome. 

2  Wonders  of  mercy  shall  appear, 

V,  bile  earth  and  -  til  hear  thy  voice, 

Revere  thy  tokens,  and  rejoice. 

Form'd  by  thy  word,  command, 

held  by  thee,  the  mountains  stand; 
The  boist'roua  n 
A:.d  furious  tumult  yields  to  peace. 

•l  !  •  :\  flocks  th  ;  >rn  i 

.  \    leys  smile  with  bending  corn; 

Thy  bounl  ifts  diffus'd  appear, 

•  God  !  I  i  crowns  the 
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67 


D     Tu.ve  CI.  fcir1* 

1  [A?  r!1  thc  Iands  with  shouts  of  joy 

lo  God  their  voices  raise  ; 

Sing  psalms  in  honour  of  his  name, 

And  spread  his  glorious  praise. 

2  For  God  to  me,  whene'er  I  cried, 

His  gracious  ear  did  bend  ; 

And  to  the  voice  of  my  request 

With  constant  love  attend. 

3  Then  bless'd  for  ever  be  my  God, 

Who  never,  when  I  pray, 
Withholds  ln's  mercy  from  my  soul, 
-Nor  turns  his  face  away. 


' 


1 


!■ 


( 

it  Version. 

rVO  bless  thy  chosen  race, 
In  mercy,  Lord,  incline; 
And  cause  the  brightness  of  thy  face 
On  all  thy  saints  to  shine. 
That  so  thy  wondrous  way 
May  through  the  world  be  known, 

Whilst  distant  lands  their  tribute  pay 
And  thy  salvation  own. 

Let  diffring  nations  join 

To  celebrate  thy  fame; 
Let  all  the  world,  0  Lord,  combine 

10  praise  thy  glorious  name. 

Olet  them  shout  and  sing 

With  joy  and  pious  mirth, 
For ^thou,  the  righteous  Judge  and  King, 

Shalt  govern  all  the  earth 


DUEHAAI. 


67 


Tojtb  03. 


PSALMS.       uaE^j. 


Second  Version. 


row*: 


67 


Gr°cP  °f  mercy'  God  of  g^ce, 

§    Show  the  brightness  of  thy  face 
Shine  upon  us,  Saviour,  shinei 
*iU  thy  church  with  light  divine  ; 
And  thy  saving  health  extend 
Unto  earth's  remotest  end. 

2  Let  the  people  praise  thee,  Lord  : 
i5e  by  all  that  live  ador'd  : 

Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King; 
At  thy  feet  their  tributes  pay, 
And  thy  holy  will  obey. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  thee,  Lord  ; 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford : 
God  to  man  his  blessing  give 
Man  to  God  devoted  live; 
All  below  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy,  and  light,  and  love. 


Tune  G4. 


DUNDEE. 


(c  ai.) 

S  Third  Version. 

Hj^E,  mighty  God,  on  Britain  shine 

\\  ith  beams  of  hcav'nly  grace 

Keveal  thy  power  through  ail  our  coasts, 
And  show  thy  smiling  face. 

2  Amidst  our  isle,  exalted  high, 

Do  thou  our  glory  stand. 

And,  like  a  wall  of  guardian  lire, 
Surround  the  fav'rite  land. 

3  God  the  Redeemer  scatters  round 

His  choicest  favours  lure. 
While  the  creation's  utmost  bound 
Shall  sec,  adore,  and  fei 
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13£&  Morning. 


68 


PSALMS. 

Whit  Sukdat. 


B?JIEN. 


Tune  32.  (l.m.) 

First  Part.— First  Version. 

1  nPO  Him  your  voice  in  anthems  raise, 
-*-   Jehovah's  awful  name  he  bears  ; 
In  him  rejoice,  extol  his  praise, 

Who  rides  npon  high  rolling  spheres 

2  His  chariots  numberless,  his  powers 

Are  heav'nly  hosts  that  wait  his  will; 
His  presence  now  fills  Sion's  towers, 
As  once  it  honour'd  Sinai's  hill. 

3  Ascending  high,  in  triumph  thou 

Captivity  hast  captive  led, 
And  on  thy  people  didst  bestow 

The  spoils  of*  armies  once  their  dread. 

4  E'en  rebels  shall  partake  thy  grace, 

And  humble  proselytes  repair 
To  worship  at  thy  dwelling-place, 
And  all  the  world  pay  homage  there. 

5  For  benefits  each  day  bestow'd, 

13e  daily  his  great  name  ador'd, 
Who  is  our  Saviour  and  our  God, 
Of  life  and  death  the  sov'rcign  Lord. 


(38     Tr-NE  56- 


(L.M.) 
Second  Part. 


WAREHAM. 


1 


rpo  visit  Salem,  Lord,  descend, 


5G 


And  Sion  thy  terrestrial  throne; 
Where  kings  with  presents  shall  attend, 
And  thee  with  oflcr'd  crowns  atone. 
2  Egypt  shall  then  to  God  stretch  forth 
Her  hands,  and  Afric  homage  bring; 
The  scatter'd  kingdoms  of  the  earth 
Their  common  Sov'reign's  praises  sing. 


PSALMS.  13/iJfon 

3  [How  dreadful  arc  the  sacred  courts, 

Where  God  has  fix*d  his  earthly  throne! 
His  strength  his  feeble  saints  supports; 
To  God  give  praise,  and  him  alone.] 


68  TrNE  3- 


DEVONSHIRE. 


(L.M.) 
Second  Version. 

1  TTINGDOMS  and  thrones  to  God  belong; 
-"-*-  Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song; 
His  wondrous  name  and  powers  rehears 
His  honours  shall  enrich  your  verse. 

2  Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him  blest; 
He's  3'our  defence,  your  joy.  your  rest; 
When  tenors  rise,  and  nations  faint, 
God  is  the  strength  of  cv'ry  saint. 


G8     TrNE  50. 


100th  rsAi.ir. 


(l.m.) 
Third  Version. 
1   nPIIE  Son  of  Man  is  gone  on  high  : 
-*-    He  fills  his  Father's  throne  again; 
He  captive  leads  captivity. 

And  wields  the  gilt  of  God  for  men. 

9  0  Holy  Spirit  1  Heav'nly  Dove! 
gifts  divine  the  first  and  best) 
Descend  on  wings  of  peace  anil  love, 
And  fix  thy  home  in  ev'ry  brca-t. 

3  Health,  light,  and  comfort,  ev'ry  good. 

That  man  can  wish,  or  God  can  lend, 
Are  all  the  purchase  of  thy  bh 

Our  dying,  ever-living  friend  I 

4  In  life,  in  death,  to  thee  we  din 

To  thee  with  all  our  wants  we  come; 
O  keep  us  lure  beneath  thy  wing! 
O  guide  ns  soon  and  safely 
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SALZBUEG. 


7.6.7.6.7.6.7.6. 


13th  Morning. 
68     Tuxe46 


PSALMS. 


MUNICH. 


(L.M.) 

Fourth  Version. 

1  ~WE.bless  the  Loru\  ^e  just,  the  good, 

Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy  and  food  ; 
Who  pours  his  blessings  from  the  skies, 
And  loads  our  days  with  rich  supplies. 

2  [He  sends  the  sun  his  circuit  round, 

To  cheer  the  fruits,  to  warm  the  ground: 
He  bids  the  clouds  with  plenteous  raiu 
Refresh  the  thirsty  earth  again. 

3  'Tis  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath 
And  all  our  near  escapes  from  death; 
Safety  and  health  to  God  belong ; 

He  heals  the  weak  and  guards  The  strong.] 

4  He  makes  the  saint  and  sinner  prove 
The  common  blessings  of  his   love  j 
But  the  wide  difference  that  remains 
Is  endless  joy,  or  endless  pains. 

6  The  Lord,  that  bruis'd  the  serpent's  head, 
On  all  the  serpent's  seed  shall  tread  ; 
The  Stubborn  sinner's  hope  confound, 
And  smite  him  with  a  lasting  wound. 

6  But  his  right  hand  his  saints  shall  raise 
From  the  deep  earth  or  deeper  seas, 
And  bring  them  to  his  courts  above; 
There  shall  they  taste  his  special  love. 


69 


Tune  7. 


Good  Fuiuay. 
(cm.) 


13/A  Evening. 

SAUL. 


58 


J   "ElATHER,   1   sing  thy  wondrous  grace, 
1    bless  my   Saviour's   name; 
ile  bought  salvation  for  the  poor, 
And  bore  the  sinner's  shame. 


PSALMS.  12th  Evening. 

2  His  deep  distress  has  rais'd  us  high ; 
His  duty  and  his  zeal 
Fulfill'd  the  law  which  mortals  broke, 
And  finished  all  thy  will. 

5  Let  heav'n  and  all  that  dwell  on  high 
To  God  their  voices  raise, 
While  lands  and  seas  assist  the  sky, 
And  join  t'  advance  the  praise. 

4  Sion  is  thine,  most  holy  God ! 
Thy  Sou  shall  bless  her  gates; 
And  glory,  purchased  by  his  blood, 
For  thine  own  Israel  waits. 
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Tune  65. 


(<'*•) 


GKOSMONT. 


1  TTASTE'  °  Lortl>  my  sPirit  faints; 
J~J~   Hear  my  weak  but  earnest  pea . 
Saviour  of  thy  trembling  saints 

Haste,  ()  haste,  to  rescue  me. 

2  Fierce  and  many  on  my  soul 

Rush  the  threat'uing  powers  of  belli 
Roll  them  back.  Redeemer,  roll, 

As  the  rock  the  ocean's  swell. 

3  Shame,  confusion,  fear,  and  grief, 

Visit,   Lord,  thy  foes  alone! 
Light,  and  comfort,  and  relief, 
Learn  for  ever  on  thy   own. 

4  Help  the  weak,  the  fallen  raise; 

Fill  the   nuek   with  joy  and    love; 
Guide  us  through   this' earthly  maze; 
Land  us  tale  at  home  above. 


SALZBURG.  — Continued, 


14th  Morning. 
7l     TUMl. 


PSALMS. 

(CM.) 
First  Part. 


BEDF0KD. 


1  IV/TY  God,  my  everlasting  hope, 
-L*-*-  I  live  upon  thy  truth ; 

Thine  hands  have  held  my  childhood  up 
And  strengthen'd  all  my  youth. 

2  Still  has  my  life  new  wonders  seen 

Repeated  ev'ry  year ; 
Behold,  my  days  that  yet  remain, 
I  trust  them  to  thy  care. 

3  Cast  me  not  off  when  strength  declines, 

When  hoary  hairs  arise; 
And  round  me  let  thy  glories  shine, 
Whene'er  thy  servant  dies. 

/  X    Tune  45.  (cm.)  st.  stf.fh.bn. 

Second  Part 

1  "jV/fY  Saviour,  my  a1  mighty  friend, 
JIX.  \yiien  J  begin  thy  praise, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace  P 

2  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celestial  road, 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  strength 
To  see  my  Father,  (iod. 

3  IIow  will  my  lipa  rejoice  to  tell 

The  vict'riei  of  mv  Kins ! 
My  soul,  redeem'd  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sin 

4  Awake,  awake,  mv  tuneful  powers! 

A\  iih  this  delightful  sol 

I'll  entertain  the  darkest   hoi:. 
or  think  the  Bcason  lo::,r. 
GO 


P  S  A  L  M  S .         14;' h  Horn  m$. 
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YORK. 


Tune  66.  (cm.) 

First  Part. 

1  /CHRIST'S  uncontroll'd  dominion  shall 
^  From  sea  to  sea  extend, 

Begin  at  proud  Euphrates'  streams, 
At  nature's  limits  end. 

2  To  him  shall  ev'ry  king  on  earth 

His  humble  homage  pay. 
And  dilf ' ring  nations  gladly  join 
To  own  his  righteous  sway. 

3  For  he  shall  set  the  needy  free, 

When  they  for  succour  cry, 
Shall  save  the  helpless  and  the  poor, 
And  all  their  wants  supply. 


72 


Tusb40. 


(cm  ) 

nil  Fart. 


ST.  JAMB3. 


1  HP  HE  mem'ry  of  Christ's  glorious  name 
-*-   Through  endless  years  shall  run; 
IIi<  spotless  fame  shall  shine  as  bright 

And  lasting  as  the  sun. 

2  In  him  the  nations  of  the  world 

Shall  he  completely  bh  - 
And  his  unhouuiL  d  hap,  in 
By  ev'ry  tongue  confess'd. 

:\  Then  bl<  God,  the  mighty  Lord, 

The  ( lod  whom  Israel  f(  iX%\ 

Who  only  wondrous  in  his  WOI 

Beyond  compare  apj  cars. 

4  Let  c  arth  be 
And  ever  bh 
Whilst  to  his  praise  the  list'ning  world 
i  sient  pn   I 
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14lh~  Morning.        PSALMS. 


72 


Tune  67.  (6.4.)  darwell's. 

Second  Version. 
TjWR  as  the  isles  extend, 
-*-    To  the  vast  ocean's  bound, 
Let  kings  to  Jesus  bend, 

And  pour  their  off 'rings  round; 
Arabia  raise 

The  song  divine, 
And  AfYic  join, 
T'  exalt  his  praise. 

All  princes  shall  adore, 

And  gifts  and  honours  bring, 
To  hail  the  Saviour's  power, 
To  crown  Iinmanuel  King: 
Item o test  lands 

Shall  homage  pay ; 
And  earth  obey 


His  hi«;h  commands. 
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Tt-NK  37. 


lilJi  Evening. 

ROCKINGHAM. 


G2 


(L.M.) 

First  Version. 

1  "VyilOM,  Lord,  in  hcav'n,  but  thee  alone, 

*  '     Have  I,  whose  favour  I  rcquin  P 
Throughout  the  sracious  earth  there's  none 
That  I  besides  thee  can  desire. 

2  My  trembling  flesh  and  aching  heart 

May  often  fail  to  succour  me; 
But  God  shall  inward  strength  impart, 
And  my  eternal  portion  be. 

8  For  they  that  far  from  thee  remove, 

Shall  into  sudden  ruin  fall  : 
If  after  other  gods  they  rove, 
Thy  vengeance  shall  destroy  them  all. 


PSALMS.  1Ath  Evening . 

4  But  as  for  me,  'tis  good  and  just, 
That  I  should  still  to  God  repair; 
In  him  I  always  put  my  trust, 

And  will  his  wondrous  works  declare. 
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IRISH. 


TtTNE  29.  (CM.) 

Second  Version. 

1  ^<  OD,  my  supporter  and  my  hope, 
"   My  help  for  ever  near, 

Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up 
When  sinking  in  despair. 

2  Thy  counsels,  Lord,  shall  guide  my  feet 

Through  this  dark  wilderness; 
Thine  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  seat, 
To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heav'n  without  my  God, 

Twould  be  no  joy  to  me  ; 
And  whilst  this  earth  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  thee. 

4  What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke, 

And  flesh  and  heart  should  faint! 
God  is  my  soul's  eternal  rock, 
The  strength  of  every  saint. 

5  [Behold,  the  sinners  that  remove 

Far  fiom  thy  presence  die; 
Not  all  the  idle  gods  they  love 
Can  save  them  when  they  cry. 

3  But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God, 
Shall  be  my  sweet  employ  ; 
My  tongue  shall  sound  thy  works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy.] 
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14^/i  Evening. 
7  B     TuNE  49- 


PSALMS. 

(CM.) 
Third  Version. 


ABRIDGE. 


1  "JVyY  GOD,  my  portion  and  my  love! 
-*-*-*-  My  everlasting  all ! 

I've  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above, 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  Were  I  possessor  of  the  earth, 

And  call'd  the  stars  my  own, 
Without  thy  graces  and  thyself 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

3  Let  others  stretch  their  arms  like  seas, 

And  grasp  in  all  the  shore ; 
Grant  me  the  visits  of  thy  face, 
And  I  desire  no  more. 
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ST.  MABY. 


Tune  15.  (cm.) 

1  TyilY  hast  thou  cast  us  off,  O  God? 

*  *   Wilt  thou  no  more  return  ? 
O  why  against  thy  chosen  flock 
Does  thy  fierce  anger  burn? 

2  Think  on  thy  ancient  purchase,  Lord, 

The  land  that  is  thy  own, 
By  thee  redeem'd,  and  Sum's  mount, 
Where  once  thy  glory  shone  ! 

3  O  let  not  the  oppress'd  return 

Witli  sorrow  cloth'd  and  shame; 
But  let  the  helpless  and  the  poor 
For  ever  praise  thy  name. 

lofh  Morning. 

4  0     Tun f.  57.  (l.m.)  lunebiug. 

1         ORD,  at  thy  feet  our  thanks  wc  pay, 
-^   For  all  thy  love  lias  borne  and  done, 
For  all  thy  mercies  day  by  day, 
And  most  of  ad  for  Christ  thy  Son. 
64 


PSALMS.        15<A  Morning. 

2  The  world  beneath  her  load  of  sin 

In  hopeless,  helpless  ruin  lay; 
When  he,  the  Lord  of  life,  stepp'd  in, 

And  snatch'd  from  death  and  hell  the  prey. 

3  'Tis  thine,  O  Lord,  to  judge  and  save; 

We  live  or  die  by  thy  decree ; 
What'er  beside  we  want  or  have, 
Lord,  we  are  rich,  if  found  in  thee. 
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Tine  2. 


(6.4.) 


M1NSTEB. 


rpHY  glories,  mighty  God ! 
-*-    Alone  our  rev'rence  claim: 
Thy  terrors  spread  abroad, 
How  awful  is  thy  name ! 
Thine  anger  shown, 
Thy  judgments  near,  J 
Who  dares  appear 
Before  thy  throne? 

Let  man  his  anger  raise 
With  persecuting  rage, 

His  wrath  shall  work  thy  praise, 
The  rest  thy  hands  assuage: 

Then  still  obey 
Th'  etcrn.il  King  ; 
Your  oil  "rings  brir. 

And  vows  repay. 

Let  all,  who  round  his  throne 
With  holy  L:;t't<  draw  mar, 

There  lay  their  off'ringa  down, 

Jehovah  claims  their  tear  : 
fore  his  word 
The  world  shall  bow, 
And  princes  know 

Thy  terroj  i,  1    rdl 
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15/7.  Morning.         P  SA  L  M  S. 

77  -'r.vEco.      (S.:r.) 


PSALMS. 


SELBY. 


HfC)  God  I  cried  aloud, 

-  -    To  God  1  pour'd  my  si^hs 

I'rom  heav'n  his  gracious  car  he  bow'd 
And  listen'd  to  my  cries.  ' 

^fough  all  the  mournful  days, 
\v  hen  troubles  round  me  spread 

^ghttheLordjIaskedhkgJaiej 
To  him  for  refuge  fled. 

3       ^^y^orks,  eternal  Lord! 
Shall  dwell  upon  my  heart 

And .while  thy  mercies  I  record, 
J-  U  bid  my  fears  depart. 

IU..U..J  apostles' 

1  L^f"^/^^  mighty  deeds 
Which  God  performed  of  old. 

And  which  our  fathers  told 

2  Hebids  us .make  his  glories  known, 

Htt  works  of  power  and  grace! 
And  wo  11  convey  his  wondfrs  down 

Ihronghevry  rising  race. 

3  ^h»s  shall  they  Jcarn  in  (iod  alone 

J  heir  hope  securely  stand  , 

uut  practise  Ins  commands. 
^70     rr  1G^  Nomina. 

1  miTr-lTr  -J:  ST.  BlilDE. 

rJ"OU  gracious  God,  and  kind, 
U  cast  our  sins  away: 
Norcall  our  former  guilt  to  mind 
lay  justice  to  display 


lGt/t  Morning. 


2  3Jy  tfnd'rest  mercies  show 
lhy  richest  mace  prepare 

•^re  yet,  with  guilty  fears  laid  low 
We  perish  m  despair. 

3  Save  us  from  guilt  and  shame, 
lhy  glory  to  display; 

And.  for  the  great  Redeemer's  name, 
Wash  all  our  sins  away. 
4       So  we  thy  flock,  thy  choice, 
The  people  of  thy  Jove, 
bba  1 in  thy  care,  through  life,  rejoice, 
But  praise  thee  best  above. 

80    Turn  u.  (j  u\ 

VL*M0  MELC0MBE. 

Firs;  Version. 

1  0  ISRAEL'S  Shepherd!  Joseph's  Guide' 

ThoiPth./;1  fT  t0  fh°e  vonchsa'fe  to  he  ar;' 
lnou,  that  dost  on  the  cherubs  ride 

Again  m  solemn  state  appe 

2  To  thee,  O  God  of  hosts,  we  my- 

Thy  wonted  ffoodnesa,  Lor4  renew; 
From  heaven,  tliy  throne,  this  vine  survey 
And  her  sad  state  with  pity  view.  7' 

3  Behold  the  vineyard  made  by  thee 

which  thy  right  hand  did  guard  so  I  one: ' 
And  keep  that  branch  from  dinger  free    *' 
Wluch  for  thyself  thon  mad'st  so  rtronir 

4  Do  thou  convert  us,  Lord,  do  thou 

the i  lustre  of  thy  face  display  • 

And  all  the  ills  we  suffer  now, 

Like  scattered  clouds  shall  pass  away. 


m 


TEN  COMMANDMENTS. 


L.  M. 


-g-S- 


IQlh  Morning.       PSALMS. 
80     Tcne  1. 


BEDP0RD. 


(CM.) 
Second  Version. 

1  QHEPHERD  of  Israel!  God  of  grace! 
^  Thy  saving  health  display ; 

Shine  from  thy  holy  dwelling-place, 
And  turn  our  night  to  day ! 

2  Shine  on  our  inward  darkness,  shine  ; 

Convert  our  hearts  to  thee ; 
We  cast  us  on  thy  arm  divine  j 
Arise,  and  set  us  free. 

3  Beneath  thy  chast'ning  power  we  pine, 

And  seek  relief  in  vain; 
Shine  on  our  souls,  blest  Spirit,  shine, 
And  all  will  smile  again. 

4  From  light  to  light,  from  grace  to  grace ! 

O  hid  us  onward  move  ; 
Till  we  behold  thy  glorious  face 
Without  a  cloud  above. 


81     Tune  27.  (s.u.) 


CARLISLE. 


1 


G8 


CING  to  the  Lord,  our  might; 
^  With  holy  fervour  sing! 
Let  hearts  and  instruments  unite, 
To  praise  our  heav'nly  king. 

This  is  his  holy  house, 
Ami  this  his  festal  day, 
When  he  accepts  the  humblest  vows 
That  we  sincerely  pay. 

The  sabbath  to  our  sires 
In  reroy  first  was  given; 
The  church  her  sabbath  ^till  requires 
To  speed  her  on  to  heav'n. 


P  S  A L  M  S .      lGZ/i  Morning. 


We  still  like  them  of  old 
Are  in  the  wilderness; 
And  God  is  still  as  near  his  fold 
To  pity  and  to  bless. 

Then  let  us  open  wide 
Our  mouths  for  him  to  fill : 
And  he  that  Israel  then  supplied 
Will  help  his  Israel  still. 


1G(7i  Evening. 

82     tuxe  51.  (l.m.)  angels'. 

1  f^.OT>  in  the  seat  of  judgment  stands, 

^  And  thus  th'  Almighty  Judge  commands  : 
"Defend  the  poor,  the  fatherh 
The  needy  and  afllicted  bk 

2  Arise,  O  God!  with  power  divine; 
Judge  thou  the  earth;  the  right  is  thine; 
Messiah  reign,  the  heathen  bl< 

With  fruits  of  peace  aud  righteousness! 

8o     Tune  9  .  >r.) 

1  A  SSERT  thy  claims,  <>  Cod! 
-^*-  Arouse  thv  shunb'ring  powc 

An  i  crU8h  beneath  thy  conqu'ring  rod 
Thy  enemies  and  on 

2  O  let  the  same  right  arm, 
That  help'd  our  sires  of  yore, 

Preserve  thy  people  still  from  harm, 
And  their  faint  hop  :c. 

3  Let  thy  prevailing  Name 

Throughout  the  earth  be  known; 
Put  Satan  and  his  hosts  to  shame, 
And  gloj  ify  thy  own. 
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i6*A  a^,      PSALMS. 

o4     Tune  34.  Crv^ 

A  l0'1^  ST.  ANN. 

First  Part. 

1  0  gOD.of  hosts  .'the  mighty  Lord! 
How  lovely  is  the  place 
^Vhere  thou   enthron'd  in  -dory,  shew'st 
I  he  brightness  of  thy  face! 

2  My  longing  soul  faints  with  desire 

To  view  thy  blot  abode; 
■My  panting  heart  and  flesh  cry  out 
-tor  thee,  the  living  God. 

3  Thrice  happy  they,  whose  choice  has  thee 

Iheir  sure  protection  made; 
Who  long  to  tread  the  sacred  ways 
Uiat  to  thy  dwelling  lead. 

4  TMSi  Pr°CeCd  ?°m  Stren°th  t0  st™gth, 

And  still  approach  more  near;  °     ' 

IiUallon  Sions  holy  mount 
before  their  God  anpear 


PSALMS.         iQth  Evening. 

4  Thou  God,  whom  heav'nly  hosts  obey, 
How  highly  blest  is  he, 
Whose  hope  and  trust,  securely  plac'd 
Are  still  rcpos'd  on  thee ! 


84 


Tune  67. 


briohton. 


84      TTTNE68. 

Second  Rut. 

O  „1)KP-  °t\ho? !s  my  ki"^  and  God ! 
m   How  highly  blest  are  they, 
U  bo  id  thy  temple  always  dwell, 
And  there  thy  praise  display ! 

2  For  in  thy  courts  one  single  day 

i  is  better  to  attend,  J 

1  ban   Lord,  in  any  place  besides 
A  thousand  days  to  spend. 

3  FOP  God,  who  is  our  sun  and  shield, 

*YlU  grace  and  glory  give  • 

And  no  good  thing  will  Be  withold 
lMom  them  that  justly  live 


70 


(6.4.) 

Second  Version. 

1  "L°t?D  of  the  worlda  ^ove, 
How  pleasant  and  how  fair 
Ihc  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
Thy  earthly  temples  are! 
To  thine  abode 
My  heart  aspires, 
With  warm  desires, 
To  see  my  God. 

2  O  happy  souls  that  pray 

Where  God  appoints  to  bear! 
U  happy  men  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  there! 
They  praise  thee  still; 
And  happy  they 
That  love  the  way 
To  Sim's  bill! 

3  '^O' ,l;o  froni  strength  t-,  strength, 

''■•"'^Mhi,  dark  vale  of  tears, 
i HI  each  arrives  at  length  ; 
Till  each  in  beav'n  appears: 
O  glorious  seat, 

When  God  our  King 

Shall  thither  brinff  ° 


Our  willing  icni  I 


darwell's. 
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Chbistmas  Day. 
Tune  2.  (6.4.) 

JESUS  the  Saviour's  nigh 
To  those  who  fear  his  name  ; 
He  comes !  his  praise  on  high 
Let  all  his  church  proclaim ! 
His  footsteps  still 
On  earth  shall  stand, 
And  all  the  land 
His  glory  fill. 

His  righteousness  alone 

Prepares  his  wondrous  way  ; 
He  rises  to  his  throne 

In  realms  of  endless  day  ! 
His  steps  we  trace, 
Hi*  path  pursue, 
And,  heav'n  in  view, 


MINSTEE. 


Adore  his  grace. 


g(3     TrxKlG.  (l.m.) 


17th  Morning, 


ST.  MARY. 


72 


1  rpO  my  complaint,  O  Lord,  my  God, 
-■-    Thy  gracious  ear  incline  ; 

Hear  me,  distressed  and  destitute 
Of  all  relief  hut  thine. 

2  Thou,  Lord,  art  good  ;    nor  only  good 

But  prompt  tc  pardon  too; 
Of  plenteous  mercy  to  all  those 
Who  lor  thy  mercy  sue 

3  Teach  me  thy  way,  ()  Lord!  and  I 

From  truth  shall  ne'er  depart  ; 
In  rev'rence  to  thy  sacred  Name 
Devoutly  fix  my  heart ! 


PSALMS.       17<i  Morning. 

4  Thee  will  I  praise,  O  Lord  my  God  ! 
Praise  thee  with  heart  sincere  ; 
And  to  thy  everlasting  Xame 
Eternal  trophies  rear. 


87 


BENEDICTIOK. 


Tumi  69.         (8.7.) 

First'Version. 

1  /^JXORIOUS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
"    Sion,  city  of  our  God  ! 

He,  whose  word  cannot  he  broken, 
Form'd  thee  for  his  own  abode : 

On  the  Hock  of  ages  founded, 

"What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 

With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 
Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
"Weil  BUpply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remo\ 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river, 

Ever  Hows  their  thirst  t*assuag 
(i:;ice,  which  like  the  Lord,  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to 

3  Saviour!  if  of  Sion's  city 

I  through  grace  •  member  am  ; 
Let  the  world  deride  or  J  ity, 

I  will  glory  in  thy  Xai 
1'.  ling  ia  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  ni  nd  show  ; 

Solid  jovs  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  children  know. 
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17£A  Morning- 
87     Tune  70. 


PSALMS. 


(S.M.) 

Second  Version. 
rpiIE  church  of  God  below 
Is  like  bis  church  above, 


SWABIA. 


_L 


71. 


Safe  shielded  from  her  ev'ry  foe 

By  heav'nly  power  and  love. 

On  high  and  holy  ground 

Her  deep  foundations  rest; 
And  God  within  her  courts  is  found 

An  omnipresent  guest. 

He  loves  her  sacred  gates, 

ller  solemn  praise  and  prayer: 
And  none  that  humbly  on  him  waits 

Shall  fail  to  find  him  there. 

The  church  of  God  below 

Shall  yet  more  honour'd  be 
The  nations  to  her  side  shall  flow, 

The  world  her  glories  see. 

0  blest  rind  favour'd  men, 

That  in  her  courts  are  born 
Their  life  but  sets  to  rise  again 

In  heav'ns  eternal  morn. 

Good  Fkiday. 

TCNE  28.  (L.1I.)  PABMA. 

1  Ct^  of  my  life,  mv  days,  my  breath  ! 
"    Thy  mercies  I  will  Btill  declare; 
Thy  wonders  shall  be  known  in  death, 

Thine  arm  shall  prove  its  triumphs  there. 

2  Bereft  of  th,  to  thee  I  call; 

My  handsare  stretch'd  to  thee  to  save; 
F<  ;i  'midst  the  dead  I  fall, 

Sunk  by  affliction  to  the  grave. 


88 


PSALMS.        1 7th  Morning. 

3  Thy  promis'd  aid  my  soul  implores, 

Thine  hand  from  lowest  depths  can  raise: 
Thy  faithfulnessmy  life  restores, 
And  fills  my  heart  with  joy  and  praise. 

17£7i  Evening.        Chbistmas  Day. 

89      TUNE  25.  (I.M.)  ST.  TIIOMAS. 

First  Version. 

1  fTUIY  mercies,  Lord,  shall  be  my  song, 
-*-  My  song  on  them  shall  ever  dwell; 
To  ages  yet  unborn  my  tongue 

Thy  never-failing  truth  shall  tell.' 

2  Thou  dost  the  lawless  sea  control, 

And  change  the  prospect  of  the  deep; 
Thou  mak'st  the  sleeping  billows  roll ; 
Thou  mak'st  the  rolling  billows  sleep. 

3  In  thee  the  sov'reign  right  remains 

Of  earth  and  heav'n;  thee,  Lord,  alone 
The  world  and  all  that  it  contains 
Their  maker  and  preserver  own. 


89    Tune  40. 


(CM.) 

Sceend  Version. 


ABBIDGE. 


1  "OLESS'D  are  the  souls  that  hear  ^nd  know 
-*-'  The  Gospel's  joy  I  ul  sound: 

Peace  shall  attend  the  path  they  go, 
And  light  their  steps  surround. 

2  Their  joy  shall  bear  their  spirits  up 

Through  their  Redeemer's  name- 
His  righteousness  exalts  their  hope, 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glory  and  defence 

Strength  and  salvation  gives; 
Israel !  thy  king  for  over  reigns! 
Thy  Clod  1'or  ever  lives! 
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18M  Morning.         P  S  A  L  M  S. 


90    Tuse71. 


(C.3I.D.) 
First  Version. 


ST.  MATTHEW. 


1  /^UR  God,  our  help,  in  ages  past, 
^-^   Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 

And  on r  eternal  home  ! 
Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure  ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 

And  our  defence  is  sure. 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  rcceiv'd  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 

To  endless  years  the  same. 
Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come! 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 

And  our  eternal  home ! 


90 


Tune  48. 


windsoe. 


7G 


(CM.) 
Seoond  Version. 

1  f\  LORD,   the  Saviour  and  defence 
^-^  Of  us  thy  chosen  race! 

From  age  to  a'j:e  thou  still  hast  been 
Our  sure  abidin  ;  place  ; 

2  Thou  turnest  man,  ()  Lord,  to  dust, 

Of  which  he  first  was  made! 
And  when  thou  speak'st  the  word,"  Return,' 
"J'is  instantly  obey'd ! 

S  So  teach  us,  Lord,  th'  uncertain  sum 

Of  our  short  (lavs  to  mind, 
That  to  true  wisdom  all  our  hearts 
May  ever  be  inclin'd  ! 


PSALMS.        IS/A  Morning. 

4  To  satisfy  and  cheer  our  souls 
Thy  early  mercy  send  ; 
That  we  may  all  our  days  to  come 
In  joy  and  comfort  spend  ! 

91     Tears  47.  (113th.)  beidgewatee. 

1  TTE  that  lias  God  his  guardian  made, 
J-J-   Shall  under  the  Almighty's  shade 

Secure  and  undisturb'd  abide. 
Thus  to  my  soul  of  him  I'.l  say, 
"lie  is  my  fortress  and  my  Btay, 

My  God,  in  whom  I  wiil  confide.** 

2  His  tender  love  and  watchful  care 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  fowler's  snare, 

And  from  the  noisome  pestilen 
lie  over  thee  his  wings  shall  spread, 
And  cover  thy  unguarded  head; 

His  truth  shall  be  thy  strong  defence 


9 


2     Tub 


(l.m.) 

Fir 

1  "  OKI),  'tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  stand 
-*-^  In  garden-;  planted  by  thine  hand! 
!     I  me  \d  'thin  thy  courts  1 

Like  a  young  •  h  and 

2  There  grow  thy  nd  love, 

• .  itli  thine  influ< 
non  with  all  its  ti 

J  L  -  ith  fruil  ow 

The  Lord  is  holy,  just,  and  tn 

.me  that  attend  hi 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 
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CAELISLE. 


HAMPTON*. 


18/7*  Morning.  PSALMS. 

92    Turns  10.  (l.m.) 

Second  Version. 

1  QWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
^  To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing, 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 

And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night! 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound! 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word  ; 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine  ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels!  how  divine  ! 

4  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part 
When  grace  hath  well  refin'd  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desir'd  or  wish'd  below  : 
And  ev'ry  power  find  sweet  employ 
hi  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

18/7*  Eveninq. 

90 
Q    Tune  37.  (l.m.)  rockingiiam. 

First  Version. 

1  "TyiTH  glory  clad,  with  strength  array'd, 

The  Lord,  that  o'er  all  nature  reigns; 
The  world's  foundations  strongly  laid, 
And  the  vast  fabric  still  sustains. 

2  How  surely  stablish'd  is  thy  throne, 

Which  shall  no  change  orperiod  sec! 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  and  thou  alone, 
Art  God  from  all  eternity! 
78 


3  The  floods,  O  Lord,  lift  up  their  voice, 
And  toss  the  troubled  waves  on  high ! 

But  God  above  can  still  their  noise, 
And  make  the  angry  sea  comply. 

4  Thy  promise,  Lord,  is  ever  sure ! 

And  they  that  in  thy  house  would  dwell, 
That  happy  station  to  secure, 
Must  still  in  holiness  excel. 

93      TuXE  72.  (119TU.)  HANOVER. 

Second  Version. 

1  "YTE  servants  of  God  !  your  master  proclaim, 

-*-  And  publish  abroad"  his  wonderful  name  ; 
The  name  all  victorious  of  Jesus  extol  ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  all. 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  Almighty  to  save; 
And  still  he  is  nigh;  his  presence  we  have; 
The  great  congregation  his  triumphs  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

3  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  him  his  right, 
All  honour,  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  might, 

All  glory  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  strength  never-ceasing,  and  infinite  love  ! 

94i    Tune  GO.  (cm.)  York. 

1  ~T>LESS'D  is  the  man,  whom  thou,  O  Lord 
-^  In  kindness  dost  chastise, 

And  by  thy  sacred  rules  to  walk 
Dost  lovingly  advise ! 

2  For  God  will  never  from  his  saints 

His  favour  wholly  take; 
His  own  possession  and  his  lot 
lie  will  not  quite  forsake. 
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19  th  Morning.        P  S  A  L  M  S . 

Qq      Tu>-e  10.  (L.M.)  HAMPT05. 

First  Version. 

1  f~\  COME,  loud  anthems  let  us  ring, 

^^  Loud  thanks  to  our  Almighty  King 
For  we  our  voices  high  should  raise 
When  our  salvation's  Rock  we  praise. 

2  Into  his  presence  let  us  haste, 

To  thank  him  for  his  favours  past ; 
To  him  address  in  joyful  songs, 
The  praise  that  to  his  Name  belongs. 

3  O  let  us  to  his  courts  repair, 
And  bow  with  adoration  there ; 
Down  on  our  knees  devoutly  all 
Before  the  Lord  our  Maker  fall ! 


PSALMS.         19th  Morning. 

4      To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 


86 


Tuxe  73. 


95     Tune  43. 


(s.m.) 

Second  Version. 


ST.  MICIIAET,. 


80 


/^OME,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
^  And  hymns  of  glory  sing! 
Jehovah  is  the  sov'reign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

He  form'd  the  deeps  unknown ; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound; 
The  wat'ry  worlds  arc  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

Come  worship  at  his  throne: 
Come  bow  before  the  Lord! 
We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own ; 
He  form'd  us  by  his  word. 


(S's.) 

First  Version. 


H0LSTEIX. 


1  OING  to  the  Lord  a  new-made  song; 
^  Let  earth,  in  one  assembled  throng, 

Her  common  Patron's  praise  resound. 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  and  bless  his  name, 
From  day  to  day  his  praise  proclaim, 

Who  us  hath  with  salvation  crowu'd. 
To  heathen  lands  his  fame  rehearse, 
His  wonders  to  the  universe. 

2  Proclaim  aloud,  Jehovah  reigns, 
Whose  power  the  universe  sustains, 

And  banishM  justice  will  restore. 
Let  therefore  heav'n  new  joys  confer, 
And  heav'nly  mirth  let  earth  ezpn 

Its  loud  applause  the  ocean  rear; 
Its  mute  inhabitants  rejoice, 
And  for  this  triumph  find  a  voice. 

3  For  joy  let  fertile  rallies  Bluff, 

The  cheerful  groves  their  tribute  bria 

The  tuneful  choir  of  birds  awake 

The  Lord's  approach  to  celebrate, 

Who  now  set-,  out  with  awful  state 
His  circuit  through  the  earth  to  take. 

From  heav'n  lo  judge  the  world  he's  come, 
With  justice  to  reward  and  doom. 
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PAKMA. 


L.  M. 


_ 


19th  Morning.      P  S  A  L  M  S . 


96    Tr*E  ii. 


(CM.) 
Second  Version. 


LIVERPOOL. 


STXG  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands, 
Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue ; 
His  new  discovered  grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  song. 

Say  to  the  nations,  Jesus  reigns ! 

God's  own  almighty  Son ; 
His  power  the  sinking  world  sustains, 

And  grace  surrounds  his  throne. 

Behold,  he  comes !  he  comes  to  bless 
The  nations  as  their  God  ; 

To  show  the  world  his  righteousness; 
And  send  his  truth  abroad. 


97 


angels'. 


82 


Tune  51.  (l.m.) 

First  Version. 

1  TTE  reigns  !  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns ! 
-*--*-  Praise  him  in  evangelic  strains! 

Let  the  whole  earth  in  songs  rejoice. 
And  distant  islands  join  their  voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  counsels,  and  unknown  ! 
But  grace  and  truth  support  his  throne ; 

Though  gloomy  clouds  his  ways  surround, 
Justice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo  !  he  come?, 
Shakes  the  wide  earth,  and  cleaves  the  tombs  ; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  fire, 

The  mountains  melt,  the  seas  retire. 

4  His  enemies,  with  sore  dismay, 

Fly  from  the  sight,  and  Bhun  the  day; 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  saints,  on  high, 
And  sing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh  ! 


P  S  A  L  M  S .       19/A  Morning. 

\)Y    Tune  3.  (l.:u.)  devoxshieb. 

Second  Version. 

1  rPH'  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high 
-*-   O'er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  sky ; 
Though  clouds  and  darkness  veil  his  feet, 
His  dwelling  is  the  mercy-seat. 

2  Immortal  light  and  joys  unknown, 
Are  for  the  saints  in  darkness  sown; 
Those  glorious  seeds  shall  spring  and  rise, 
And  the  bright  harvest  bless  our  eyes. 

3  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record 
The  sacred  honours  of  the  Lord  ; 
None  but  the  soul  that  fee's  his  grace 

Can  triumph  in  his  holiness. 

19/7*  Evening. 

Tuxe  4A.  (cm.)  WESncnmsB. 

First  Version. 
OING  to  the  Lord  a  new  made  song 
^  Who  wondrous  things  has  done; 
"With  his  right  hand  and  holy  ana 

The  conquest  he  has  won. 
The  Lord  has  through  th'  astonish'd  world 

Displayed  witb  saving  might, 
And  made  his  righteous  acts  appear 

In  all  the  heathen's  sight. 
Of  Israel's  house  his  love  and  truth 

Have  ever  mindful  been; 
"Wide  earth's  remotest  paths  the  power 

Of  Israel's  God  have  seen. 
Let  therefore  earth's  inhabitants 

Their  cheerful  voices  raise, 
And  all  with  universal  joy 

Resound  their  Maker's  praise. 
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19/A  JFr«M^.        PSALMS. 


98     Tu»B  31. 


BICELEIGH. 


1 


(8.7.4.) 

Second  Version. 

Q IIOUT  aloud,  and  hail  the  Saviour, 
^  Jesus  Lord  of  all  proclaim  ! 
As  ye  triumph  in  his  favour, 

All  ye  lands  declare  his  fame : 
Loud  rejoicing, 

Shout  the  honours  of  his  name  ! 

2  With  the  harp's  sweet  notes  comhining 

Psalms  of  endless  honours  sing; 
Loud  the  silver  trumpet  joining; 
And  the  sounding  cornet  bring; 

Hail  the  Saviour, 
Let  his  church  adore  their  King. 

3  Let  the  sea,  its  billows  roaring, 

Pour  its  fulness  at  his  feet: 
ture  prostrate  :  all  adoring, 

Let  his  works  before  him  meet; 

All  ye  nations 
Worship;  and  the  Saviour  greet. 

4  [Let  the  noisy  floods  ascending 

Clap  their  joyful  hands  on  high  ; 
Lofty  hills,  your  summits  bending, 

"While  tlb    Saviour  bunds  the  sky; 

Low  before  him, 
Lo!  th'  incarnate  God  is  nigh.] 

5  O'er  the  earth  our  .  tiing 

Shall  his  church  with  grace  uphold  ; 
But  again,  his  power  maintaining, 
S^e  the  Judge  the  heav'ns  unfold  : 
All  the  nations 


Si 


Shall  his  righteou         behold! 


P  S  A  L  M  S.  19/7*  Evening. 


99     TrxE   19-  (8.M.) 


ZUIDDLEIIAil. 


rpi-IE  God  Jehovah  reigns; 

-*~   Let  all  the  nations  fear; 

Let  sinners  tremble  at  his  throne, 

And  saints  be  humble  there. 

Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 
Let  earth  adore  its  Lord  ; 
ight  cherubs  his  attendants  stand, 
ift  to  fulfil  his  word. 

In  Sion  is  his  throne  ; 
His  honours  are  divine  ; 
His  church  shall  make  his  wonders  known 


For  there  his  glories  shine. 


100 


TmntSO.        (l.m.J 

Fir-; 


100th  PSjLUL 


1  A  LL  people  that  on  car^h  do  dwell 
-^-  Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice 
Him  serve  with  fear,  h\<  praise  forth  tell, 

Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

2  The  Lord,  ye  know,  is  God  indeed, 

Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make; 
*\Vc  are  hi<  ilock,  he  doth  us  feed, 
And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  o 

3  O  enter  then  his  y  ith  prai 

iproach  with  joy  hi<  con  I  i ; 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  nan 

to  do. 

4  ] 

Hi-;  in* 
truth  :it  all  t::::e*  firm!;. 
1  shall  from  a 
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19//i  Evening. 
100      TTOE60 


PSALMS. 


100th  PSALM. 


1 


(L.M.) 

Second  Version. 
"T\/rITri  one  consent  let  all  the  earth 


To  God  their  cheerful  voices  raise; 
Glad  homage  pay  with  awful  mirth, 
And  sing  before  him  songs  of  praise. 

2  Convinc'd  that  he  is  God  alone, 

From  whom  both  we  and  all  proceed; 
We,  whom  he  chooses  for  his  own, 
The  flock  that  he  vouchsafes  to  feed. 

3  O  enter  then  his  temple  pate, 

Thence  to  his  courts  devoutly  press, 
And  still  your  grateful  hymns  repeat, 
And  still  his  Name  with  praises  bless. 

4  For  he's  the  Lord,  supremely  good, 

His  merey  is  for  ever  sure  : 
His  truth,  which  always  firmly  stood, 
To  endless  ages  shall  endure. 

100    Tune  4.  (l.m.)  nAnr-TOW. 

Third  Version. 

1  T>EFORE  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
-*-'  Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone; 

lie  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sov'reign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men; 
And  when  like  wand' ring  sheep  we  stray 'd, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs; 

High  as  the  hcav'ns  our  voices  raise; 
And  earth,   with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall  lill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 
8G 


P  S  A  L  M  S.        19/7*  Evening. 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command ; 
Vast  as  eternity  thy  love; 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

101     Tune  37.        (l.m.)  booking  ham. 

1  T  SING  of  judgment  and  of  grace, 

-*~  And,  Lord,  to  thee  my  song  address. 

I  tell  thee  what  1  fain  would  be! 

The  change,  I  know,  must  spring  from  thee. 

2  Blest  Spirit,  in  my  heart  abide ! 
O'er  ev'ry  thought  and  step  preside  ! 
And  bid  me  walk  in  peace  and  love 
With  men  on  earth,  with  God  above. 


WINDSOK. 


20th  Morning.        Asn  Wednesday. 

102     TuNE  48-        (0*.) 
First  Part. 

1  T\/"IIEN  I  pour  out  my  soul  in  prayer, 

**    Do  thou,  O  Lord,  attend; 
To  thy  eternal  throne  of  grace, 
Let  my  sad  cry  ascend. 

2  O  hide  not  now  thy  glorious  face 

In  times  of  deep  distress; 
Incline  thine  ear,  and  when  I  call, 
My  sorrows  soon  redress. 

3  Thou  shalt  arise,  and  Slon  view 

With  an  unclouded  face ; 
For  now  her  time  is  come,  thy  own 
Appointed  day  of  grace. 

4  Thou  to  the  children  of  thy  saints 

Shalt  lasting  quiet  give  ; 
Whose  happy  race  securely  fix'd, 

shall  in  thy  presence  live. 
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PADDIXGTOX. 


S.M. 


2Qth  Morning.         PSALMS. 
102     Tr>s5. 


(CM.) 
Second  Part. 


BASEL. 


1  ~\TY  days,  just  hast'ning  to  their  end, 
-i'-L  Are'like  an  evening  shade; 

My  beauty  does,  like  wither'd  grass, 
With  waning  lustre  fade. 

2  But  thy  eternal  state,  O  Lord, 

No  length  of  time  shall  waste; 
The  mem'ry  of  thy  wondrous  works 
From  age  to  age  shall  last. 

3  The  strong  foundations  of  the  earth 

Of  old  by  thee  were  laid  ; 
Thy  hands  the  beauteous  arch  of  heav'n 
With  wondrous  skill  have  made. 

4  Whilst  thou  for  ever  shalt  endure, 

They  soon  shall  pass  away  ; 
And,  like  a  garment  often  worn, 
Shall  tarnish  and  decay. 

103     Tun-f.  27.        (S.M.) 

First  Version.- First  Part. 

1  ~\/TY  soul,  repeat  his  praise 

■1*1-  AY  hose  mercies  are  so  great ; 
AY  hose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  High  as  the  heav'ns  are  rais'd 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins; 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 
SS 


CAKLISLE. 


PSALMS.        20/A  Morning. 

103     Tfxe-70.       (8.M.)  swama. 

Second  Part. 

1  rpiIE  pity  of  the  Lord, 

J-   To  those  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

2  Our  days  are  as  the  gi 

Or  like"  the  morning  flower: 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweeps  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

3  But  thy  compassions.  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure; 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


103 


Tim:  GG.       (l.m.) 

Second  Version. 


WAXES 


1  "\TY  soul,  inspir'd  with  sacred  hv. 
±VL  God's  holy  name  for  ever  bless; 
Of  all   his  favours  mindful  prove. 

And  still  thy  greatful  thanks  express. 

2  'Tis  he  that  all  thy  sins  forgives, 

And  after  sickness  makes  thee  sound; 
From  danger  he  thy  life  retrieve?, 

By  him  with  grace  and  mercy  crown  d 

3  The  Lord  abounds  with  tender  hive, 

And  unexampled  acts  of 

His  waken'd  wrath  does  slowly  mo. 

Hi.  frilling  mercy  flows  apace. 

4  As  far  as  'tis  from  east  to  weal 

far  has  he  our  sins  retmn 
Who,   with   a  lather's  tender  breast, 
II  [a  inch  SS  fear  him  always  lov'd. 
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20tf*  Evening.  P  S  A  L  M  S . 

Whit  Sunday. 
104    r-i-"r^E  5G.        (t.ir.)  -warehah:. 

First  Version. 

1  "EXTERNAL  Lord!  thy  glories  claim 
-■-^  The  tribute  of  immortal  fame: 
Thy  boundless  works  with  endless  joy 
Thine  own  eternal  mind  emplo}*. 

2  Long  as  I  live,  all-bounteous  Lord! 
My  song  thy  glories  shall  record  : 

Thy  praise,  my  God!  shall  fill  the  strain, 
While  life  or  being  shall  remain. 

3  Sweet  are  the  thoughts  which  fill  my  breast, 
When  on  thy  various  works  they  rest : 

God  my  Creator  lifts  my  voice; 
In  God  my  Saviour  I  rejoice. 

104    Tun  47.      (113tii.)         beidgewateb. 
Second  Version. 

1  T'LL  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath  ; 
-*-  And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

Praise  shall  emply  my  nobler  powers; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God;  he  made  the  sky, 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train; 
His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure: 
He  saves  th'  opprest,  he  feeds  the  poor, 

And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 

3  The  Lord  pom  on  the  blind; 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind; 

He  sends  the  lab'ring  conscience  peace  : 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherle    . 


00 


And  grants  the  pris'ner  sweet  release. 


P  SA  L  M  S.        21st  Morning. 


Tune  4. 


(cm.) 


LONDON   NEW. 


105 

1  f\  RENDER  thanks,  and  bless  the  Lord  ; 
^S  Invoke  his  sacred  name  ; 

Acquaint  the  nations  with  his  deeds, 
His  matchless  deeds  proclaim, 

2  Rejoice  in  his  almighty  name, 

Alone  to  be  ador'd  ; 
And  let  their  heart  o'erflow  with  joy 
That  humbly  seek  the  Lord. 

3  Seek  ye  the  Lord,  his  saving  strength 

Devoutly  still  implore; 
And  where  he's  ever  present,  seek 
His  face  for  evermore. 


21*/  IE eeni*tg. 
106     t^xe  28. 


(L.M.) 


TAEilA. 


1  r\  RENDER  thanks  to  God  above, 
^^  The  fountain  of  eternal  love; 
Whose  mercy  firm  through  ages  past 
lias  stood,  and  shall  for  ever  last. 

2  Who  can  his  mighty  deeds  express, 
Not  only  vast,  but  numberless  ? 
What  mortal  eloquence  can  raise 
His  tribute  of  immortal  praise? 

3  Still  save  us,  Lord,  and  Israel's  bands 
Together  bring  from  heathen  lands; 
So  to  thy  name  our  thanks  we'll  raise, 
And  ever  triumph  in  thy  praise. 

4  Let  Israel's  God  be  ever  bless'd, 
His  name  eternally  confessed  : 

Let  all  the  saints,  with  full  accord, 
Sing  loud  Aniens ;  pi  e  the  Lord. 
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22*cZ  Jforn  Mff.        PSALMS. 


107 


TryE  1. 


(CM.) 

First  Part. 


BEDFOBD. 


1 


TO  God  above  from  all  below 
Let 


hymns  of  praise  ascend  • 
Whose  blessings  unexhausted  flow, 
Whose  mercy  knows  no  end. 

2  But  chief  by  those  his  name  be  bless'd 

To  whom  his  aid  he  crave : 
Beheld  them  by  the  foe  oppressed, 
And  reached  his  arm  to  save. 

3  Behold  them  o'er  the  desert  stray, 

A  helpless,  hopeless  train  : 
Some  city,  where  their  steps  to  stay, 
They  seek,  but  seek  in  vain. 

4  Distressed,  to  God  they  make  their  prayer, 

He  guides,  directs  their  feet; 
And,  safe  in  his  protecting  care, 
They  reach  their  destin'd  seat. 

5  O  then,  that  all  would  bless  his  Name, 

Whose  mercy  thus  they  prove, 
And  pleas'd  from  age  to  age  proclaim 
The  wonders  of  his  low 


107 


. 


(CM.) 

Second  Part. 


CniLTON. 


92 


1  ~Y/Vni(>  o'er  the  waves  from  shore  to  shore 

""    The  gifts  of  commerce  bear, 
The  wonders  of  the  deep  explore, 
And  own  that  God  is  there. 

2  By  these  bis  works  are        I .  his  ways 

By  these  are  understood; 

He  B]  the  word  ;  the  storm  obeys, 

And  rising  lifts  the  flood. 


PSALMS.        22nd  Horning. 

3  Distress'd,  to  God  they  make  their  prayer; 

Obedient  to  his  will, 
The  storms  that  rag'd  their  rage  forbear, 
The  seas  that  roar'd  are  still. 

4  [Each  grief,  each  fear,  at  once  resign'd, 

They  see  their  labour  o'er. 
Then,  led  by  him,  their  haven  find, 
And  touch  the  wish'd-for  shore.] 

5  O  then,  that  all  would  bless  his  I 

Whose  mercy  thus  they  prove, 
And  pleased  from  age  to  age  proclaim 
The  wonders  of  his  love! 

10/     Tuvx45.        (ex.)  bt.  Kara*. 

Second  Version. 

1  TTOW  are  tl,v  servants  bless'd,  O  Lord! 
-*--*-   How  sure  is  their  d<  I 

Eternal  wisdom  is  their  gui 
Their  help,  Omnipof 

2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

ipported  by  their  car  . 
Through  burning  'd  unhurt, 

And  breatlfd  in  tainted  air. 

3  In  mfdst  of  dai  ad  death, 

Thy  goodness  I'.l  ador 
And  praise  thee  for  tin  :st, 

And  humblj  lor  moi 

4  My  life,  if  thou  ]  •  my  life, 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom, 
Shall  join  my  soul  to  thee. 
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22nd  Morning.         PSALMS. 

107 


Tr.xE  50.         (l.m.) 

Third  Version. 


lOOtll  PSALM. 


1  (~*  I  YE  thanks  to  God  ;  he  reigns  above  ; 
^*   Kind  are  his  thoughts  ;  his  name  is  love ; 
His  mercy  ages  past  have  known, 

And  ages  long  to  come  shall  own. 

2  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way ; 
He  guides  our  footsteps  lest  we  stray; 
He  guards  us  with  a  powerful  hand, 
And  brings  us  to  the  heav'nly  land. 

3  O  let  the  saints  with  joy  record 
The  truth  and  goodness  of  the  Lord! 
How  great  his  works!   how  kind  his  ways! 
Let  every  tongue  pronounce  his  praise. 

107     TuXE  C7*  (G  4)  daewell's. 

Fourth  Version. 

1  TT7TTH  songs  of  grateful  praise 

^  '     Surround  Jehovah's  seat, 
His  goodness  and  his  ways 
Through  all  the  earth  repeat. 
His  mercy  rose 

Ere  time  was  known, 
And  from  his  throne 
Eternal  Hows ! 

2  Ye  ransom'd  of  the  Lord, 

To  you  the  strains  belong, 
His  boundless  grace  record, 
Jn  a  triumphant  song : 
That  up  rcy  tell, 

Whose  power  display'd 

Your  ransom  paid, 
From  death  and  hell. 

94 


PSALMS.         22ncf  Morning. 

He  bade  his  light  arise, 

And  sent  his  gospel  forth  ; 
From  east  to  west  it  flies, 

And  fills  the  south  and  north ; 
His  sov'reign  grace 
Its  power  imparts, 
And  willing  hearts 
His  truth  embrace. 

O  then  that  men  would  raise 
Their  tribute  to  his  Name, 
"Would  speak  Jehovah's  praise, 
His  goodness  to  proclaim: 
His  wonders  show ; 
Wonders  ol  grace  ; 
"Which  round  our  race 
Abundant  flow  ! 


22nd  Evening.         .Ascension  Day. 

108     Tr*E  49-  (CJ0 

1   f\  GOD  !  my  heart  is  fully  bent 
"  To 


AEEIDGE. 


magnify  thy  name ; 
My  tongue  with  cheerful  songs  of  praise 
Shall  celebrate  thy  fame. 

To  all  the  list'ning  tribes,  O  Lord ! 

Thy  wonders  1  will  tell  ; 
And  to  those  nations  sing  thy  praise 

That  round  about  us  dwell. 

Le  thou,  O  God  !  exalted  high 

Above  the  starry  frame  ; 
And  let  the  world,  with  one  consent, 

Confess  thy  glorious  name. 
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22n<2  JKmu^.  P  S  A  L  M  S. 

109    Tune  64.        (cm.)  dtodee. 

1  (T)  GOD  !  whose  former  mercies  make 
^  My  constant  praise  thy  due, 
Hold  not  thy  peace,  but  my  sad  state 

With  wonted  favour  view. 

2  Now  for  thy  glorious  Name,  O  God ! 
Do  thou  deliver  me  ; 

And,  for  thy  gracious  mercy's  sake, 
Preserve  and  set  me  free. 

3  Then  I  to  God,  in  grateful  thanks, 
My  cheerful  voice  will  raise  ; 

And,  where  the  great  assembly  meets, 
Set  forth  his  noble  praise. 
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90 


Christmas  Day. 

TrN-r  2.  (148th.) 

IK- US,  ascend  thy  throne, 
**    And  all  thy  foes  dismay  ! 
"Where'er  thy  power  is  shown 
Thy  people  shall  obey  ; 
Thy  sov'reign  hand 
Its  grace  imparts 
And  willing  hearts 
Adoring  stand. 

Thy  grace  disclus'd  anew 
A  Dum*rous  seed  shall  yield, 

Ai  drops  of  morning  dew, 

Which  glitter  o*er  the  field: 
Etern  il  Lord ! 
Oh.  haste  the  daj, 
v  power  display, 
And  own  thy  word. 


23  rd  Morning, 

MINSTER. 


P  S  A  L  M  S.         23rd  Morning. 

~     At  thy  right  hand,  my  God, 
I  see  the  Saviour  rise ; 
He  spreads  his  power  abroad, 
"Who  dares  oppose  him  dies : 
The  Gentile  lands 
Shall  own  his  sway, 
And  kings  obey 
His  high  commands. 

Easter  Dat. 
_LjLJ_    Tubs  24        (l.m.)    ten  coxxasdm] 

1  1DRAISE  ye  the  Lord !  our  God  to  praise 
-*-    My  soul  her  utmost  powers  shall  raise  : 
With  private  friends,  and  in  the  throng 
Of  saints,  his  praise  shall  be  my  song. 

2  His  works  are  all  of  matchless  fame, 
And  universal  glory  claim; 

His  truth,  confirmed  through  ages  past, 
Shall  to  eternal  ages  last. 

3  His  bounty,  like  a  flowing  tide. 
Has  all  his  servants'  wants  supplied; 
And  he  will  ever  keep  in  mind 

His  cov'nant  with  our  lathers  sign'd. 

4  He  set  his  saints  from  bondage  free, 
And  then  establish'd  his  de< 

For  ever  to  remain  the  same; 

Holy  and  rev'rend  is  his  Name. 

C>  "Who  wisd  >mfs  sacred  prize  would  1 
Must  with  the  Gear  of  God  i  egin  : 
Immortal  praise  and  heav'uly  skill 

Have  th.  v  who  know  and  do  his  will. 
I 
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2  '3rd  Morning.       P  S  A  L  M  S . 
112     Tune  28.        (l.m.) 


PAEMA. 


1  T>LEST  is  the  man  who  knows  the  Lord, 
-*-*  Who  joys  to  work  his  holy  will ; 

He  rests  on  God's  unchanging  word ; 
And  finds  it  food  and  counsel  t>till. 

2  His  heart  is  fix'd.     He  learns  to  rise 

Above  this  little  world  of  tears; 
And,  strong  in  One  beyond  the  skies, 
He  smiles  at  earthly  foes  and  fears. 


Easter  Day. 
13    Tune  78.        (p.m.) 


Old  113th. 


98 


"ATE  saints  and  servants  of  the  Lord, 
-*-    The  triumphs  of  his  name  record  ; 

His  sacred  name  for  ever  bless. 
Where'er  the  circling  sun  displays 
His  rising  beams  or  setting  rays, 

Due  praise  to  his  great  Name  address. 

God  through  the  world  extends  his  sway; 
The  regions  of  eternal  day 

But  shadows  of  his  glory  are. 
With  him,  whose  majesty  excels, 
Who  made  the  heav'n  in  which  he  dwells, 

Let  no  created  power  compare. 

Though  'tis  beneath  his  state  to  view 
In  highest  heav'n  what  angels  do, 

Yet  he  to  earth  vouchsafes  his  care : 
He  takes  the  needy  from  his  cell, 
Advancing  him  in  courts  to  dwell, 

Companion  to  the  greatest  there. 


PSALMS.         23rd  Evening. 


Easter  Day. 
14    Tune  55.        (8.8.6.) 


BOVEY. 


1  "\XTHEN  Israel's  tribes,  in  firm  array, 

™  "  From  Egypt's  coasts  pursued  their  way, 
Where  a  strange  tongue  they  heard ; 
Jehovah,  Majesty  divine, 
In  Judah  bade  his  presence  shine, 
And  Israel  own'd  their  Lord. 

2  Tremble,  thou  earth,  before  the  Lord ; 
His  presence,  in  his  church  ador'd, 

Shall  save  his  chosen  race  : 
Forth  from  the  flint  the  fountains  broke 
At  his  command ;  and  Christ  our  rock 

Pours  endless  streams  of  grace ! 


115 


WESTMINSTER. 


Tune  44.        (cm.) 

1  ~M"OT  unto  us,  but  thee  alone, 
■*-^    Bless'd  Lamb!  be  glory  given: 
Here  shall  thy  praises  be  begun, 

And  carried  on  in  heav'n. 

2  The  hosts  of  spirits  now  with  thee 

Eternal  anthems  sing  : 
To  imitate  them  here,  lo !  we 
Our  hallelujah's  bring. 

3  Had  we  our  tongues  like  them  inspir'd, 

Like  theirs  our  songs  should  rise ; 
Like  them  we  never  should  be  tired, 
But  love  the  sacrifice. 

4  Till  we  the  veil  of  flesh  lay  down, 

Accept  our  weaker  lays  : 
And,  when  we  reach  thy  Father's  throne, 
We'll  give  thee  nobler  praise. 
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24/A  Morning.       PSALMS. 

11 0  t™e  75.        (cm.)  penitence. 

1  "VyHAT  shall  I  render  to  my  God 
"  *     For  all  his  kindness  shown  ? 

My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode, 
My  songs  address  thy  throne. 

2  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are ! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me ! 

My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care, 
Lord  !  I  devote  to  thee. 

3  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
Nor  shall  my  purpose  move ; 

Thy  hands  hath  loos'd  my  bonds  of  pain, 
And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 

111  Tune  14.        (l.m.)  melcombe. 

1  T^ROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
-*-    Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  ev'ry  land  by  ev'ry  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ! 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word: 

Thy  praise  shall  Bound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  Bet  no  more. 

Eastee  Day. 

118    Tune  11.        (cm.)  liteepool. 

1  "TOEHOLD  the  sure  foundation  stone, 
•*->  Which  God  in  Sion  lays, 

To  build  our  heav'nly  hopes  upon, 
And  his  eternal  praise. 

2  Chosen  of  God,  to  sinners  dear, 

And  saints  adore  the  Name  j 
They  trust  their  whole  salvation  here 
Nor  shall  they  sutler  shame. 
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P  S  A  L  M  S .        MO  Morning. 

3  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withstood, 
Yet  must  this  building  rise : 
'Tis  thy  own  work  Almighty  God! 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes. 
24th  "Evening. 

119    Tune  17.        (cm.)  st.  david. 

First  Part. 

1  f\  THAT  my  ways  were  form'd  aright, 
"  And  guided  by  thy  will, 

Till  all  my  best  desires  unite 
Thy  statutes  to  fulfil  I 

2  Then  shall  my  anxious  fears  depart, 

Nor  shame  my  face  o'erspread. 
When  all  thy  precepts  guide  my  heart, 
By  holy  influence  led. 

3  I'll  praise  thee,  O  Eternal  Lord! 

With  gratitude  sincere, 
When  thou  hast  taught  me  in  thy  word, 
And  made  thy  judgments  clear. 

119    Tunes.       (cm.)  toee. 

Second   Fart. 

1  TOW  shall  the  young  preserve  their  ways 
J-J-  From  all  pollution  free? 

By  making  still  their  course  of  life 
With  thy  commands  agree. 

2  Safe  in  my  heart,  and  closely  hid, 

Thy  word,  my  treasure,  ll 

To  succour  me  with  timely  aid, 
When  sinful  thought!  Ilise. 

3  Secur'd  by  that  my  grateful  soul 

Shall  ever  bless  thy  Name  : 
O  teach  me  then  by  thy  just  laws 
My  future  life  to  frame! 

101 


ST.    AJNiN. 


25tt  Morning.  PSALMS. 

119    Tune  51. 


angels'. 


(L.M.) 
Third  Part. 

1  rpHOU  God  of  Truth  !  indulgent  look, 
-*-   Remember  what  thy  word  hath  spoke ; 
Oft  has  that  word,  when  sorrows  spread, 
Rais'd  from  the  dust  my  drooping  head ! 

2  Thy  Name,  my  Saviour  and  my  Lord, 
Rich  treasure  in  my  mem'ry  stor'd, 
'Midst  midnight  glooms  has  fix'd  my  mind, 
While  to  thy  laws  my  heart  inclin'd. 

3  Thus  with  thy  light  and  presence  blest, 
Sweet  peace  again  has  fill'd  my  breast, 
Dispers'd  the  shades,  and  cheer'd  the  night, 
For  in  thy  precepts  I  delight. 


119     Tune  40. 


(CM.) 

Fourth  Parti 


ST.  JAMES. 


thou 


1  f~\  LORD,  my  Cod!  my  portion 
^-^    And  sure  powcarion  art; 
Thy  words  I  steadfastly  resolve 

To  treasure  in  my  heart. 

2  With  me,  thy  servant,  thou  hast  dealt 

Most  graciously,  O  Lord ! 
Repeated  benefits  bestou'd 
According  to  thy  word. 

3  Before  affliction  stopp'd  my  course 

My  footsteps  went  astray; 
But  1  have  since  been  disciplin'd 
Thy  precepts  to  obey. 

4  'Tis  good  for  me  that  I  have  felt 

Affliction's  chast'ning  rod, 
That  I  illicit  duly  learn  and  keep 
The  statutes  of  my  God. 
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P  S  A  L  M  S.  2oth  Evening. 


Tune  4. 


LONDON   NEW. 


(CM.) 
Fifth  Part. 

1  Tj^OR  ever,  and  for  ever,  Lord ! 
-1-    Unchang'd  thou  dost  remain : 
Thy  word  established  in  the  heav'ns 

Does  all  their  orbs  sustain. 

2  Through  circling  ages,  Lord !  thy  truth 

Immoveable  shalt  stand, 
As  doth  the  earth,  which  thou  uphold'st 
By  thy  almighty  hand. 

3  How  sweet  are  all  thy  words  to  me! 

O  what  divine  repast ! 
How  much  more  grateful  to  my  soul 
Than  honey  to  my  taste ! 


119    Tune  3. 


DEVONSHIRE. 


(L.M.) 
Sixth  Part 

1  TjUTTIER!  I  bless  thy  gentle  hand; 
-*-  How  kind  was  thy  chastising  rod, 
That  fore'd  my  conscience  to  a  stand, 

That  brought  my  wand'ring  soul  to  Godi 

2  Foolish  and  vain  I  went  astray, 

Ere  I  had  felt  thy  scourges,  Lord! 
I  left  my  guide,  and  lost  my  way ; 
But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word. 

3  Thy  hands  have  made  my  mortal  frame. 

Thy  Spirit  form'd  my  soul  within; 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wondrous  name, 
And  guard  me  safe  from  death  and  sin. 

4  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  Lord 

At  my  salvation  shall  rejoice; 
For  I  have  hoped  in  thy  word, 

Ami  made  thv  grace  my  only  choice. 
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26/A  Jlfom^.     PSALMS. 
119    Tuira  49.        (a*.)  aesidcs. 

Seventh  Part. 

1  TVTY  hi(lin»-Placc,  my  refuge-tower, 
-^*-  And  shield  art  thou,  0  Lord! 
I  firmly  anchor  all  my  hopes 

On  thy  unerring  word. 

2  Thy  word  is  to  my  feet  a  lamp 
The  way  of  truth  to  show  ; 

A  watch-light  to  point  out  the  path 
In  which  I  ought  to  go. 

3  The  very  entrance  to  thy  word 
Celestial  light  displays; 

And  knowledge  of  true*  happiness 
To  simplest  minds  conveys. 

4  Thy  righteousness  shall  then  endure, 
When  time  itself  is  past; 

Thy  law  is  truth  itself,  that  truth 
"Which  shall  for  ever  last. 


i 


19    Tttke84u 


ic.) 

hth  J 'art. 


sx.  ax:n\ 


O      ^^  t,lc  ^ord  would  guide  my  ways 
w   To  keep  his  statutes  still  ! 
Othat  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will ! 

2  O  send  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  '  e 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part! 

3  From  vanity  turn  oil' mine  I 

Let  no  corrupt  design, 
No?-  cove  oua  desires,  arise 
"Within  this  soul  of  mine! 
I    1 


PS  ALMS.       2G(h  Morning. 

4  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word, 
And  make  my  heart  sincere ! 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord. 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear ! 
o  My  soul  hath  gone  too  far  astray 
My  feet  too  often  slip; 
Yet,  since  I've  not  forgot  thy  way 
Restore  thy  wand'ring  sheep !     ' 

G  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands! 
*Tis  a  delightful  road; 

Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hand-, 
Offend  against  my  Clod! 


119 


Turns  15. 


ST.  STEPHEN". 


(CM.) 
Ninth  i':.rt. 

1  I  OW  shall  the  youg  secure  their  L. 
-"-  And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  P 
Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  impai 

To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind, 
f  ^  It  Bpn  ad    such  light  abr« 

The  meanest  souls  instruction  find, 

And  raise  their  thoughts  t 

3  'Tis  like  the  sun,  a  b<  :if, 

That  guides  us  all  tl 
And  through  tl  the  night, 

A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

-i  Thy  word  I  -tin-  troth  ; 

How  pure  is  cv'rj  i 
That  holy  hook  shall  gi  m  youth, 

And  well  support  our  i 
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ST.  5IAEY. 


26th  Evening.         PSALMS. 

119      TUBBlS.  (CM.) 

Tenth  Part. 

1  /^OXSIDER  all  my  sorrows,  Lord, 
^  And  thy  deliv'rance  send! 

My  soul  for  thy  salvation  faints  ; 
When  will  my  troubles  end? 

2  Yet  I  have  found  'tis  pood  for  me 

To  bear  my  Father's  rod  ; 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law, 
And  live  upon  my  God. 

3  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  right, 

Though  they  may  seem  severe ; 
The  sharpest  niff'rings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 

4  Before  I  knew  thy  chast'ning  rod 

My  feet  were  apt  to  stray  ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word, 
Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 


19    Tune  29. 


1 


(cm.) 

Eleventh  PWrt. 

IV/TY  soul  lies  cleaving  to  the  dust: 


EEtlSH. 


Lord,  give  mc  life  divine! 
From  vain  desires  and  ev'ry  lust 
Turn  off  these  eyes  of  mine  ! 

2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace 

To  speed  mc  in  thy  way, 
Lest  I  should  loiter  in  my  race, 
Or  turn  my  feet  astray. 

3  Are  not  thy  mercies  sov'reign  still, 

And  thou  a  faithful  God? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal 
To  run  the  heav'nly  road  ? 
10G 


PSALMS.  26/7*  Evening. 

4  Then  I  shall  love  thy  gospel  more, 
And  ne'er  forget  thy  word, 
When  I  have  felt  its  quick'uing  power 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

119      TUNE   57'  (L-K*>  IXNBBEBQ. 

Twelfth  Part. 

1  "11 /TY  God  !  my  steps  have  wander'd  far, 
-L'-L  And  left  my  tender  Shepherd's  care, 
Like  sheep  which  from  the  pasture  stray, 
Nor  e'er  retrace  their  wandering  way. 

2  Thy  lost,  thy  erring  sheep  restrain, 
And  bear  me  to  thy  fold  again, 

'Midst  fields  with  heav'nly  pastures  stor'd ! 
For  I  have  not  forgot  thy  word. 
27th  Morning. 
20    Tumi*.       (cm.)  chilton. 

1  f\N  God  I've  call'd  in  trouble's  hour, 
^   And  never  call'd  in  vain  : 
Again  afflictions  round  me  lower  ; 

Lord,  hear  and  help  again! 

2  A  stranger's  lot,  a  pilgrim's  fare, 
Is  all  I  meet  below  ; 

In  ev'ry  sweet  I  find  a  snare ; 
Jn  ev'ry  smile  a  foe. 

3  Ah,  woe  is  me,  that  I  must  roam 
So  long  this  land  of  tears  ! 

When  shall  my  spirit  reach  her  home, 
Above  all  foes  and  fears? 

4  There  is  a  peace  that  none  can  break, 
A  joy  that  ne'er  shall  flee; 

When  shall  1  lay  me  down  to  wake 
To  these,  O  Lord,  and  thee  ? 
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BEIGHTON. 


27tA  Morning.        PSALMS. 

121    Tun  €8.        (ax.) 

1  HPO  Sion's  hill  I  lift  my  eyes, 
-1-   From  thence  expecting  aid; 
From  Sion's  hill,  and  Sion's  God, 

Who  heav'n  and  earth  has  made. 

2  Then  thou,  my  soul,  in  safety  rest, 

Thy  Guardian  will  not  sleep; 
His  watchful  care  that  Israel  guards 
A\  ill  Israel's  monarch  keep. 

3  Sheltered  beneath  th'  Almighty's  wings 

Thou  shalt  securely  rest, 
"N  here  neither  sun  nor  moon  shall  thee 
By  day  or  night  molest. 

4  At  home,  abroad,  in  peace,  in  war, 

Thy  God  shall  thee  defend; 
Conduct  thee  through  life's  pilgrimage 
Safe  to  tby  journey's  end. 


122 


TUHl  55.      (8.8.G.) 

First  Version. 


BOVEY. 


1  npiIE  festal  morn,  my  God!  is  c 
-*-    That  calls  me  to  thy  honour' < 


come, 
ly  honour' d  dome, 
Thy  presence  to  adore  ; 
My  feet  the  summons  shall  attend, 
With  willing  steps  thy  courts  ascend, 
And  tread  the  hallow'cl  floor. 

2  E'en  now  to  our  transported  eyes 
Fair  Sion's  towers  in  prospect  rise; 

Within  her  pit  s  we  stand  ; 
And  lost  in  wonder  and  delight, 
Behold  her  happy  sous  unite 
In  friendship's  firmest  band. 
10S 


PSALMS.        27tt  Morning. 

3  Hither  from  Judah's  utmost  end 
The  heav'n-protected  tribes  ascend ; 

Their  offerings  hither  brine  ; 
Here,  eager  to  attest  their  joy, 
In  hymns  of  praise  their  tongues  employ, 

And  hail  th'  immortal  King. 

4  Ik*  peace  by  each  implor'd  on  thee, 

0  Salem,  while  with  bended  knee 
To  Jacob's  God  we  pray  ! 

How  blest,  who  calls  himself  thy  Friend! 
Success  his  labours  shall  attend, 
And  safety  guard  his  way. 

l*2,*2t     Tune  3.         (l.m.)  deyonshiee. 

Second  Version. 

1  OWEET  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 
^  The  Jhristian  to  the  house  of  prayer; 

1  love  to  stand  within  its  walis, 

For  thou,  0  Lord,  art  present  there. 

2  I  love  to  tread  the  hallow'd  courts 

^re  two  or  three  for  worship  meet, 
For  thither  Christ  himself  resorts, 
And  makes  the  little  band  complete. 

3  'Tis  sweet  to  raise  the  common  song, 

T   j  .1  in  !  oly  praise  and  lov  i  . 

I  imitate  the  i 
That  mingle  heal  ags  above. 

4  "Within  these  walls  may  peace  abound, 

Miy  all  our  hearts  in  OM  Agree! 
Where  brethren  meet,  where  Christ  is  found, 
liay  peace  and  concord  ever  be  ! 
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27JA  Morning. 
122     Tu*e66 


PSALMS. 


(C.3I.)  YOKE. 

Third  Version. 

1  TJOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 
-*■-*-  My  friends  devoutly  say, 

'*  In  Sion  let  us  all  appear, 
And  keep  the  solemn  day  !  " 

2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road  : 

The  church,  adorn' d  with  grace, 
Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God 
To  show  his  milder  lace. 

3  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place, 

And  joy  a  constant  guest  ! 
With  holy  gifts  and  heav'nly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  blest ! 

4  My  soul  shall  pray  for  Sion  still, 

While  life  or  breath  remains: 
There  my  best  friends,  my  kindred  dwell, 
There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 


.28     Tl-ne37. 


(l.m.) 


EOCKINGHAM. 


1    f\  THOU,  who  dwcll'st  (a  wondrous  height!) 
^-^    High  o'er  the  hcav'ns,  enthrnn'd  in  light; 
To  thee  our  humble  prayers  arise, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  waiting  eves! 

•2  Though  by  thy  sov'reign  hand  cha  tis'd, 
Oo  earth  afflicted  and  despis'd, 
0  God,  thy  mercy  we  implore! 
Thy  mercy  to  our  souls  restore  ! 

3  The  men,  whom  power  and  pomp  adorn 
In  sensual  ease,  thy  people  scorn  : 
The  proud  our  joys  and  hopes  deride, 
Yet  on  thy  mercy  we  confide  ! 

110 


PSALMS.        2  7 th  Morn ing. 

12  4    Tram  89.        (8.K.)  doncastee. 

1  THHE  Lord  is  on  our  side, 
-*-    We  need  not  feel  alarm  ; 

With  him  to  guard,  with  him  to  guide, 
What  enemy  can  harm  ? 

2  Before,  when  like  a  flood 
Our  foes  upon  us  rose; 

The  Lord  has  o'er  the  tempejt  stood, 
And  awed  it  to  repose, 

3  The  Lord  maintains  our  cause ; 
His  interposing  care 

Has  snatch'd  us  from  the  lion's  jaw?, 
And  burst  the  fowler's  snare. 

4  Though  poor  and  helpless,  we 
Th'  Almighty  can  defend  ; 

The  world  is  his,  and  he,  yea  he, 
Will  help  us  to  the  end. 


125     TuneC-1.  (CM.) 


ST.  ANN. 


i     A  S  firm  as  Sion's  reck  arc  they 
-^*-  Who  trust  in  Sion's  King; 
They  find  a  sure  and  lasting  stay 
Beneath  his  shclt'ring  w 

2  The  hills  do  not  Jerusalem 

More  safely  round  enclose, 
Than  heav'nly  arms  encircle  them, 
And  shield  them  from  their  foes. 

3  Lord,  by  a  safe  and  pleasant  path, 

Thy  ilocks  to  Sion  lead  ! 
And  while  the  froward  feel  thy  wrath, 
'Thy  people  bless  and  Iced  ! 


Ill 
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21th  Evening. 


PSALMS. 


CAITHNESS. 


126    Tuira76.         (cm.) 

1  "Y\7"HEX  Jesus  to  my  rescue  came, 

*  ^     And  set  my  spirit  free, 
It  seem!d  at  first  some  happy  dream 
Of  all  I  long'd  to  see. 

2  My  heart  with  raptures  sweet  and  strange, 

My  lips  with  song  o'erflow'd ; 

And  all  around  beheld  the  change, 

And  owned  the  hand  of  God. 

3  "The  Lord,"  they  said,  "  great  things  has  done," 

"Yea,  things,"  I  cried,  "divine," 
Then  perfect,  Lord,  thy  work  begun, 
And  make  me  wholly  thine ! 

4  Thrice  happy  they  in  tears  that  sow, 

To  reap  in  joy  and  love  ! 
That  drop  their  seed  on  earth  below, 
And  find  their  shelves  above ! 

12  7     Tuyi:  13'        (8.8.G.)  KEDBOX. 

1  "VTA IN  is  the  builders'  toil  and  care 

*     'Die  well-fram'd  structure  to  prepare, 
If  God  his  aid  deny  ; 
Who  can  secure  the  city  lu- 
lu vain  the  watch  refuse  to  sleep, 
Without  Jehovah's  eye  ! 

2  'Tis  vain  to  rise  ere  morning  light, 
With  lengthened  cares  curtail  the  night, 

And  eat  the  bread  of  griei  : 
lie  loves  his  saints;  in  calm  repose 
He  bids  sweet  sleep  their  eyelids  close, 
And  sends  a  kind  relief. 
112 


PSALMS.  27a  Evening. 

Lo !  from  the  Lord,  a  num'rous  seed, 
The  noblest  heritage,  proceed  ; 

He  grants  the  just  desires; 
As  arrows  in  the  mighty  hand, 
The  youthful  race  in  order  stand, 

The  glory  of  their  sires. 

Happy  the  man  whose  quiver's  stor'd 
To  fulness  by  the  bounteous  Lord ! 

His  honours  shall  be  great  : 
While  round  his  duteous  bands  appear, 
lie  meets  the  foe  without  a  fear, 


Exulting  iu  the  gate. 


128 


Tune  0. 


(CM.) 


TEEB5E5. 


1  r\  HAPPY  man,  whose  soul  is  fill'd 
^^   With  seal  and  rev'rend  an 

His  lips  to  God  their  honours,  yield, 
His  life  adorns  the  law. 

2  A  careful  providence  shall  stand 

And  ever  guard  thy  head; 
Shall  on  the  labour!  of  thy  hand 
Its  kindly  bl<  shed. 

3  The  Lord  shall  thy  best  hopes  fulfil 

For  months  and  j 

The  Lord,  who  dwells  on  Sion's  hill, 
Shall  seud  the  bll  home. 

4  This  is  the  man  WDOM  bapjrj  I 

ill  gee  Ins  house  inci 
Shall  see  the  sinking  church 
Then  leave  the  world  in 
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7.7.7.7. 


2! Ill  Evening.        P  S  A  L  M  S . 

129    Tune  66.        (cm.)  yoke. 

1  j~OW  many,  Lord,  my  fall  have  sought, 
-"--*-  And  tried  me  from  my  birth ! 

The  heir  of  heav'n,  I  see,  must  not 
Expect  his  joys  on  earth. 

2  Yet  foes  and  snares  have  join'd  in  vain 

My  steadfastness  to  move  ; 
A  monument  I  still  remain 
Of  thy  unchanging  love. 

Asn  Wednesday. 
180     Tune  18.         (s.M.)  st.  beide. 

1  T^KOM  lowest  depths  of  woe 
-*~    To  Cod  I  sent  my  cry; 

Lord,  hear  my  supplicating  voice 
And  graciously  reply ! 

2  My  soul  with  patience  waits 
For  thee,  the  living  Lord  ; 

My  hopes  are  on  thy  promise  built, 
Thy  never-failing  word! 

3  Let  Israel  trust  in  God; 

No  hounds  his  mercy  knows; 
The  plenteous  source  and  spring  from  whence 
Eternal  succour  flows. 

131    Tune  G5.        (7's.)  gkosmont. 

1  OKI),  if  thou  thy  grace  impart, 
-^  Poor  in  spirit,  meek  in  heart, 

J  shall,  as  my  master,  be 
Hooted  in  humility ! 

2  Simple,  teachable,  and  mild, 
Chang'd  into  a  little  child  : 
Pleased  with  all  the  Lord  provides; 
AVean'd  from  all  the  world  besides. 
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3  Father,  fix  my  soul  on  thee  ! 
Ev'ry  evil  let  me  flee; 
Nothing  want  beneath,  above, 
Happy  in  thy  precious  love. 

4  Oh,  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Ev'ry  good  in  Jesus  join'd  ! 
Him  let  Israel  still  adore, 
Trust  him,  praise  him  evermore  ! 

28th  Morning.         CnEiSTirAS  Day. 

132     Tune  31.        (c.l£.)  st.  ann. 

1  A  RISE,  O  King  of  Grace,  arise, 
-£*~  And  enter  to  thy  rest  ; 

Lo!  thy  church  waits  with  longing  eyes, 
Thus  to  be  own'd  and  blest. 

2  Enter,  with  all  thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  Spirit  and  thy  word  ! 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows! 

Here  let  thy  praise  in'  spread  ! 

Blrss  the  provisions  of  thy  house, 
And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread  ! 

4  [Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign  ! 

Let  God's  anointed  Bbine  ! 
Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain, 
With  love  and  power  divine  ! 

5  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne  ; 

And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 
Fresh  honours  shall  adorn  li is  crown, 
And  shame  confound  his  foes!] 
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28th  Morning.  PSALMS. 

13 


BEELIN. 


BEDFORD. 


3     Tune  77.         (7's.) 

First  Version. 

1  'TTTS  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 

Brethren  in  the  Lord  a^ree 
Children  of  a  God  of  love 
Live  as  they  shall  live  above ; 
Acting  each  a  christian  part, 
One  in  lip,  and  one  in  heart. 

2  Gently  as  the  dews  distil 
Down  on  Sion's  holy  hill, 
Dropping  gladness  where'  they  fall, 
Brmht'ning  and  refreshing  all ; 
Such  is  christian  union,  shed 
Through  the  members  from  the  Head. 

133     Tune  1.        (C.M.) 

Second  Version. 

1  TOW  sweet,  how  hcav'nlv  is  the  sight, 
■*-*■  When  those  who  love  the  Lord 

In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfil  his  word!  * 

2  Free  us  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 

Our  wishes  fix  above; 
May  each  his  brother's  (ailing  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love? 

3  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream 

Through  ev'ry  bosom  How  j 

And  union  sweet,  and  fond  esteem 
In  ev'ry  action  glow  I 

4  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

I  he  happy  souls  above; 
And  he's  an  heir  of  hcav'n  who  finds 
-,        ills  bosom  glow  with  love. 
IJG 
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PSALMS.  2Sth  Morning. 

Tune  12.        (s.ir.)        mount  EPHEAiir. 
O EH OLD  His  wondrous  grace 


And  bless  Jehovah's  name! 
Ye  servants  of  the  Lord,  his  praise 
By  day  and  night  proclaim  ! 

Ye  who  his  courts  attend, 
There  lift  your  hands  on  high, 
And  let  your  songs  of  praise  ascend, 
In  strains  of  sacred  joy. 

He  form'd  the  earth  below, 
He  form'd  the  heav'ns  his  throne: 
His  grace  from  Sion  he'll  bestow, 
And  pour  his  blessings  down. 


ST. 


135     Tune -10.         (an.) 

1  O  I^^ISE  the  Lord  with  one  c 
v-/   And  magnify  his  Name; 

Let  all  the  servants  of  the  Lord 

His  worthy  praise  proclaim. 

2  Praise  him  all  ye  that  in  his  house 

Attend  with  constant  care. 
With  those  that  to  his  outmost  courts 
With  humble  zeal  repair  I 

3  For  God  his  own  peculiar  choice 

The  sons  of  Jacob  maki 
And  Israel's  offspring  for  his  own 
Most  valued  treasure  ta 

4  Let  all  with  thanks  his  wondrous  works 

In  Sion's  courts  proclaim  ! 
I.  ttbem  in  Salem,  where  lie  dwells, 
Exalt  his  holy  Name  ! 
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2$th  Evening.         PSALMS. 

136 


Tune  2. 


HIJT3TEK. 


1 


(148th.) 
First  Version. 

rPO  God,  the  mighty  Lord, 
-1-    Your  joyful  thanks  repeat; 
To  him  due  praise  afford, 
As  {rood  as  he  is  great ! 

For  God  does  prove     Our  constant  friend; 

His  boundless  love       Shall  never  end. 

2  By  his  Almighty  hand 

Amazing  works  are  wrought ; 
The  heav'ns  by  his  command, 
Were  to  perfection  brought : 
For  God  does  prove,  &c. 

3  He,  in  our  depth  of  woes, 

On  us  with  favour  thought, 
And  from  our  cruel  foes 

In  peace  and  safety  brought : 
For  God  does  prove,  &c 

4  lie  docs  the  food  supply 

On  which  all  creatures  live  : 
To  God  who  reigns  on  high, 
Eternal  praises  give : 
For  God  will  prove,  &c. 

136    TtJNE  2.        (148th.)  mikstee. 

Second  Version. 

1     HPO  God,  who  reigns  above, 
-■-    Your  thankful  tribute  raise! 
His  goodness  and  his  love 

Surmount  your  highest  praise 
His  mercy  rose 

Ere  time  was  known, 
And  from  his  throne 
Eternal  Hows. 
US 


PSALMS.  28*A  Evening. 

2  He  saw  our  ruined  race 

In  guilt  and  bondage  lie, 
And  sent,  in  sov'reign  grace, 
Redemption  from  on  high  : 
His  mercy  rose,  &c.  r 

3  'Tis  he  our  food  provides  ! 

By  him  all  nature  lives  : 
But  to  his  saints  besides, 
He  life  eternal  gives  : 
His  mercy  rose,  &c. 

4  To  God  in  heav'n  above 

Your  thankful  tribute  raise, 
His  goodness  and  his  love 

Surmount  your  highest  praise  ! 
His  mercy  rose,  &c. 

136    Tune  37.  (t,.m.)  docking  11  Air. 

Third  Version. 
(~^  IVE  to  our  God  immortal  praise  ! 
^*    Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways  : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
ltcpeat  his  mercies  in  your  song ! 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 

The  Xing  of  kings  with  glory  crown! 

His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 

When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more, 
o   lie  sent  his  Son  with  power  to  save 

Prom  guilt,  and  darkness,  and  the  grave ; 

Wonders  of  grace  to  Cod  belong, 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  so; 

4  Through  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet, 
And  leads  us  to  his  heav'nly  seat : 
His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 
When  this  vain  world  shall  be  no  more. 

119 
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ST.  JAMES. 


CM. 


23th  Evening. 
137     TuNE  58- 


PSALMS. 


SAXONY. 


(L.1C.) 

First  Version. 

1  "YyilEN  we'  our  weai"iefl  Hrnbs  to  rest, 

*  *     Sat  down  by  proud  Euphrates'  stream, 
We  wept  with  doleful  thoughts  oppress'd, 
And  Sion  was  our  mournful  theme. 

2  Our  harps,  that  when  with  joy  we  sung, 

Were  wont  their  tuneful  parts  to  bear, 
With  silent  strings  neglected  hung 
On  willow  trees  that  wither'd  there. 

3  0  Salem!  our  once  happy  seat! 

When  I  of  thee  forgetful  prove. 
Let  then  mv  trembling  hand  forget 
The  speaking  strings  with  art  to  move. 

4  If  I  to  mention  thee  forbear, 

Eternal  silence  seize  my  tongue  ; 
Or  if  I  sing  one  cheerful  air, 
Till  thy  deliv'rance  is  my  song ! 


137 


120 


Tune  42.  (S.M.) 

Second- Version. 
TT^AIl  from  my  heav'nly  home, 
-■-    Far  from  my  Father's  breast, 
Fainting  I  cry,  Blest  Spirit,  come, 
And  speed  me  to  my  rest! 

Upon  the  willows  long 
My  harp  has  silent  hung, 
How  should  I  sing  a  eheeiful  song, 
Till  thou  inspire  my  tongue? 

My  spirit  homeward  tiling 
And  lain  would  thither  lice: 
My  heart,  ()  Sion  !  droops  and  yearn?, 
When  £  remember  thee. 


MASH.AM. 


PSALMS.  23/7*  Evening. 

To  thee,  to  thee,  I  press, 
A  dark  and  toilsome  road, 
When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saints'  abode? 

God  of  my  life,  be  near  ! 
On  thee  my  hopes  I  cast : 
O  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bring  me  home  at  last ! 


137 
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Turns  20.       (l.m) 

Third  Version. 


BRISTOL. 


f}  SIGN"  !  when  I  think  on  thee, 


wish  for  pinions  like  the  dove, 
And  mourn  to  think  that.  1  should  be 
So  distant  from  the  place  1  love. 

2  A  captive  here,  and  far  from  home, 

For  Sion's  sacred  walls  L  sigh  ; 

To  Sion  all  the  ransom'd  come. 
And  see  the  Saviour  eye  to  eye. 

3  While  here,  I  walk  on  hostile  groan 

The  few  that  1  can  call  my  friends 
Are  like  myself,  with  fetters  bound, 

And  weariness  our  >tc; 

4  But  yet  we  shall  behold  I 

When  Sion's  children  shall  return; 
Our  sorrows  then  shall  flee  awi    . 

And  we  shall  never,  never  mourn. 

5  The  hope  that  such  a  day  will  come 

Makes  e'en  the  cap:  irtioo  sweet; 

Though  now  we  wauder  far  from  home; 
In  m  we  all  shall  meet 
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28£A  Evening. 
133     Tu>-e34 


PSALMS. 


ST.  ANN. 


(CM.) 
First  Version. 

1  T\7"ITH  my  whole  heart,  my  God  and  King, 

"  '      Thy  praise  I  will  proclaim  ; 
Before  the  gods  with  joy  I'll  sing, 
And  bless  thy  holy  name. 

2  I'll  worship  at  thy  sacred  seat;  j 

And  with  thy  love  inspir'd, 

The  praises  of  thy  truth  repeat, 

O'er  all  thy  works  admir'd. 

3  Thou  graciously  inclind'st  thine  ear, 

When  I  to  thee  did  cry; 
And  when  my  soul  was  press'd  with  fear, 
Didst  inward  strength  supply. 

4  Though  I  with  troubles  am  oppress'd, 

He  shall  my  foes  disarm; 
Relieve  my  soul  when  most  distress'd, 
And  keep  me  safe  from  harm. 

5  The  Lord,  whose  mercies  ever  last, 

Shall  fix  my  happy  state  ; 
And,  mindful  of  his  favours  past, 
Shall  his  own  work  complete. 


138    Tun  61. 


(l.m.) 
Second  Version. 


ST.  OLAVE'S. 


1  T\7"ITH  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue 

"  "     I'll  praise  my  Maker  in  my  song  : 
Angels  shall  hear  the  notes  1  raise, 
Approve  the  song,  and  join  the  praise. 

2  I'll  sing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord ! 
I'll  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  word  ; 
Not  all  thy  works  and  names  below 
So  much  thy  power  and  glory  show! 

122 


PSALMS.  28*A  Evening. 

To  God  I  cried  when  troubles  rose ; 
He  heard  me  and  subdued  my  foes ; 
He  did  my  rising  fears  control, 
And  strength  diffus'd  through  all  my  soul. 

Amidst  a  thousand  snares  I  stand, 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  soul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive  ! 

Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begins, 
To  save  from  sorrows  or  from  sins  ; 
The  work  that  wisdom  undertakes 
Eternal  mercy  ne'er  forsakes. 


2§th  Morning. 

139    Tun  37 


EOCKINGHAM. 


(L.M.) 

First  Version. 

1  rpHOU,  Lord,  by  strictest  search  hast  known 
-*-   My  rising  up  and  lying  down  ; 
My  secret  thoughts  are  known  to  thee, 
Known  long  before  conceiv'd  by  me ! 

2  Surrounded  by  thy  power  I  stand, 
On  ev'ry  side  I  find  thy  hand  ! 

O  skill  for  human  reach  to  high  ! 
Too  dazzling  bright  for  mortal  eye ! 

3  O  could  I  so  perfidious  be, 

To  think  of  once  deserting  thee. 

Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  influence  shun? 

Or  whither  from  thy  presence  run  ? 

4  Search,  try,  O  God  !  my  thoughts  and  heart, 
If  mischief  lurk  in  any  part ; 


Correct  me  where  I  go  astray, 
And  guide  me  in  thy  perfect  way ! 
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29/7*  Morning. 
139     Tu>'e68 


PSALMS. 


BBIGHT0X. 


(CM.) 
Second  Versiou. 

1  PRD,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 
-LJ  They  strike  me  with  surprise  ! 

Not  all  the  sands  that  spread  the  shore 
To  equal  numbers  rise. 

2  My  flesh  with  fear  and  wonder  stands 

The  product  of  thy  skill ; 
And  hourly  blessings  from  thy  hands 
Thy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 

3  These  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep ; 

How  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 
O  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  sleep 
Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee ! 

140    Tubs  56.        (l.m.)  wabehait, 

1  rpilE  Christian,  like  his  Lord  of  old, 

Must  look  for  foes  and  trials  here ; 
Yet  may  the  weakest  saint  be  bold, 
A\  ith  such  a  friend  as  Jesus  near. 

2  The  lion's  roar  need  not  alarm, 

0  Lord  !  the  feeblest  of  thy  sheep ; 
The  serpent's  venom  cannot  harm, 

While  thou  art  nigh  to  watch  and  keep. 

3  Before,  when  dangers  round  me  spread, 

1  cried  to  thee,  Almighty  Friend  ! 
Thou  coverd'st  my  defenceless  head  ; 

And  shall  I  not  on  thee  depend  P  ' 

4  O  Refuge  of  the  poor  and  weak  ! 

Regard  thy  suff'ring  people's  cry; 
Humble  the  proud,  uphold  the  meek, 

And  bri°S  US  Safe  t0  tllCC  0U  hioh-' 


PSALMS. 

(7's.) 

1     ""  ORD,  my  spirit  flies  to  thee, 
-LJ  Haste,  O  haste,  to  succour  i 


141    Tu:ve  79. 


29th  Morning. 


COLOGNE. 


me! 


Let  my  prayer  accepted  rise, 
Like  a  holy  sacrifice ! 

2  Guard  my  lips,  let  no  offence 
Smite  thy  hallow'd  ear  from  thence ; 
And,  to  keep  my  hands  from  siu, 
Purify  my  heart  within ! 

3  Let  the  righteous  kindly  chide, 
"When  they  see  me  step  aside  ; 

And  while  they  my  thoughts  condemn, 
Make  me  love  and  pray  for  them. 

4  Many  are  my  snares  and  foes  ; 
Vain  my  efforts  to  oppose, 
Lord,  mine  eyes  are  unto  thee  ; 
Haste,  O  haste,  to  succour  me  ! 

29/A  Evening. 
142      TunkSO.  (Lit.)  EVBNIXO. 

1  T*!^  k?1*'  sna11  ,:car  mJ  bumble  prayer, 
-1-    To  him  my  heart  discloe'd  its  C*re  . 
I'll  pour  my  sorrows  at  his  seat, 

And  all  my  griefs  and  feari  repeat. 

2  Hopeless  on  earth,  by  all  forsook, 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  thee  1  look! 
"Thou  art  my  refuge  here,"  I  erv, 
M  My  portion  in  the  worlds  00  high. 

3  O  bow  attentive  to  mv  pravir  ! 

Bite  shall  I  sink   in  deep  despair; 

Let  all  my  foes,  too  itTOOg  lor  me, 
Own  my  Almighty  Friend  ID  thee. 
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29th  Evening.  PSALMS. 

Asn  Wednesday. 

1.43      TUXE  1«  (C:v:-)  BEDFORD. 

1  TTTIIENE'ER   the   morning   lights    the 

*  *     Thy  beams,  0  Lord,  display  !     [skies, 
And  let  thy  loving-kindness  rise, 
To  bless  the  early  day ! 

2  In  thee  I  trust,  thy  light  afford, 

And  let  my  path  be  known, 
I  lift  my  soul  to  thee,  my  Lord, 
My  prayer  before  thy  throne  ! 

3  Thou  art  my  God,  thy  -will  express, 

And  teach  me  to  obey  : 
And  let  thy  Spirit,  rich  in  grace, 
Direct  me  in  thy  way  ! 

4  O  rai^e  me  to  the  life  divine, 

My  Saviour's  name  I  plead  ! 
And,  Lord,  since  righteousness  is  thine, 
From  ev'ry  trouble  lead  ! 

5  Let  mercy  all  my  foes  subdue  ; 

(Thy  mercy  I'll  adore:) 
Nor  sense,  nor  sin,  their  arts  renew, 
To  vex  thy  servant  more  ! 


144    Ttob6. 


SOlh  Morning. 

(cm.)  trebson. 

First  Version. 

Tj^OR  ever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
■*-     My  Saviour  and  my  shield; 
lie  sends  his  spirit  with  his  word, 
To  arm  me  lor  the  field. 


PSALMS.  ZOth  Morning. 

2  When  sin  and  hell  their  force  unite, 

He  makes  my  soul  his  care, 
Instructs  me  to  the  heav'nly  fight, 
And  guards  me  through  the  war. 

3  A  friend  and  helper  so  divine 

Doth  my  weak  courage  raise ; 
He  makes  the  glorious  vict'ry  mine, 
And  his  shall  be  the  praise. 


144 


Tune  55.      (8.8.G.) 

Second  Version. 


BOY 


120 


1  T)LEST  be  Jehovah,  mighty  Lord  ! 

-*-*  Through  whom  the  faithful  wield  the  sword, 

And  all  their  conquests  gain  ; 
Guarded  by  his  almighty  power, 
Their  fortress,  shield,  defence,  and  tower, 

They  rise  with  him  to  reign. 

2  P>ow  down  thy  heav'ns,  0  Lord,  come  down ! 
The  billows  swell  ;  thine  arm  alone 

Can  stay  th'  impetuous  wave  : 
Overwhelming  waters  sink  my  soul; 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  my  foes  control, 

Omnipotent  to  save  ! 

3  Awake,  my  heart!  awake,  my  tongue  ! 
Sing  to  the  Lord  a  new-made  song  ! 

Salvation  he  hath  given  : 
Our  gamers  full  our  praise  demand, 
Perpetual  mercies  fill  our  hand  : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord  of  heav'n! 
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30.'/*  Morning.         PSALMS. 


145 


Whit  Sunday. 


Tune  81. 


(cm.) 

First  Version. 

1  fTHHEE  I'll  extol,  my  God  and  King! 
-"-     Thy  endless  praise  proclaim  ; 
This  tribute  daily  I  will  bring, 

And  ever  bless  thy  Name 

2  The  Lord  is  good  ;  fresh  acts  of  grace 

His  pity  still  supplies  ; 
His  anger  moves  with  slowest  pace, 
His  willing  mercy  flies. 

3  His  stedfast  throne,  from  changes  free, 

Shall  stand  for  ever  fast; 
His  boundless  sway  no  end  shall  see, 
But  time  itself  outlast. 

4  How  holy  is  the  Lord,  how  just, 

How  righteous  all  his  ways  ! 
How  nigh  to  him,  who  with  firm  trust 
For  his  assistance  prays ! 

5  My  time  to  come,  in  praises  spent, 

Shall  still  advance  his  fame; 
And  all  mankind,  with  one  consent, 
For  ever  bless  his  name. 


ELY. 


14 


£)     TUOT  7. 


(CM.) 

Becond  Version. 


SAUL. 


*    Q"VVEET  is  the  niein'ry  of  thy  grace, 
]\ly  God,  my  hcav'nly  King! 

Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness 
In  sounds  of  glory  sing  I 
2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 
^  His  goodness  to  the  skies  ; 
Through  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  shi; 
And  cy'ry  want  supplies. 
12S  U 


PSALMS.        30a  Horning. 

3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 

On  thee  for  daily  food  : 
Thy  lib  ral  hand  provides  rlieir  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good  ! 

4  How  kind  are  thy  compassions,  Lord ! 

How  slow  thine  anger  moves  ! 
But  soon  he  sends  his  pard'ning  word 
To  cheer  the  souls  he  loves. 

5  Creatures,  with  all  their  endless  race, 

Thy  power  and  praise  proclaim  ; 
But  saints,  that  taste  thy  richer  grace, 
Delight  to  bless  thy  Name. 


146     Tcse  29.         (cm.) 

First  Version. 


IBIS  II. 


1  f\  PRAISE  the  Lord  !  and  thou,  my  soul, 
^-^  For  ever  bless  his  Name  ! 

His  wondrous  love,  while  life  shall  last, 
My  constant  praise  shall  claim. 

2  Thrice  happy  he,  who  Jacob's  God 

For  his  protector  takes  ! 
"Who  still  with  well-plac'd  hope  the  Lord 
His  constant  refuge  mak 

3  The  Lord,  who  made  both  heav'n  a"id  earth. 

And  all  that  they  contain, 
AYill  never  quit  bis  steadfast  truth, 
Nor  make  his  promise  \ ain. 

-l  The  God  that  does  in  Sion  dwell 
N  our  etei  nal  King  ; 
From  age  to  b  n  endures; 

I.  t  all  his  praises  sii 
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JOa  Morning.       P  8  A LMS. 


1 

JL 


Tune  0. 


(8.8.6.) 
Second  Version. 


EEISEAy:.. 


TV    V        the  church»  in  strains  of  praise, 
Their  tribute  to  Jehovah  raise! 

My  soul  the  triumph  join  ! 
Long  as  I  live  I'll  praise  my  King, 
Till  with  immortal  powers  I  sing° 

"Where  all  his  glories  shine. 

2  Happy  the  man,  whose  hopes  recline 
On  Israel's  God!  with  power  divine 

He  stretch'd  the  heav'ns  above; 
He  spread  the  seas,  he  formed  the 'land  ; 
lie  fill'd  their  stores  ;  his  truth  shall  stand 

Unchanging  as  his  love. 

3  The  Lord  Jehovah  ever  reikis  ,- 
Sion  !  thy  God  thy  cause  maintains, 

^  Nor  shall  his  throne  remove  ; 
From  age  to  age  exalt  his  praise  ; 
His  church  a  nobler  song  shall  raise, 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 


147    Iran  4. 


(CM.) 
First  Version. 


LONDON   H] 


1  f\  PRAISE  the  Lord  with  hymns  of  joy, 
Y   ^d  celebrate  his  lame  ! 

For  pleasant,  good,  and  comely  'tis 
To  praise  his  holy  Name. 

2  Hie  holy  city  God  will  build, 

Though  levell'd  with  the  ground  ; 

Bring  back  hie  people,  though  dispers'd 
Through  all  the  nations  round. 

180 


PSALMS.  30th  Evening. 


Let  Sion  and  Jerusalem 

To  God  their  praise  address  ; 

Who  fene'd  their  gates  with  massy  bars, 
And  does  their  children  bless. 

By  him  his  statutes  and  decrees 
To  Jacob's  sons  were  shown  ; 

And  still  to  Israel's  chosen  seed 
His  righteous  laws  are  known. 


147     T*wi82.         (C.3L) 

Second  Version. 


CASTLEFORD. 


1  \JVnTII  songs  and  honours  sounding  loud 

T  *     Address  the  Lord  on  high  ! 
Over  the  heav'ns  he  spreads  his  cloud, 
And  waters  veil  the  sky. 

2  He  sends  his  showers  of  blessings  down 

To  cheer  the  plains  below ; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown 
And  corn  in  valleys  grow. 

3  His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow, 

Descend  and  clothe  the  ground; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

4  He  sends  his  word,  and  melts  the  snow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn : 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  spring  return. 

5  'I  ho  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 

Obey  his  mighty  word  : 
"U  ilh  Bongfl  and  honours,  ?ounding  loud, 
Praise  ye  the  sov'reign  Lord  ! 
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148 


Tuxe  67.         (6.4.) 


EAEYTELL3. 


182 


1  "V'E  boundless  realms  of  j'03% 

-1-    Exalt  your  Maker's  fame, 
His  praise  your  song  employ 
Above  the  starry  frame  ! 
Your  voices  raise, 
Ye  cherubim 
And  seraphim 
To  sing  his  praise  ! 

2  Thou  moon  that  rul'st  the  night, 

And  sun  that  guid'st  the  day; 
Ye  glitt'ring  stars  of  light, 
To  him  your  homage  pay ! 
His  praise  declare, 
Ye  heav'ns  above, 
And  clouds  that  move 
In  liquid  air! 

3  Let  them  adore  the  Lord, 

And  praise  his  holy  Name, 
By  whose  almighty  word 

They  all  from  nothing  came  ! 
And  all  shall  last 

From  changes  lVe;. 

His  {inn  decree 
Stands  ever  Cut. 

4  United  zeal  be  shown 

His  wondrous  fame  to  raise, 
Whose  glorious  Name  alone 
Deserves  our  endless  praise. 


6 


P  S  A  L  M  S .         20th  Evening. 

Earth's  utmost  ends 

His  power  obey  ; 

His  glorious  sway 
The  sky  transcends. 

His  chosen  saints  to  grace, 

He  sets  them  up  on  high, 
And  favours  Israel's  race, 
Who  still  to  him  are  nigh. 
O  therefore  raise 
Your  grateful  voice, 
And  still  rejoice 
The  Lord  to  praise ! 


149     Tcne27.  (S.M.) 

First  Version. 


CARLISLE   XZYT. 


Tj^XALT  Jehovah's  name, 
-*-^  In  a  new  song  of  praise  ! 
Amidst  tli*  assembled  saints  proclaim 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  ! 

Let  Jew  and  Gentile  join 
Their  Maker's  power  to  sing 
And  all  the  church  on  earth  combine, 
To  triumph  in  their  King. 

To  him  his  saints  arc  dear, 
And  in  his  love  they  rest ; 
How  beauteous  shall  the  meek  appear 
In  his  salvation  dress'd  ! 

He'll  bring  his  church  with  joy 
To  i:lory  in  the  skies  ; 
And  praise  sl.all  all  their  powers  employ 
When  from  the  grave  I 


.).  • 


ST.  STEPHEN. 


ZQlh  Evening.  PSALMS. 

149 


Tune  116.     (10.11.) 

Second  Version. 


104th. 


1  f\  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  \  prepare  your  glad 
v-'         voice 

w  His  praise  in  the  great  assembly  to  sing! 
«n  our  great  Creator  let  Israel  rejoice  ; 
And  children  of  Sion  be  glad  in  their  King  ! 

2  By  Angels  in  hcav'n  of  ev'ry  degree, 

And  saints  upon  earth  all  praise  be  address'd, 
To  God  in  Three Persons,one  God  ever  biess'd, 
As  it  has  been,  now  is,  and  always  shall  be ! 

1-19     Tune  11 G.     (10.11.)  104th. 

Third  Version. 

1  pREPARE  a  new  song,  Jehovah  to  praise, 

Amidst  the  full  throng,  his  honours  to  raise; 
O  Israel,  for  ever  thy  Maker  adore, 
Exult  in  thy  Saviour,  thy  King,  evermore! 

2  Encircling  his  throne,  with  sacred  delight, 
Let  Jesus  alone  your  praises  invite  ; 

Your  voices  combining,  touch  ev'ry  sweet  string 
In  harmony  joining,  the  Saviour  to  sing  ! 

3  Ye  saints  of  the  Lord,  as  round  him  ye  stand, 
His  two-edged  sword,  his  word,  in  your  hand, 
lo  sound  lus  high  praxes  your  voices  employ! 
lo  vict'ry  he  raises,  and  crowns  you  with  joy. 

4  In  vengeance  he  comes  ;  the  nations  draw  near  ; 
His  throne  he  resumes  ;  his  judgments  appear : 

heir  kings  shall  adore  him,  nor  prinees  rebel, 
And  sinners  before  him  sink  trembling  to  hell. 
1 .' )  1- 


PSALMS.  3  0 th  Evening \ 

5  Then,  rais'd  from  the  dust,  his  church  shall 
proclaim,  [Name," 

"Thy  judgments   are  just,   and    faithful    thy 
This  honour  for  ever  his  saints  shall  attend, 
Let  praise  to  the  Saviour  in  triumph  ascend ! 

150     Tune  50.        (l.m.)  100th  psalm. 

First  Version. 

1  Q  PRAISE  the  Lord  in  that  blest  place, 
v-/  Prom  whence  his  goodness  largely  flows  ! 
Praise  him  in  hcav'n  where  he  his  face 

Unveil'd  in  perfect  glory  shows! 

2  Praise  him  for  all  the  mighty  acts 

Which  he  in  our  behalf  has  done  ! 
His  kindness  this  return  exacts, 

With  which  our  praise  should  equal  run. 

3  Let  all  that  vital  breath  enjoy, 

The  breath  he  does  to  them  afford, 
In  just  returns  of  praise  employ  : 
Let  ev'ry  creature  praise  the  Lord ! 


150 


Tune  35.         (7"s.) 

Second  Version. 


ALCESTEB. 


1  pRAISE,  0  praise,  the  Name  divine; 
-1-     Praise  it  at  the  hallow'd  shrine! 
Let  the  firmament  on  high 

To  its  Maker's  praise  reply ! 

2  Let  the  organ  in  his  praise, 
Learn  its  loudest  note  to  raise, 
And  the  cymbal's  varying  sound 
Prom  the  vaulted  roof  rebound! 

3  All  who  vital  breath  enjoy, 

In  his  praise  that  breath  employ, 
And  in  one  great  chorus  join  ! 
Praise,  ()  praise  the  name  divine! 
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30tf  Evening.  PSALMS. 


150     TinfE62. 


(7'8.) 


DUEHA^r. 


Third  Version. 


1  TDRAISE  the  Lord,  his  glories  show, 

Saints  within  his  courts  below, 
Angels  round  his  throne  above, 
All  that  see  and  share  his  love ! 

2  Earth  to  heav'n,  and  heav'n  to  earth, 
Tell  his  wonders,  sing  his  worth  ! 
Age  to  age,  and  shore  to  shore, 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore ! 

3  Praise  the  Lord  !  his  mercies  trace  ! 
Praise  his  providence  and  grace, 
All  that  he  for  man  hath  done, 
All  he  sends  us  through  his  Son! 

4  Strings  and  voices,  hands  and  hearts, 
In  the  concert  bear  your  parts  ! 

All  that  breathe,  your  Lord  adore! 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore  ! 


30 


HYMNS. 


1    Tub 


e29. 


1st  Sun '.J  ay  in  Advent. 
(CM.)  irisu. 


1  TTAr?K  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour  comes. 
-LJ-  The  Saviour  promis'd  long ! 

Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  ev'ry  voice  a  song. 

2  He  comes  !  the  prisoners  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst, 
The  iron  tetters  yield. 

3  lie  comes!  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  raw 
And  on  the  eyeballs  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4  lie  conies!  the  broken  heart  to  bind,' 

The  bleeding  soul  to  GUI 

And  with  the  treasure!  of  bis  ::racc 

T*  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

5  Our  glad  hotannas,  Prince  of  peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ! 
And  neat Vs eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 
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1st  Sunday  in 
Advent. 

V,     Tu>'E  1G. 


HYMNS. 

(G.8.) 


GWEEDOEE. 


THE  night  is  now  far  spent 
And  night  comes  on  apace  ; 
The  veil  will  soon  be  rent, 

That  hides  the  Saviour's  face ; 
The  clouds  that  now  obstruct  our  sight 
Will  all  be  quickly  put  to  flight. 

Ye  saints  lift  up  your  heads, 

Salvation  draweth  nigh ; 
See  where  the  morning  spreads 

Its  radiance  through  the  sky  ; 
O  let  the  sight  your  spirits  cheer  ; 
The  Lord  himself  will  soon  appear. 

Though  men  your  hope  deride, 
Nor  will  themselves  believe ; 

Yet  in  his  word  confide, 
"Who  never  can  deceive: 

When  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

The  saints  shall  see  a  glorious  day. 

For  you  the  Lord  intends 
A  bright  abode  on  high ; 
The  place  where  sorrow  ends. 

And  nought  is  known  but  joy  :_ 
With  such  a  hope,  ye  saints,  rejoice ; 
We  soon  shall  hear  lb'  archangel's  voice. 


HYMNS. 


1st  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


2  Come,  plead  thy  Father's  injur'd  cause, 

And  make  thy  glory  shine ! 
Come  rouse  thy  servants'  mould'ring  dust, 
And  their  whole  frame  refine  ! 

3  O  come,  amidst  th'  angelic  host 

Their  humble  names  to  own ; 
And  bear  the  full  assembly  back 
To  dwell  around  thy  throne ! 

4  With  winged  speed,  Redeemer,  come, 

Bring  on  th'  illustrious  day  ! 
Come,  lest  our  spirits  droop  and  faint 
Beneath  thy  long  delay ! 


4 


Tune  82. 


(CM.) 


CASTLEFOKD. 


o 


. 


LIVEKTOOL. 


1  "  13 LilOLI),  I  come,"  the  Saviour  cries, 


On  wings  of  love  1  ily ;" 
So  come,  dear  Lord,  my  soul  replies, 


138 


And  bring 


salvation  nigh  ! 


1  T>EIIOLD  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 
-t*  In  latter  days  shall  rise 

On  mountain  tops  above  the  hills, 
And  draw  the  wond'ring  eyes. 

2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues,  shall  How  ; 
"Up  to  the  hill  of  God,"  they'll  say, 
"  And  to  his  house  we'll  go." 

3  The  beam  that  shines  from  Sion's  hill 

Shall  lighten  ev'ry  land  ; 
Hie  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 

4  Come  then,  C)  house  of  Jacob,  come 

To  worship  at  his  shrine! 
And  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  beauties  shine! 
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1st  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


HYMNS. 


Q    Tune  5.  (l.u.)  Devonshire. 

1  TESUS,  thy  church  with  longing  eyes 
**    For  thine  expected  coming  waits  ! 
When  will  the  promis'd  light  arise, 

And  glory  beam  from  Sion's  gates  ? 

2  O  come  and  reign  o'er  ev'ry  land ! 

Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurl'd ! 
All  nations  bow  to  thy  command, 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world! 

3  Teach  us  in  watchfulness  and  prayer 

To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour  ! 
And  fit  us  by  thy  grace  to  share 

The  triumphs  of  thy  conqu'ring  power  ! 

Q    Tune  29.  (cm.)  Misn. 

1  "DLUXG'D  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair 
-*-    We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 

Or  spark  of  glimm'ring  day. 
With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief! 
lie  saw,  and  (O  amazing  love  !) 
He  ran  to  our  relied 
3  O  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 
Their  lasting  silence  break, 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Sayiour'a  praises  ipeal 

7  2  nd  Sunday  in  AM 

Tune  49.  it.)  abkid 

1  "CVATHER  of  up.  rcies,  in  thy  word 
-*-     What  endless  glory  shin 
For  ever  be  thy  Nairn-  a  lor'd, 
For  these  celestial  lines  ! 
140 


HYMNS. 


Sunday  in 
Advent. 


2  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heav'nly  peace  around ; 
And  life,  and  everlasting  jo}Ts, 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

3  O  may  these  heav'nly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight! 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  sec, 
And  still  increasing  light! 

4  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  for  ever  near  ! 
Teach  me  to  love  I  word, 

And  view  my  Saviour  there  ! 


3    Tune  S3. 


1  /^OME,  thou  long-expected  Jesus, 
^  Born  to  set  thy  people  fj     . 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us, 

Let  us  find  our  rest  in  I 
Israel's  strength  and  consolati 

Hope  of  all  thy 
D<  ire  of  every  nation, 

Jug  he 

2  Barn  thy  people  to  deliver  : 

Born  a  child  and  yet  a 
Born  to  I  us  tor  ev 

Now  thy  gracious  kingdom  bring] 
By  thine  ou  n  el  xnal 

Rule  in  all  our  I 
By  thine  all-sufficient  mi 

J;.. 
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2nd  Sunday  in 

Advent. 

9     Tu>-e  31. 


HYMNS. 


(8.7.4.) 


BICKLEIGH. 


1  "  "  O !  he  comes,  with  clouds  descending, 
-*^  Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain  ! 
Thousand  thousand  saints  attending 

Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train  : 

Hallelujah  ! 
Jesus  now  shall  ever  reign  ! 

2  Ev'ry  eye  shall  now  behold  him, 

Rob'd  in  dreadful  majesty  : 
Those,  who  sat  at  nought  and  sold  him, 
Pierc'd  and  nail'd  him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing 
Shall  the  great  Messiah  see  ! 

3  Ev'ry  island,  sea,  and  mountain, 

Ileav'n  and  earth  shall  flee  away  : 
All  who  hate  him  must,  confounded, 
Jlcar  the  trump  proclaim  the  day: 

Come  to  judgment ! 
Come  to  judgment,  come  away! 

4  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 

See  in  solemn  pomp  appear! 
All  his  saints  by  man  rejected, 
Now  shall  meet  him  in  the  air ! 

Hallelujah  I 
See  the  day  of  God  appear ! 

o  Yea,  Amen  ;  let  all  adore  thee, 
High  on  thine  exalted  throne! 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory  ! 
Claim  the  kingdom!  for  thine  own  ! 

()  come  quickly  ! 
Hallelujah  !   Come,  Lord,  come  ! 
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HYMNS. 


2nd  Sunday  in 
Advent. 

BICKLEIGH. 


10  Tr/NB  31.  (8.7.4.) 

1  "  "  ORD  of  ev'ry  land  and  nation, 
-*-^  Ancient  of  eternal  days! 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 

Be  thy  just  and  lawful  praise. 

Hallelujah!  Hallelujah!  Amen! 

2  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 

Shall  thy  praise  unutter'd  lie  ? 
Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence  ! 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die !         Hal 

3  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory, 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe ; 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives  : 

Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow:         Ilal 

11  Tune  20.  (l.m)  bebtol. 

1  rpHE  Lord  will  come!  the  earth  shall  quake 
-*•    The  hills  their  fixed  seat  forsake  \ 

And  with'ring,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  thier  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  will  come  !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  he  came, 

A  silent  lamb  to  slaughter  led, 

The  bruis'd,  the  suff'ring,  and  the  dead. 

3  The  Lord  will  come!  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm, 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anointed  Judge  of  human-kind ! 

4  Go,  tyrants!  to  the  rocks  complain  ! 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ! 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  The  Lord  is  conic  ! 
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CM. 


2nd  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


12 


Tune  C9. 


HYMNS. 


(8.7.) 


HYMNS. 


2rd  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


BENEDICTION. 


1  '  "  IGHT  of  those,  whose  dreary  dwelling 
-*-**  Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 
Come  and  by  thy  love's  revealing 

Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath  ! 
The  new  heav'n  and  earth's  Creator, 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise  ; 
Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature, 

Pouring  eye-sight  on  our  eyes! 

2  Still  we  wait  for  thy  appearing, 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  doubts,  and  cheering 

Every  poor  benighted  heart: 
Come,  and  manifest  the  favour 

Thou  hast  for  our  ransom'd  race ! 
Come,  sweet  Advocate  and  Saviour  ; 

Come,  and  bring  thy  gospel  grace ! 

3  Save  us  in  thy  great  compassion, 

()  thou  mild  pacific  Prince! 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation, 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins! 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit 

Ev'ry  burden'd  bouI  release! 
By  the  ihininga  of  thy  Spirit 

Guide  us  into  perfect  peace  ! 


13 


3rd  Sunday  in  Advent. 


Tune  27. 


CAKUSLl. 
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TXOW  beauteous  arc  their  feet 
-■"*-   Who  stand  on  Sion'fl  hill, 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal  ! 


How  charming  is  their  voice  ! 
How  sweet  their  tidings  are  ! 
"  Sion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King! 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here  !  " 

How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 
Which  Kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found  ! 

How  blessed  are  our  eyes, 
That  see  this  heav'nly  light ! 
Prophets  and  kings  desir'd  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad; 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ! 


\4i    Tu>"E  31-  (8.7.4.)  LicKi.ncn. 

1  "  0  !  he  comes,  th'  incarnate  Saviour! 
-*-*  Saints,  your  highest  anthems  raise  I 
Love  divine,  endearing  favour, 

Yieldfl  ten  thousand  themes  for  praise; 

Hallelujah  ! 

Loud  resound  your  heaVnlj 

2  Strike  your  harps,  the  whole  creation, 

And  a  im<  it    R<    li     DM  i"  ling  I 

Join  the  joyful  acclamation, 

And  adore  the  new-born  King! 

Till  to  heav'n 
Joyful  Hal  lei  UJ  khfl  ring. 

1  15 
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3rd  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


HYMNS. 


171.31. 


15  Tune  38-       (7'3-) 

1  (^OME,  Desire  of  nations,  come  ! 
^  Hasten,  Lord,  the  gen'ral  doom ; 
Hear  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride  ! 
Come  and  take  us  to  thy  side  ! 

2  Thou,  who  hast  our  place  prepar'd, 
Make  us  meet  for  our  reward ! 
Then  with  all  thy  saints  descend ! 
Then  our  earthly  trials  end  ! 

3  Now  destroy  the  man  of  sin  ! 
Now  thine  ancient  flock  bring  in  ! 
Fill'd  with  righteousness  divine, 
Claim  a  ransom'd  world  for  thine ! 


|  Q    Tune  4.  (cm.)  London  new. 

1  TTOW  glorious  Sion's  court's  appear, 
J-J-  The  city  of  our  God! 

His  throne  he  hath  established  here, 
Here  fix'd  his  lov'd  abode. 

2  Its  walls,  defended  by  his  grace, 

No  power  shall  e'er  o'erthrow; 
Salvation  is  its  bulwark  sure 
anst  th'  assailing  foe. 

3  lift  up  the  ererlasting  gates, 

The  doors  wide  open  lling  ! 
Enter,  ye  nations,  who  obey 

The  statutes  of  our  King! 

4  Here  shall  ye  taste  unmingled  joys, 

And  dwell  in  perfect  peace, 
Ye  who  have  known  .Jehovah's  name, 


14G 


And  trusted  in  his  grace 


HYMNS. 


Zrd  Sunday  in 

Advent. 


5  Trust  in  the  Lord !  for  ever  trust, 
And  banish  all  your  fears ! 
Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells 
Eternal  as  his  years. 


17 


Tune  23. 


(8.7.4.) 


ASHBUETON. 


1  T^AY  of  judgment!  day  of  wonders  ! 
J-^  Hark  !  the  trumpet's  awful  sound, 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders, 

Shakes  the  vast  creation  round ! 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound  ! 

2  See  the  Judge  our  nature  wearing, 

Cloth'd  in  majesty  divine  ! 
You  who  long  for  his  appearing 

Then  shall  say,  "  This  God  is  miue  I '" 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine ! 

3  At  his  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea; 
All  the  powers  of  nature  shaken 
By  his  looks  prepare  to  ilcc: 

Careless  sinner, 
What  will  then  become  of  thec? 

4  But  to  those  who  have  confessed, 

Lov'd  and  serv'd  the  Lord  below, 
He  will  say,  "  Come  near,  ye  blessed, 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow  ! 

You  for  ever 
Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 
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100th  PSALM. 


L.  M. 


Wd  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


HYMNS. 


lo    Tinra  G9.  (8.7.)  wamDioBtt*. 

1  TDASCHAL  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 
-1-    All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid ! 

By  Almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made  ! 

All  thy  people  are  forgiv'n 

Through  the  virtue^of  thy  blood  ! 

Open'd  is  the  gate  of  heav'n ! 
Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God ! 

2  Jesus  hail !  cnthron'd  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide! 
All  the  heav'nly  host  adore  thee, 

Seated  at  thy  Father's  side  ! 
There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading, 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare, 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  we  appear  ! 

3  Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  ! 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 

6t  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help  ye  bright  angelic  spirit*  ! 

Bring  your  Bweetest  noblest  lays! 
Help  to  Bine  our  Saviour's  merits! 

Help  to  chant  linn  anuel's  praise! 

'day  in  Advent. 
TrXE  *■  (8*)  KM. 

1  'Tin  presence,  gracioui  God,  afford! 

1  repare  us  to  receive  thy  word ! 
iNow  let  thy  void  :e  our  i 

And  faith  be  mixU  with  what  we'hear! 
Inus,  Lor  .  thy  v.  titing  B  n  .....  :  •, 
And  crown  thy  Gospel  with  success ! 
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HYMNS. 


47  A  Sunday  t; 
Advent. 


2  Distracting  thoughts  and  cares  remove, 
And  fix  our  hearts  and  hopes  above  ! 
With  food  divine  may  we  be  fed, 
And  satisfied  with  living  bread ! 

Thus,  &c. 

3  To  us  the  sacred  word  apply 
With  sov'reign  power  and  enercrv  ! 
And  may  we,  in  thy  faith  and  fear, 
Iteduce  to  practice  what  we  hear ! 

Thus,  I 

4  Father,  in  us  thy  Son  reveal ! 
Teach  us  to  know  and  do  thy  will ! 
Thy  saving  power  and  love  display, 
And  guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day  ! 

Thus,  fee. 

20    Tuxe30.  (s.m.)  riDDryaTox. 

1  QOME  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
#>  And  let  our  joys  be  known  ! 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne  ! 

2  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  m  »w, 

3  The  hill  <  ;js 
A  t'.  iui  tnd  sacred  - 

lore  we  reach  tl; 
( )r  walk  tl 

4  lound, 
Ami  cv'rv  tear  1 

W<  throusl 

3  to  bigh  ! 
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4£A  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


HYMNS. 


2]     Tune  17.  (cm.) 


ST.  DAVID'S. 


1  T>  E JOICE,  believer,  in  the  Lord, 
-*-^J  Who  makes  your  cause  his  own  ; 
The  hope  that's  built  upon  his  word 

Can  ne'er  be  overthrown  ! 

2  Though  many  foes  beset  your  road 

And  feeble  is  your  arm, 
Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God 
Beyond  the  reach  of  harm. 

3  Weak  as  you  are,  you  shall  not  faint, 

Or  fainting,  shall  not  die  ; 
Jesus,  the  strength  of  ev'ry  saint, 
Will  aid  you  from  on  high  ! 

4  [Though  sometimes  unperceiv'd  by  sense, 

Faith  sees  him  always  near, 
A  Guide,  a  Glory,  a  Defence, 
Then  what  have  you  to  fear  ?] 

5  As  surely  as  he  overcame, 

And  triumph'd  once  for  you  ; 
So  surely  you  that  love  his  name, 
Shall  triumph  in  him  too ! 


HYMNS. 


4th  Sunday 
Advent. 


m 


22 


Tune  8G. 


(C8.) 


handel's  3ed. 


].->() 


T>E JOICE,  the  Lord  is  King; 
-■"^  Your  Lord  and  King  adore: 
Mortals,  givc  thanks  and  sing, 
And  triumph  evermore ! 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice; 
Rejoice  !  again  1  say,  rejoice! 


2  Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 
When  he  had  purg'd  our  sins 
He  took  his  seat  above. 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  Sec. 

3  He  sits  at  God's  right  hand 

Till  all  his  foes  submit, 
And  bow  to  his  command, 
And  fall  beneath  his  feet. 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  &c. 

4  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope, 

Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come, 
And  take  his  servants  up 

To  their  eternal  home ! 
We  soon  shall  hear  th'  archangel's  voice  ; 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound,  Rejoice! 

^O     Tune  11.  (c.ir.)  Liverpool. 

1  TTE,  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known, 
-L-L  And  bore  our  sins  and  pains, 
Now,  seated  on  th'  eternal  throne, 

The  God  of  glory  reigns. 

2  While  harps  unnumber'd  sound  his  praise 

In  yonder  world  above, 
His  saints  on  earth  admire  his  ways, 
And  glory  in  his  love. 

3  His  righteousness  to  faith  revcal'd, 

Wrought  out  for  guilty  worms, 
A  (lords  a  hiding-place  and  shield 
From  enemies  and  storms. 

4  How  glorious  he  !  how  happy  they, 

In  inch  a  glorious  fi  iend  ! 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way, 
And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 

15: 
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ANGELS'  HYMN.— Continued. 
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4^/i  Sunday  in 
Advent. 


HYMNS. 


2  4i     Tune  10.  (l.m.)  hampton. 

1  "IV/TY  song  shall  bless  the  Lord  of  all, 
-*-'-*-  My  praise  shall  climb  to  his  abcde ; 
Thee,  Saviour,  by  that  name  I  call, 

The  great  Supreme,  the  mighty  God! 

2  Without  beginning  or  decline, 

Object  of  faith  and  not  of  sense, 
Eternal  ages  saw  him  shine, 
He  shines  eternal  ages  hence. 

3  As  much,  when  in  the  manger  laid, 

Almighty  Ruler  of  the  sky, 
As  when  the  six  days  work  he  made 
Fill'd  all  the  morning  stars  with  joy. 

4  Of  all  the  crowns  Jehovah  bears, 

Salvation  is  the  dearest  claim  ; 
That  gracious  sound  well-pleas'd  he  hears, 
And  owns  Immanuel  for  his  name. 

5  As  man,  he  pities  my  complaint; 

ilis  power  and  truth  are  all  divine  ; 
lie  will  not  fail,  he  cannot  faint, 
Salvation's  sure,  and  must  be  mine. 


Dec.  25th.     Christmas  Day. 
Q     Tune  7.  (cm.) 


SAUL. 


1  I  IC  II  let  us  swell  our  tuneful  notes, 
-*-*-   And  join  tlf  angelic  throng; 

For  angels  no  such  love  have  known, 
T"  awake  a  cheerful  song  ! 

2  Good-will  to  sinful  men  is  shown, 

And  peace  on  earth  is  given  ; 
For,  lo  !  th1  incarnate  Saviour  comes 
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xYith  messages  from  heav'n. 


Ii  Y  M  N  S.         Christmas  Lay. 


3  Glory  to  God  in  highest  strains, 
In  highest  worlds  be  paid  ; 
His  glory  by  our  lips  proclaim'd, 
And  by  our  lives  display'd ! 

26     Tune  35.  (7's) 


AICESTEE. 


1  QONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
^  Heav'n  with  Hallelujahs  raDg, 
"When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
"When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born; 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Heav'n  and  earth  must  pa«s  away  ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day: 
God  will  make  new  heav'ns  and  earth, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  And  will  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No  !  the  church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

5  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice 
Still  in  Minus  of  pre  ce  ; 
Learning  here,  1  )J  faith  and  love, 

Songs  of  praise  u>  sing  above. 

G  Borne  upon  the  latest  breath, 

Songl  01  praise  shall  conquer  death; 
Then,  amidst  cternai  joy, 

ol  praise  their  powers  empl 
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Christmas  Day. 
27      Tuse62. 


HYMNS. 
(7's.) 


Durham. 


1 


TXARK,  the  herald  angels  sine:, 
-"--*-  Glory  to  the  new-born  King, 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconcil'd. 

2  Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies! 
With  th'  angelic  host  proclaim 
Christ  is  horn  in  Bethlehem  ! 

3  Hail  the  heav'n-born  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail  the  Sun  of  Righteousness! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 

liisen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

4  Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 

Born  that  man  no  more  may  die  : 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
JJorn  to  give  them  second  birth. 

28      'J':-    17.  (CM.)  ST.  DAVID'S. 

1  rilHE  race  that  long  in  darkness  pin'd 
-■-    Have  seen  a  glorious  light; 

The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  night. 

2  To  hail  thy  rise,  thou  better  Sun  ! 

The  gathering  nations  come, 

Joyous,  as  when  the  reapers  bear 

The  harvest  treasures  home. 

3  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born  ; 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  : 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him  all  the  hosts  of  heav'n. 
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HYMNS.         Christmas  Day. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermore  ador'd, 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread, 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know ; 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 

And  peace  abound  below. 


29    Tcne15.  (cm.) 


ST.  MAEY. 


1  ORD  Ave  confess  our  num'rous  faults ; 
-*-^  How  great  our  guilt  has  been ! 
Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 

And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

2  But,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise, 

For  ever  love  his  name, 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'rous  ways, 
Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame  ! 

3  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness, 

Which  our  own  hands  have  done; 
But  we  are  sav'd  by  sov'reign  grace 
Abounding  through  his  Son. 

4  'Tis  through  the  purchase  of  his  death 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 
On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 

5  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew ; 

And,  instilled  by  grace, 
We  shall  appear  in  glory  too, 
And  see  our  Father's  face. 
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EBFORD. 


S.  31". 


Christmas  Day.        HYMNS. 
30     Tu*E  19-  (s.M.) 


MIDDLT.IIAJI. 


1  ~0  AISE  your  triumphant  songs 
-"-^  To  an  immortal  tune, 

Let  the  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds 
Celestial  grace  has  done  ! 

2  Sing  how  eternal  Love 
Its  chief  beloved  chose, 

And  bid  him  raise  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyss  of  woes  ! 

3  Now,  sinners,  dry  your  tears! 
Let  hopeless  sorrows  cease ! 

Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  his  love, 
And  take  the  offer  d  peace  ! 

i       Lord,  we  obey  thy  call ; 
"We  lay  a  humble  claim 
To  the  salvation  thou  hast  brought, 
And  love  and  praise  thy  name  ! 

December  26tk.       St.  Stephen's. 
31     TrxE  52.  (cm.)  apostles'. 

1  TTOYV  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine  ! 
-*--*-  "Whence  all  their  white  array? 

IIow  came  they  to  the  blissful  seats 
Of  everlasting  day? 

2  Lo  !  these  are  they  from  BtrfFringS  great 

Who  came  to  realms  of  light, 
And  in  the  blood  of  Christ  bare  waah*d 

Those  robes  which  shine  so  bright. 

3  The  Lamb  which  dwells  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  o'er  them  still  preside; 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine, 
And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 
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HYMNS. 

December  27th. 
Tuxe  20.  (l.m.) 


St.  Join: 
Evangelist. 

BRISTOL. 


32 

1  ORD,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways  ; 
-*-^  How  blind  are  we !  how  mean  our  praise ! 
Thy  steps  can  mortal  eyes  explore  ? 

'Tis  ours  to  wonder,  and  adore. 

2  Great  God  I  would  not  ask  to  see 
What  in  futurity  shall  be  ! 

If  light  and  bliss  attend  my  day?, 
Then  shall  my  future  hours  be  praise. 

3  Is  darkness  and  distress  my  share  ? 
Then  let  me  trust  thy  guardian  care  ! 
Enough  for  me,  if  love  divine 

At  length  through  ev'ry  cloud  shall  shine. 


The  Innocents.      December  2 
33     TineGS.  (cm.) 


BRIGHTO.V. 

and! 


1  {2J_REAT  God,  we  own  thy  sov'reign  h 
^-*    Thy  faithful  care  we  own! 
"Wisdom  and  love  are  all  thy  ways, 

When  most  to  us  unknown. 

2  To  thee  we  yield  our  comforts  up  ; 

To  thee  our  lives  resign 
In  straits  and  dangers,  rich  and  sale, 
If  we  and  on  is  are  thine  ! 

3  Thy  saints,  in  earlier  life  removM 

In  -  tig, 

And  bless  the  bw  if  i  their  flight, 

That  bore  them  to  th<  ir  lv; 

4  The  burdens  of  a  lengthen' tl  I 

With  patienee  may  v 

!  in  our  dying  ho 
Thy  wisdi  m,  lo.  ! 
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Sunday  after 
Christmas. 

34     TuNE  86' 


HYMNS. 

(CM.) 


DTJLVEBTON. 


1  Q  ALVATION  !  O  the  joyful  sound ! 
^  'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears  ; 

A  sov'reign  balm  for  every  wound 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine 
To  see  a  heav'nly  day. 

3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

Glory,  honour,  praise  and  power, 
Be  unto  the  Lamb  for  ever! 
Jesus  Christ  is  our  Redeemer  ; 
Hallelujah  !  praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

35       TuNE   82'  (°-M*)  CASTLEFOED. 

1  "]yrOi!TALS,  awake,  with  angels  join, 
-"■*-  And  chant  the  solemn  lay  ! 

Joy,  love,  and  gratitude  combine 
To  hail  th'  auspicious  day. 

2  I  lark  !  the  cherubic  armies  shout, 

And  glory  leads  the  song  : 
Goodwill  and  peace  are  heard  throughout 
Th'  harmonious  heav'nly  throng. 

3  With  joy  the  chorus  we'll  repeat, 

"  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 
Goodwill  and  peace  arc  now  complete! 
JesUI  was  born  to  die." 
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HYMNS. 


Sunday  after 
Christmas. 


4  Hail,  Prince  of  Life !  for  ever  hail, 
Redeemer,  Brother,  Friend ! 
Though  earth,  and  time,  and  life  should  fail, 
Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 

36    Tune  31.         (S.7.4.)  bickleigh. 

1  A  NGELS,  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
-t^-  Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth  ! 
Ye  who  sang  creation's  story, 

Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth  ! 

Come  and  worship  ! 
Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King  ! 

2  Shepherds  in  the  field  abiding, 

Watching  o'er  their  flocks  by  night, 
God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light ; 

Come  and  worship!  &c. 

3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 

Brighter  visions  beam  alar  ! 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations 

Yc  have  seen  his  natal  star ! 

Come  and  worship  !  &c. 

4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending, 

Watching  long  in  hone  and  tear, 
Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending, 
In  his  temple  shall  appear  : 

Come  and  worship!  &c. 

5  Sinners,  wrung  with  true-  repentance, 

Dooni'd  for  guill  to  endless  pains, 

."Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 

Mercy  calls  you,  break  your  chains! 

Come  and  worship  !  &c 
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Sunday  after 
Christmas. 


37 


38 


1G0 


Tune  62. 


HYMNS. 


(7s.) 


DUEIIAtt. 


pHILDREN  of  the  heav'nly  King, 
^  As  ye  journey  sweetly  sing! 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways! 

Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest ! 
You  on  Jesu's  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prcpar'd, 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward  ! 

Lord  !  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ! 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee! 


Tune  8. 


(7's.) 


HAARLEM. 


OWEEIjSk  pounds  than  music  knows 
^  Charm  me  in  Innnanuel'l  name  ; 
All  her  hopes  my  spirit  owes 

To  his  birth  and  cross  and  shame. 

When  he  came  the  angels  sung, 

"Glory  be  to  God  on  high  ' 
Lord,  unloose  my  Btamm'nng  tongue! 

Who  should  louder  sing  than  1? 

O  my  Saviour.  Shield,  and  Sun, 

Shepherd,  Brother.  Husband,  Friend, 
Ev'ry  precious  name  in  one, 
I  will  love  thee  without  end  ! 


HYMNS. 


II 


Sunday  after 

Christmas. 


39      TrNB   82'  (CM-)  CASTLEOKD. 

1  TOY  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come  ; 
^    Let  earth  receive  her  King; 

Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heav'n  and  nature  sing! 

2  Joy  to  the  earth !  the  Saviour  reigns ; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains, 
ltepeat  the  sounding  joy  ! 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ! 
lie  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow, 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
Aud  wonders  of  his  love. 


Circumcision. 


J  ANl  AUY  1ST. 


/JjO      TlNEl.  (OJt)  BEDEOBD. 

1        |"OVl   sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  BOUD 
J--*-  In  a  believer's  ear  ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  won: 
And  drives  away  his  (ear. 

■J  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  wh< 
And  calms  the  troubled  breasl  ; 
"lis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 

And  to  the  w<  ai y  rest 

3  Dear  name  !   the  rock  on  vshich  I  build  ! 
My  shield  and  hiding-place  ! 
^\ly  never  fuiling  treasry  fill'd 
\\  ith  boundless  stores  of  grae 
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Circumcision. 


HYMNS. 


ST.  STEPHEN. 


41    Tunb  45.  (CM.) 

]  TESUS,  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 
**    My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring  I 

2  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought ! 

3  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim 

With  ev'ry  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death ! 


42 


rfAMPTON. 


162 


2     Tune  10.  (l.m.) 

1  /TJJIEAT  God,  we  sing  that  mighty  hand 
^    By  which  supported  still  we  stand ! 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shows ; 
That  mercy  crowns  it  till  it  close. 

2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
Still  are  we  guarded  by  our  God: 
By  his  incessant  bounty  fed, 

By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own  : 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown, 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit, 
And  peaceful  leave  belore  thy  feet! 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  dcpress'd 

Thou  art  our  joyf  and  thou  our  rest: 

Thy  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise 

Ador'd  through  all  our  changing  days. 
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Tune  29. 


HYMNS. 

(car.) 


Circumcision. 


nusn. 


1  TTTIIY  should  I  doubt  his  love  at  last, 

*  »      With  anxious  thoughts  perplex'd? 
Who  sav'd  me  in  the  troubles  past 
Will  save  me  in  the  next ; 

2  Will  save,  till  at  my  latest  hour, 

With  more  than  conquest  blest, 
I  soar  beyond  temptation's  power 
To  my  Redeemer's  breast. 
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ST.  DAVID. 


Tune  17.  (cm.) 

f~^  OD  of  our  life,  thy  various  praise 
^*    Let  mortal  voices  sound  ! 
Thy  hand  revolves  our  fleeting  days, 
And  brings  the  seasons  round. 

To  thee  shall  annual  incense  rise, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend  ! 

While  annual  mercies  from  the  skies 
In  genial  streams  descend. 

In  ev'ry  scene  of  life  thy  care, 

In  ev'ry  age,  we  see  ! 
And  constant  as  thy  favours  are 

So  let  our  praises  be ! 

Still  may  thy  love  in  ev'ry  scene, 

In  ev'ry  age,  appear  ! 
And  let  the  same  compassion  deign 

To  bless  the  op'ning  year ! 

If  mercy  smile,  let  mercy  bring 
My  wand'ring  soul  to  God! 

And  in  affliction  I  will  sing, 
If  thou  wilt  bless  the  rod. 
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BOVEY.—  Continued. 
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Circumcision.  HYMNS. 

45 


o 

1 


FXM. 


Tune  38.  (7's.) 

J^LESS,  O  Lord,  the  op'ning  year, 

lo  each  soul  assembl'd  here  ' 
Uothe  the  word  with  power  divine 
•Make  us  willing  to  he  thine  ! 

Shepherd  of  thy  blood-bought  sheep, 
leach  the  stony  heart  to  *lep! 

Let  the  b.'md  have  eyes  to  see, 
bee  themselves  and  look  on  thee! 
Let  the  minds  of  all  our  youth 
*eel  the  force  of  sacred  truth' 
While  the  Gospel  call  we  hear, 
May  they  learn  to  love  and  fear  I 
Where  thou  hast  thy  work  began 
Give  new  strength  the  race  to  run  I 
bcatter  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears, 
Wipe  away  the  mourner's  tears! 
Bless  us  all,  both  old  and  young! 
Call  forth  praise  from  ev'ry  tomuie  ! 
-Let  the  whole  assembly  prove    ° 
AH  thy  power  and  all  thy  love! 

Janfaey  Gth.  Epiphany. 

45    Tune  40.  (cm) 

1  M^r?r1vtheriprin?  Jffi  myj°w 

■*"■   1  he  life  ol  mv  delights, 

The  glory  of  my  brightest  day?, 

And  comfort  of  my  nights! 
2  In  darkest  shades,  if  he  appear, 
My  dawning  is  begun  ; 
He  is  my  souls  sweet  morning  star, 
And  he  my  rising  SU11. 
1G4. 


HYMN 


Epiphany. 


3  The  op'ning  hcav'ns  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 

"\\  bile  Je-us  shews  his  heart  is  mine, 
And  whispers,  I  am  his. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way 
T'  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and   ghastly  death 

I'd  break  through  every  foe? 
The  wings  of  love  and  aims  of  faith 
Should  bear  me  conqu'ior  through. 


47 


Tune  87. 


(8.7.) 


EPWOETn. 


1  TTEAR  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken 
"   "()  my  people,  faint  and  few; 
Comfortless,  1  fflicted.  broken, 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you  ! 
Thorns  of  heartfelt  tribulation 
Shall  no  more  perplex  your  wavs  J 
You  shall  name  your  walls,  Sanation, 
And  your  gates  shall  all  be  praise] 

2  ^\e  n.°  morc  y°,,r  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see: 
But,  your  griefs  for  ever  ending. 
Find  eternal  noon  in  me  ! 
God  shall  rise,  mid  shining  o'er  you, 

Change  today  the  gloom  of  night  I 

He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  light  !  " 
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Epiphany. 


HYMNS. 


(L.M.) 


BEIXEN. 


am 


48     Tu*E  32- 

1  "Y\7"IIEN  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plai 

*  ^     The  glitt'ring  bost  bestnd  the  sky  ; 
One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 
Can  fix  the  sinner's  wand'iing  eye. 

2  Hark  !  hark  !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 

From  ev'ry  host,  from  ev'ry  gem; 
But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks; 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

3  It  is  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all, 

It  bids  my  dark  forebodings  cease  ; 
And  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall 
It  leads  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

4  Then  safely  moor'd,  my  perils  o'er, 

I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
Forever  and  lor  evermore, 

The  Star,  the  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 
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Tune  38. 


(7's.) 


XJLM. 


L 


1CG 


XT  ARK  !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
-L±-   "lis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word! 
J<  BUS  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee  : 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'si  thou  me? 

I  deliver'd  thee  when  bound, 

And  when  bleeding,  heaTd  thy  wound; 

Sought  thee  w.md'ring,  set  thee  right, 

Tnrn'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

Can  n  woman's  tender  enre 

C<  ftse  low  aids  the  child  she  bare  ? 

Yes,  she  11. ay  !,,,_.,  tfu|  1,^ 

Yet  will  I  rcu  ember  thee  ! 


HYMNS. 


Epiphany. 


4  Mine  is  an  unchanjjin^  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
"When  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be  ; 
Sa}r,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ?  " 

6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore  ; 

O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more  ! 

50     Tune2S.         (i.u.)  paema. 

1  OH  OUT,  for  the  blessed  Jesus  reigns! 
^Through  distant  lands  ins  triumphs  spread: 

And  sinners,  freed  from  endless  pains, 
Own  him  their  Saviour  and  their  head. 

2  His  sons  and  daughters,  from  afar, 

Daily  at  Sion's  gates  ai  rive  : 
Those,  who  were  dead  in  sin  before, 
By  sov'reign  grace  are  made  alive. 

3  O  may  his  conquests  still  increase, 

And  ev'ry  foe  his  power  subdue! 
While  angels  celebrate  Ins  praise, 

And  saiut*  hid  growing  glories  shew. 

4  Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lamb, 

From  all  below  and  all  above! 
In  lolly  son.s  exalt  Ilia  name, 


]u  songs  as  la  ting  as  his  love! 
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"WAKEHAM.— Continued. 


Epiphany.  HYMNS. 

OX       TUNE  GO.  (8.7.)  BENEDICTION. 

1  XT  AIL,  thou  Source  of  cv'ry  blessing, 
J-L  Sov'reigu  Father  of  mankind! 
Gentiles  now  thy  gi  ace  possessing 

In  tliy  courts  admission  find. 
Grateful  now  we  fall  hefore  thee, 

In  thy  church  obtain  a  place, 
Now  by  faith  behold  thy  glory, 

Praise  thy  truth,  adore  thy  grace. 

2  Once  far  off,  but  now  invited, 

We  approach  thy  sacred  tirone, 
In  thy  covenant  united, 

Ileconcil'd,  redeeni'd,  made  one. 
Now  reveal'd  to  eastern  sages, 

See  the  >tar  of  mercy  shine  ! 
ATyst'ry  hid  in  former  a_ 

JVIyst'ry  great  of  love  divine! 

3  Hail,  thou  universal  Saviour ! 

(Untiles  now  their  ofTringS  bring, 
In  thy  temple  seek  thy  favour, 

Jesus  Christ  our  Lord  and  King ! 
Jlay  we,  body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

Live  devoted  to  thy  praise, 
Glorious  realms  of  bliss  inherit, 

Grateful  anthems  ever  rui>e  ! 
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Tune  21. 


1st  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 
(7.G.)  SAXZBUEO. 


XT  AIL  to  the  Lord's  anointed  ! 
-*"*-   Great  David's  greater  Son! 

Hail  in  the  tune  appointed, 
His  reign  on  earth  begun  ! 


HYMNS. 


1st  Sun  clay  after 
Epiphany. 


He  comes  to  break  oppression, 
To  set  the  captive  free  : 

To  take  away  transgression, 
And  rule  in  equity. 


Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  him  sh ail  bow  the  knee  : 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see ; 
With  ofifringa  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  his  feet. 


3     Kings  shall  fall  down  before  him, 

And  gold  and  incense  brin::: 
All  nations  shall  adore  him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  he  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore, 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 


For  him  shall  prayer  uncca-i 
And  daily  vow  -  ascend  ; 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end  : 
O'er  cv'rv  foe  \  ictOI  MMH, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  n 
From  ace  to  age  more  glorious^ 

All-blessing  and  all-blest. 
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Is*  Stmrfffy  a/ter       H  YMNS. 
Epiphany. 

53      TlJNE   23'  (8-7.4.)  ASHBUKTON, 

1  ("YER  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 
^  Look,  my  soul,  he  still  and  gaze  ; 
All  the  promises  do  travail 

With  a  i  lorious  day  of  grace  ; 

Blessed  jub'lee, 
Let  thy  glorious  morning  dawn ! 

2  Let  the  Indian,  let  the  Negro, 

Let  the  rude  Barbarian  see 

That  divine  and  glorious  conquest, 
Once  obtained  on  Calvary  ! 

Let  the  Gospel 
Loud  rewound  irom  pole  to  pole  ! 

3  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light! 
And  from  eastern  coast  to  western, 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night! 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchas'd,  win  the  day! 

4  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  Gospel, 
Win  and  conquer,  never  eease! 

May  thy  lasting  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase! 

Sway  thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around  ! 


54"    Ti.ne37.  (L.1C.) 


1    rpHE  Lord  is  come!   the  hcav'ns  proclaim 
-■-   His  birth;  the  nations  learn  hw name : 
An  unknown  star  directs  the  road 
Of  eastern  sa  ei  to  tin.ii  God. 
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HYMNS.     ]  $i  Su ndav  °JUr 

Epiphany. 

2  All  ye  bright  armies  of  the  skies, 
Go,  worship  where  the  Saviour  lies! 
Angels  and  kings  before  him  bow, 
Those  gods  on  high,  and  gods  below  ! 

3  Let  idols  totter  to  the  ground, 

And  their  own  worshippers  confound! 
But  Judah  shout,  but  Sion  sing,  ^ 
And  earth  confess  her  sov'reign  King! 


5o 


Tithe  11. 


LIVERPOOL. 


SOMERT.EY. 


(CM.) 

1  f\  LORD,  each  faithful  effort  own 
^   To  spread  the  Gospel's  rays; 
And  build  on  sin's  demolish'd  throne 

The  temples  cf  thy  praise  ! 

2  Send  forth  thy  word,  and  let  it  fly, 

Arm'd  with  thy  Spirit's  power! 
Ten  thousands  shall  confess  its  sway, 
And  bless  the  saving  hour. 

56     TuneSS.  (''-) 

1  DONS  of  men,  behold  from  far! 
^  Hail  the  long-expected  Star! 
Jacobs  star  that  gilds  t lie  night 
Guides  bewilder d  nature  right 

2  Mild  it  shines  on  all  beneath, 
Piercing  through  the  shades  of  death, 
Scattering  error's  wide-spread  night, 

B  nulling  darkness  m:o  light. 

3  Nations  all,  far  oil' and  near, 
Haste  to  Bee  your  God  appear  ! 
Haste,  for  him  your  hearts  prepare! 
Meet  him  manifested  there! 
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1  v  /  &  a  day  after        HYMNS. 
Epiphany. 

57     Tune  31.  (8.7.4,)  bickleigh. 

1  O^  tlie  mountain's  top  appearing, 
^   Lo  !  the  sacred  herald  stands" 
"Welcome  news  to  Sion  hearing, 

Sion  long  in  hostile  lands; 

Mourning  captive  ! 
God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

2  lias  H13  night  been  long  and  mournful? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  prov'd  ? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmov'd  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning  ! 
Sion  still  is  well  belov'd. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee; 

He  himself  appears  thy  friend  ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end ; 

Great  dcliv'rance 
Sion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 

4  Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble, 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  he  redress'd  j 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double 
In  thy  Maker's  favour  bless'd; 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 
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2nd  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 
Tune  21.  (l.m.)    tencommvn,,m,:nts. 

1  -A  T^r  °f  t,,e  L(ml>  an;lkc  I  awake  ! 

Put  on  thy  strength  I  the  nations  shake' 
And  |(t  the  world  adoring  see 

Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  thee! 


II Y  M  N  S. 


2nd  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


2  Say  to  the  heathen  from  thy  throne, 
"  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone!  " 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound, 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  trround. 

O 

3  Let  Sion's  time  of  favour  come ; 
()  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home; 
And  let  our  wond'ring  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesu's  lold  ! 

4  Almighty  God,  thy  grace  proclaim 
In  ev'ry  clime,  of  ev'ry  name  ! 
Let  adverse  powers  before  thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all  ! 


59 


(l.m.) 


WAUKHAM. 


1  "|W"OW  let  us  rai<c  our  cheerful  Strains, 
-*-^    And  join  the  blissful  choir  above  ; 
There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 

And  there  they  sing  his  m  mirous  love. 

2  While  seraphs  tunc  th'  immortal  song, 

()  may  we  feel  the  sacred  flan 
And  ev'ry  heart,  and  e\  ue. 

Adore  the  Saviour's  glorious  name! 

3  Jesus,  who  died  that  we  might  live. 

Died  in  the  wrretched  traitor's  place: 
what  returns  can  mortal 
For  such  immeasurable 

-1   Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  divine 
\\  e  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise; 

OS,  may  all  our  hearts  be  thine, 
And  all  our  t.  proclaim  thy  pra 
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2nd  Sunday  after 
JSpipkany. 

GO 


HYMNS. 


ASH  Br  ETON. 


Tune  23.  (8.7.4.) 

1  /~YER  the  realms  of  pagan  darkness, 
^-J  Let  the  eye  of  pity  gaze  ; 
See  the  kindreds  of  the  people, 

Lost  in  sin's  bewild'ring  maze  : 

Darkness  brooding 
On  the  face  of  all  the  earth. 

2  Light  of  them  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Rise  and  shine,  thy  blessings  bring  ! 
Light,  to  lighten  all  the  Gentiles, 
Rise  with  healing  in  thy  wing  ! 

To  thy  brightness 
Let  all  kings  and  nations  come! 

3  May  the  heathen,  now  adoring 

Idol-gods  of  wood  and  stone, 
Come,  and,  worshipping  before  him, 
Serve  the  living  Cod  alone! 

Let  thy  glory 
Fill  the  earth  as  floods  the  sea  ! 

4  Thou,  to  whom  all  power  is  given, 

Speak  the  word  !  at  thy  command, 
Let  the  company  of  preach' 

Spread  thy  name  from  land  to  land! 

Lord,  be  with  them 
Alway  to  the  end  of  time ! 

^)X     Tim;  22.  (7's.) 

1       /  <OME  and  let  us  praise  our  King! 
^  He  is  worthy  to  be  prais'd : 

Should  his  Paints  r<  fuse  to  sing. 

How  would  angels  stand  amaz'd ! 
()  exalt  the  sinner's  friend  ! 
Let  his  praises  never  end! 
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HYMNS. 


2nd  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


There  he  dwells  whom  angels  sinir; 

Once  he  bore  the  cross  below; 
Jesus,  heav'n's  eternal  King, 

Liv'd  on  earth  a  man  of  woe  ; 
Now  he  reigns,  and  reigns  above; 
Jesus  reigns  the  God  of  love. 

Hail,  immortal  King  of  heav'n  ! 

Endless  praise  surround  thy  throne! 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  given, 

M  Thou  art  worthy,"  thou  alone  : 
Thee  we  serve,  and  thee  we  sing ; 

Jesus  hail,  eternal  King  ! 
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Tine  83. 


(8.7.) 


TIEXNA. 


W— l.l.l-OUl'. 


1  T3RAISE  the  Lord  !  ye  heav'ns  adore  him! 
-*-    Praise  him,  angels  in  the  height! 

Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  him  ! 

Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light! 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  hath  spoken  ! 

"Worlds  his  mighty  voice  obey'd  ; 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken, 

For  their  guidance  he  has  made. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  for  lie  is  glorious  1 

Never  shall  his  promise  fail  : 
God  has  made  his  saints  victorious; 

Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation  ! 

Hosts  on  hi_h  his  power  proclaim! 
Ileav'n  and  earth,  and  all  creation 

Laud  and  magnify  his  name! 

175 


60 


BELLINGHAM 


7.7.7.7. 


2nd  Sunday  after     \\  \  ^J  ^  g# 
Epipha/iy. 

OO        TUNK   3.  (L.M.)  DEVONSHIRE. 

1  A  RM  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake  ! 

-L-*-  Thine  own  immortal  strength  put  on! 
Witli  terror  cloth'd,  hell's  kingdom  shake, 
And  cast  thy  foes  with  fury  down  ! 

2  By  death  and  hell  pursu'd  in  vain, 

'J'o  thee  the  ransom'd  seed  shall  come; 
Shouting,  their  hcav  nly  Sion  gain, 

Aid  pass  through  death  triumphant  home. 

3  Where  pure,  ess<  ntial  joy  is  found, 

The  Lord's  redeem'd  their  heads  shall  raise, 
With  everlasting  gladness  crown'd, 
And  fill'd  with  love,  and  lost  in  praise. 

3rd  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 
Ton  49.  (ojc)  abicidge. 
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1 


17G 


r  KT  cv'ry  mortal  car  attend, 
-*-^  And  ev'ry  heart  rej<  ice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

Eternal  wisdom  has  ;  rcpar'd 

A  soul-reviving  least, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  pro\  ision  taste. 

Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flov. 

Like  Hoods  of  milk  and  wine. 

Great  God,  the  treasures  of  thy  love 

Are  tvei  lasting  mines, 
Deep  as  our  helpless  nuYries  arc, 

And  boundless  as  our  sins! 


HYMNS. 


3rd  Ftcnday  after 
Epiphany. 


The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day; 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away  ! 


6 


ASniJUETON'. 


0  Tine  23.         (8.7.4) 

1  CjWHti  }'e  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 
^  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore  ! 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 

Full  of  pity join'd  with  power: 

lie  is  able  ; 
lie  is  willing  ;  douht  no  more  ! 

2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ! 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  : 
This  he  gives  you  ; 

Til  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

3  Lo!  th'  incarnate  God.  ascended. 

Pleads  the  merits  of  his  blood  ; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude! 

None  fut  Jestu 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

4  Saints  and  angels,  join'd  in  concert, 

Sing  the  prajses  of  the  Lamb: 

While  the  blissfu  .cuv'n 

Sweetly  echo  with  his  nan. 
Hallelujah  1 

Sinners  heie  may  sing  the  same. 


177 


61 


ST.  OLAVE. 
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3rd  Sunday  after 
Epiphany . 


6 


O 


Tune  2. 


HYMNS. 


(6-4.) 


MINSTEE. 


1  Q.REAT  Father  of  mankind, 

^    We  bless  that  wond'rous  grace, 
Which  could  for  Gentiles  find 
A\' i 1 1 1  i n  thy  courts  a  place! 
How  kin:l  the  care  Our  God  displays, 

For  us  to  raise  A  house  of  prayer ! 

2  Though  once  estranged  far, 

^Ye  now  approach  the  throne 
For  Jesus  1) rings  us  near, 

And  makes  our  cause  his  own  : 
Strangers  no  more,  To  thee  we  come, 

And  find  our  home,         And  rest  secure  ! 

3  May  all  the  nations  throne 

1  o  worship  in  thy  house, 
And  thou  attend  the  son", 
And  smile  upon  their  vows  ; 
Indulgent  still,  Till  earth  conspire 

To  join  the  choir,  On  Sion's  hill. 

67      TuXE  1C"  (°-80  GWEEDOEE. 

1      Rr;°W  yc  t,ic  trumpet,  blow, 
-*■-*  The-  gladly  solemn  sound! 
Let  all  thu  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  hound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home! 
3    Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  sin-atonin  :  Lamb  ! 
11  demption  by  his  blood 

Through  all  the  lands  proclaim! 

'J  he  year,  &c. 


178 


HYMNS. 


3rd  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


68 


>     Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 
Your  liberty  receive  ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 
And  blest  in  Jesus  live  ! 

The  year,  &c. 

[     Jesus,  our  great  High  Frie-t, 
Has  full  atonement  made: 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 

Ye  mournful  souls  be  glad  ! 

The  year,  &c. 

Tune  24.         (l.m.)     ten  commandments. 

1  "ly/TAllK'D  as  the  purpose  of  the  skies, 
■***■  This  promise  meets  our  anxious  eyes, 
That  heathen  worlds  the  Lord  shall  know, 
And,  warm'd  with  faith,  each  bosom  glow. 

2  E'en  now  the  hallow'd  scenes  appear  ! 
E'en  now  unfolds  the  promis'd  year! 
Lo  !  distant  shores  thy  heralds  trace, 
And  bear  the  tidings  of  thy  grace ! 

3  'Midst  burning  climes  ond  frozen  plains, 
"Where  heathen  darkness  brooding  reigns, 
Lord,  mark  their  steps,  their  fears  subdue, 
And  nerve  their  arm,  and  clear  their  view  ! 

4  "When,  worn  by  toil,  their  spirits  fail, 
Bid  them  the  gloiious  future  hail  ! 
Lid  them  the  crown  of  life  survey 
And  onward  urge  their  conqu'ring  way! 

5  So  on  the  Indian's  gloomy  night 
The  eastern  star  shall  shed  her  light 
And  Jesu's  hallow'd  reign  control 
The  stormy  passions  of  the  soul. 
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ST.  (SLAVE.— Continued. 


3rd  Sunday  after     H  Y  M  N  S. 
Epiphany. 

69     Tuxe  66.  (cm.)  yoek. 

1  AS  when  the  Hebrew  prophet  rais'd 
-^*-  The  brazen  serpent  high, 

The  wounded  look'd,  and  straight  were  curd, 
The  people  ceas'd  to  d  e: 

2  So  from  the  Saviour  on  the  cross 

A  healing  virtne  flows  ; 
"Who  looks  to  him  with  lively  faith 
Is  sav'd  from  endless  woes. 

3  He  came  to  raise  our  fallen  state, 

And  our  lost  hopes  restore: 
Faith  leads  us  to  the  mercy-seat, 
And  bids  us  lear  no  more. 


Ath  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

(S.M.)  MIDDLEII.VM. 


/  0     Tuhi  19. 

1  "\TOUR  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

-■-    Down  from  the  willows  take  ! 
Loud,  to  the  praise  of  love  divine, 
Bid  ev'ry  string  awake  ! 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  hind, 
We  are  not  far  from  home, 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  ev'ry  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  cud 

Sti  on     r  and  brighter  shine ; 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  Wait  till  the  shadows  flee  ; 
Wail  thy  appointed  hour 

Wait  till  the  bridegroom  of  my  soul 
Reveals  hi>  love  with  powei ' 
ISO 


HYMNS. 


4lh  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


)     Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
That  stays  himself  on  thee  ! 

"Who  wait  for  thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  thy  salvation  see! 


n 


Tune  5. 


(CM.) 


BASEL. 


1  ^EAR  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 
-^-^  On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 

On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
]\Iy  fainting  hope  relics  ! 

2  To  thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 

For  thou  alone  canst  heal  ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  ev'ry  pain  1  feel. 

3  [But  O  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail 

I  fear  to  call  thee  mine  ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline  ! 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee, 

Thou  art  my  only  trust  ; 

And  still  my  soul  would  derive  to  thee, 

Though  prostrate  in  the  dust] 

5  IL'.st  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  fact 

An  1  shall  I  seek  in  \ ain  P 
And  can  the  car  of  SOv'reign  i;race 
deaf  when  I  complain  P 

G  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still, 

II    ie  lei  my  soul  retreat  ! 
With  humble  hop  i  thv  will, 

And  wait  beneath  thy  feetl 
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4^/i  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 
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Tune  23. 


HYMNS. 


(8.7.4.) 


ASHBUIITON. 


■^-"-Darkness  reigns  throughout  the  earth; 
Go,  proclaim  among  the  nations 

Joyful  news  of  heav'nly  birth  : 
Bear  the  tidings 

Of  the  Saviour's  matchless  worth ! 

2  Of  his  gospel  not  ashamed, 

As  "the  jiower  of  God  to  save," 
Go,  where  Christ  was  never  named, 
Publish  freedom  to  the  slave  ! 

Blessed  freedom ! 
Such  as  Zion's  children  have. 

3  [What  though  earth  and  hell  united 

Should  oppose  the  Saviour's  plan  P 
Plead  his  cause  nor  he  affrighted, 
Fear  ye  not  the  face  of  man ; 

Vain  their  tumult ! 
Hurt  this  work  they  never  can.] 

4  When  expot'd  to  fearful  dangers, 

JesUfl  will  his  own  defend  ; 
Borne  afar  midst  toes  and  strangers, 
Jesus  will  appear  your  friend, 

And  his  presence 
Shall  be  with  you  to  the  end. 


HYMNS. 


4th  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


i>  Praise  him,  who  laid  his  glory  by 
For  man's  apostate  race  ! 
Praise  him,  who  stoop'd  to  bleed  and  die, 
And  crown  him  "Prince  of  Peace!  " 

3  Come,  rebels,  lay  your  weapons  down ! 

Let  war  for  ever  cease ! 
Immanuel  for  your  sov'reign  own, 
And  crown  him  "  Prince  of  Peace ! " 

4  We  soon  shall  reach  that  blissful  shore, 

To  view  his  lovely  face, 
His  name  for  ever  to  adore, 

And  crown  him  "Priuce  of  Peace!  ' 
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Tune  89. 


SrBASBUBQ. 


(S.G.S.) 

WHEN  I  can  tiu-t  my  all  with  God, 
In  trial's  fearful  hour, 


73 


1 


UUIUIITON. 


1        BT  paints  on  earth  their  anthems  raise, 


Who  ta  te  the  Saviour*!  grace ! 

Let  saints  in  hear'n  proclaim  his  praise, 
And  ei  ou  n  him  M  Prince  of  Peace  !  " 


1S2 


Bow,  all  resign'd,  beneath  his  rod, 
And  bless  his  sparing  power  ; 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress, 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

2  O  !  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet, 

Though  sorrows  fix  me  there, 
Is  still  a  privilege  ;  and  sweet 

The  energies  of  prayer, 
Though  sight  and  tears  its  language  be, 
If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

3  Then  blessed  be  the  hand  that  gave ; 

Still  blessed  when  it  takes  : 
Blessed  be  he  who  smites  to  save  ; 

Who  heals  the  heart  he  breaks  : 
Perfect  and  true  are  all  his  ways, 
Whom  heav'n  adores,  and  death  obeys. 
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4f  A  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 
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184 


Tune  3. 


HYMNS. 


(L.M.) 


DEYOXSIIIRE. 


]V"OW  let  the  feeble  all  be  strong, 

And  make  Jehovah's  arm  the'ir  son"! 
His  shield  is  spread  o'er  ev'ry  saint, 
And  thus  supported  who  shall  faint? 
Bound  by  his  word,  he  will  display 
A  strength  proportion'*!  to  our  day; 
And,  when  united  trials  meet, 
Will  show  a  path  of  safe  retreat. 

Thus  far  we  prove  that  promise  good, 
Which  Jesus  ratified  with  blood: 
Still  is  he  gracious  wise,  and  just, 
And  still  in  him  Jet  Israel  trust ! 

Zlh  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 
Tune  83.  (8.7.)  nmtk. 

OVE  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heav'n  to  earth  come  down  J 
Fix  us  in  thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  I 
Jesus  thou  art  all  companion, 
Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art! 

Visit  us  with  thy  salvation, 

Enter  ev'ry  longing  heart ! 
Breathe,  ()  breathe,  thv  loving  Spirit, 

Into  ev'ry  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 

^  Let  us  find  thy  promis'd  r< 
Thee  we  would  b    aiwaj  ing, 

Serve  thee  as  thine  hosts  ahove; 

Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  "fifing, 

Glory  in  thy  precious  Jo\e. 


HYMNS. 


Lth  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


Finish  then  thy  new  creation, 

Pure,  unspotted,  may  we  he! 
Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  seeur'd  by  thee! 
Chang'd  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heav'n  we  take  our  place; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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Tune  4. 


ION DON    NEW. 


(CM.) 

1   A/T^  will  triumphant  in  the  Lord, 
-Lt-L  Shall  tell  its  joys  abroad, 

And  march  with  holy  vigour  on, 
Supported  by  its  God. 

2#  Through  a'l  the  winding  maze  of  life, 
His  hand  hath  he  n  my  guide; 
And  in  that  long-experienc'd  care 
My  heart  shall  still  confide. 

3  His  grace  through  all  the  desert  ffsws, 
An  utiexhau-  ted  stream  : 

That  grace  on  Sion*s  sacred  mount 
►Shall  be  my  endless  theme. 

•1   Beyond  the  choicest  joys  of  earth 
'I  hese  distant  eon  t>  I  !o 
But  O  I    I  burn  with  strong  desire 

To  \  iew  thy  house  aboi  e, 

5  Mingled  with  all  the  shining  band, 

My  soul  would  there  adore  ; 
A  pillar  in  thy  temple  fix'd, 

To  be  remo\  "d  no  n; 
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FOWEY. 


7.7.7.7.7.7. 


6th  Sunday  after     HYMNS. 
Epiphany. 
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11U5II. 


ve ;  and  all  his  saints 


Tune  29.  (cm.) 

1  fXUW  God  is  loi 
^-^    Hi-  linage  bear  below; 
The  heart,  with  love  to  God  inspir'd, 

With  love  to  man  will  glow. 

2  O  may  we  love  each  other,  Lord, 

As  we  are  lov'd  of  thee! 
For  none  are  truly  born  of  God, 
Who  live  in  enmity. 

3  Heirs  of  the  same  immortal  bliss 

Our  hopes  and  feats  the  same, 
The  cords  of  love  our  hearts  shall  bind, 
The  law  of  love  inflame. 

4  So  shall  the  vain  contentious  world 

Our  peaceful  lives  approve, 
And  wond'ring  say,  as  they  of  old, 
41  See  how  these  Christians  love !" 

Y  Q    Tune  57.  (l.m.)  lunebekq. 

1  HP  1 1  US  far  my  God  hath  led  me  en, 

-*-    And  made  his  truth  and  mercy  known; 
My  hopes  and  fears  alternate  rise, 
And  eomforta  mingle  with  my  sighs. 

2  Temptations  ev'rywherc  annoy, 

And  sins  and  snares  my  peace  destroy; 
My  earthly  joys  an   from  nic  torn, 
And  o!t  an  absent  God  I  mourn. 

3  Is  this,  dear  Lord,  that  thorny  road, 
Which  leads  III  the  mount  ol  (Jod? 
Ail-  these  tlie  toils  thy  people  know, 

While  in  the  wildertu  n  I    ow  P 

18G 


HYMNS. 


hth  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


'Tis  even  so  thy  faithful  love 
Doth  all  thy  children's  graces  prove; 
'Tis  thus  our  pride  and  self  must  fall, 
That  Jesus  may  be  ail  iu  all. 


30     TuNE  52« 


ArOSTLES. 


81 


(0M.) 

IF  duty  calls,  and  surFring  too, 
My  Lord,  I'd  follow  thee! 
As  thou  hast  done,  so  would  I  do: 
As  thou  art,  would  I  be! 

Meekness,  humility,  and  love, 
Did  through  thy  conduct  shine; 

O  may  my  whole  deportment  prove 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine! 

Depending  on  thy  sov'reign  grace, 
I'll  tread  the  heav'nly  road! 

With  willing  mind  thy  footsteps  trace, 
And  climb  to  thine  abode. 


Tune  74 


(CM.) 

f\  LORD,  I  would  delight  in  thee, 
^J   And  on  thy  care  depend! 
To  thee  in  ev'ry  trouble  flee, 
My  best,  my  only  friend! 

Wliui  all  created  streams  are  diied, 

Thy  lulnes*  is  the  same; 
May  I  with  this  be  satisfied, 

And  glory  in  thy  Name  ! 

No  good  in  creatures  can  be  found, 
Jint  may  be  found  in  thee; 

I  must  have  all  things,  and  abound 
While   Cod  is  God  to  me. 


cniLTON. 
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6/A  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


HYMNS. 
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2 
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1S8 


Tune  81.  (cm.)  ely. 

T^/HIEX  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

f  *     To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  bid  farewell  to  cv'ry  iear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

Should  earth  against  my  soul  en^a^e 
And  hellish  darts  he  hurl'd,    °  °  * 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  ra^e, 
And  face  a  frowning  world." 

Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  iall  ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 

My  God,  my  hcav'n,  my  all ! 

There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heav'nly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

Tune  82.         (cm.) 

1  TEUUSALEM!  my  happy  home 
u    Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end 

III  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heav'n-built  walls 

^  And  pearJv  gates  behold P 
Thy  bulwark-  with  Salvation  strong 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  P 

3  0  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thji  COtirtfl  ascend, 
"N  Ik  re  congregation!  □  Vr  break  up/ 
And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 
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HYMNS. 


6th  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 


4  Jerusalem!  my  happy  home! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee! 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


MUNICH. 


84    Tune  46.  (l.m.) 

1  1V9^V  t0  the  Lor(1>  that  makes  ^  know 
■^^    The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 
Be  humble  honours  paid  below, 

And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

2  'Twas  he  that  cleans'd  our  foulest  sins, 
And  wash'd  us  in  his  richest  blood; 

'Tis  he  that  makes  us  priests  and  kings, 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God.° 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 
To  Jesus,  our  superior  Kin"-, 

Be  everlasting  power  confess'd, 
And  ev'ry  tongue  his  glory  sing. 

4  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 
And  ev'ry  eye  shall  see  him  move- 
Though  with  our  sins  we  piere'd  him  once, 

Still  he  displays  his  pard'ning  love. 

85     Tune  90.  (r.M.)  lutuers. 

1  Gr1-^ '*'  ^0(1,  ull:lt  ll°  *  scc  aml  hear! 
The  end  of  things  created  ! 

The  Judge  of  mankind  dotll  appear 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  ! 

The  trumpet  sounds;  the  gravel  restore 
The  d.-.id,  which  they  contained  before; 
Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him! 
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DUNDEE. 


CM. 


Glli  Sunday  rfler 
Epiphany. 


8 


8 


Tune  14. 


HYMNS. 


(L.M.) 


MELC0MBE. 


1  pO,  worship  at  Immanuel's  feet! 
^-^  See  in  his  face  what  wonders  meet ! 
Eartli  is  too  narrow  to  express 

His  worth,  his  glory,  or  his  grace. 

2  The  whole  creation  can  afford 

Bat  some  faint  shadows  of  my  Lord; 
Nature,  to  make  his  b-auties  known, 
Must  mingle  colours  not  her  own. 

3  Nor  earth,  nor  seas,  nor  ran,  nor  stars, 
Nor  heav'n  his  full  resemblance  bears; 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace, 

Till  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 


P'7 


100 


Tine  27.  (s.ir.)  caklislt:. 

1  T)ETTOLD  what  wondrous  grace 
-■-'  The  father  has  bestow'd, 

On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God! 

2  Nor  doth  it  3rct  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made; 
But,  when  \\c  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 

May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Cliri>t  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  father's  love 
1  xharc  a  lil  al  part, 

Scud  down  thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
'1  o  i    Bt  upon  my  lie  art  ! 


gone 


H  Y M  N  S .        Gih  Sunday  after 
Epiphany. 

5     We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne  ; 
My  faith  shall  41  Abba,  Father!"  cry, 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

Scpiuagesima. 

OO     Tune  Gl.  (l.m.)  st.  olive. 

1  A  WAKE,  our  souls,  away  our  fears. 
-^-*-  Let  ev'ry  trembling  thought  be  g( 
Awake,  and  run  the  heav'nly  race, 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on  ! 

2  True,  'tis  a  straight  and  thorny  road, 

And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint: 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 

That  feeds  the  strength  of  ev'ry  saint. 

3  From  thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 

Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply; 

While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength 

Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

4  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 

We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode. 
On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 
Nor  tire  au.idst  the  heav'nly  road. 

89    Tune  32.  (i,m.) 


beixev. 


1  pkAISLtotbc  Lord  of  boundless  might, 
-*-     With  uncreated  glories  bright! 

His  presence  gilds  the  world-  above; 
'I'll'  unchanging  source  of  light  and  love. 

2  Shine,  mighty  God,  with  vigour  shine 
On  this  benighted  heart  of  mine! 
And  ht  thy  glories  stand  reveal'd, 

As  in  the  .Saviour's  face  beheld! 
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7.7.7.7. 


"E^ATHER,  how  wide  thy  glory  shines! 
-1-    How  high  thy  wonders  rise! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thousand  signs, 
By  thousand  through  the  skies! 

2  Those  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power, 

Their  motions  speak  thy  skill, 
And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour 
We  read  thy  patience  still. 

3  But  when  we  view  thy  strange  design 

To  save  rebellious  worms, 
Our  souls  are  fill'd  with  awe  divine, 
To  see  what  God  performs. 

4  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heav'nly  plains; 
Sweet  cherubs  learn  Imiiianuel's  name, 
And  try  their  choicest  strains. 

5  O  may  I  bear  some  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  song! 
Wonder  and  joy  shall  tunc  my  heart, 
And  love  command  my  tongue. 

91     Tuira  57.  (l.m.)  lunebeeo. 

1  fTIHS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  bless'd, 
-*-   The  day  to  us  in  mercy  uiven, 

The  holy  sabbath  of  his  rest, 

The  pledge  and  type  of  rest  in  heav'n. 

2  This  day  within  thy  courts,  ()  Lord, 

Thy  saints  delight  to  seek  thy  lace, 
To  Bing  thy  prai*  a,  hear  thy  word, 

Unfold  their  wants,  and  taste  thy  "race f 
102  J  B 


H  Y  M  N  S.  Septuagesima. 

3  May  we,  beneath  his  holy  shrine, 
To  God  devote  this  sacred  day, 
Our  earthly  cares  and  thoughts  resign, 
Look  up  to  heav'n,  and  learn  the  way ! 


92      TUXB91.  (D.L.1C) 


EENsiyoioy. 


1  rpHE  spacious  firmament  on  high. 
-1-    With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 
And  spangled  heav'ns,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  original  proclaim. 

Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  ev'ry  land 
The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

2  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  list'ning  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth; 
Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  "What,  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball; 
What,  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbi  he  found: 
lu  reason's  ear  thev  all  rejoice. 

And  utter  forth  a  -lotions  \  oicc  ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
M  The  ban  I  t!i  it  ui  ide  as  is  divine." 
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Septuagesima. 


HYMNS. 


9 


3     Tune  34. 


] 


(C.IT.)  ST.  ANK. 

SIXG  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise; 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordain'd 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 

Hut  makes  thy  glories  known  ; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

4  His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard, 

lie  keeps  me  with  his  eye: 
Why  should  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 
Who  is  for  ever  ni<rh  ? 


94 


Tine  38. 


Sexagesima. 

TLM. 


194 


(7'fl.) 

IV  OW  begin  the  hcav'nly  theme, 
-*-^    Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name  ! 
Ye,  who  Ins  salvation  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love! 

Ye,  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  G  main  on  yc  move, 

Praise  anti  bless  redeeming  love! 

Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears; 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears; 
Sec  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 

Canceil'd  by  redeeming  love  ! 


HYMNS. 


Sexagofimci. 


4  Welcome  all  by  sin  oppress'd ! 
Welcome  to  his  sacred  rest! 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above, 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

5  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring! 
Strike  aloud  each  cheerful  string  ! 
^Mortals,  join  the  host  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love  ! 

95     Tune2C.  (l.m.)  jexa. 

1  TpATIIER  of  mercies,  bow  thine  car, 
-*-    Attentive  to  our  earnest  prayer! 
We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  thee; 
Successful  pleaders  may  they  be! 

2  How  great  their  work!  How  vast  their  charge! 
Do  thou  their  anxious  souls  enlarge! 

To  them  thy  sacred  truth  reveal, 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  seal ! 

3  Teach  them  to  sow  the  precious  seed  ; 
Teach  them  thy  chosen  Hock  to   feed  ; 
Teach  them  immortal  souls  to  gain, 
Souls  that  will  well  reward  their  pain  ! 

4  Let  thronging  multitudes  around 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  joyful  sornd, 
Jn  humble  strains  thy  grace  implore, 
And  feel  thy  new-creating  power! 

5  Let  sinners  break  their  massy  chains, 
Distressed  s.uls  forget  their  pains! 

Let  light  through  distant  realms  he  spread, 

And  Bion  rear  her  drooping  head! 
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Sexagesima.  HYMNS. 

yt>     Tune  25.  (l.^.)  st.  thomas. 

1  ]V°  more'  m^r  God'  *  boa<;t  no  more 
^    Of  ail  the  duties  I  have  done  ; 

I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 

To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Sou! 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 

Yi  hat  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross, 

3  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  befoie  thy  throne! 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 


97 


Tumi  92. 


VC.M.) 


MANCHESTEB. 


190 


1  7  ORD,  hear  our  Sabbath  song  of  praise, 
J-i  Accept  our  Sabbath  prayer! 

Again  before  thy  gracious  throne, 
For  mercy  we  repair. 

2  How  pleasant  to  thy  courts  to  come, 

Our  sacred  debt  to  pay  I 

O  may  are  ever  meet  thee  here, 
On  this  thy  holy  day  ! 

3  Make  plain  thy  way  before  us,  Lord, 

And  guide   us  sate  along  I 
'Tis  tweet  to  trust  our  all  to  thee 
"While  dangers  round  us  throne. 

4  God  never  will  desert  the  Mill 

That  on  his  Brace  depends : 
But  with   his  favour  all  his  saints 
As  with  a  shield  dtfen< 


Sexagesima. 


CAITHNESS. 


HYMNS. 

98     Txnnj7G.  (cat) 

1  A  LMIOIITY  Gad,  thy  word  is  cast 
-^*-  Like  seed  into  tha  ground! 
jSTow  let  the  dew  of  heav'n  descend, 

And  righteous  fruits  abound! 

2  Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove  ; 
But  give  it  root  in  ev'ry  heart, 
To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love! 

3  Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 

The  rising  p  ant  destroy; 
But  let  it  yield  a  huudred-f  >Id, 
The  fruits  of  peace  and  joy  ! 

Tune  58.  (l.m.)  saxony. 

1  rpilK  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 
-1-    Clouds  O vernal  my  wintry  skyj 

Oat  of  the  d  |>ths  to  the.-  1  c.ili, 

My  fears  sre  great,  my  strength  is  small. 

2  O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 

And  guide  and  guard  me  through  the  storm; 
Defend  me  fr  ra  each  threat'ning  id, 

Control  the   wa.es,  say,  "  IV  e\,  i  e still.** 

3  Amidst  the  roa  in  {  of  the  sea, 

My  soul  s  ill  hangl  h.  r  ho|  e  on  thee; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care* 
Is  all  that  saves  ma  from  despair, 

i  Thou  Ji  te  npe*t»toaaU  an  I  half  a  wr. 
My  (Saviour  through  the  flo>d»  1  seek; 
Let  neither  « in  main 

Force    hark  inv        .  J  hark 
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Quinquagesima.       Ml  JV1  .N  o. 

100     Tune    7.       (cm.) 

1  TXAPPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign, 
-*"*-  Where  love  inspirts  the  breast! 
Love  is  the  brightest  of  the  train, 

And  strengthens  all  the  rest. 

2  Knowledge,  alas;  'tis  all  in  vain. 

And  all  in  vain  our  fear! 
Our  stubborn  sins  will  fight  and  reign, 
If  love  be  absent  there. 

3  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  sings 

"When  faith  and  hope  shall  cea^e : 
'Tis  this  shall  strike  our  joyful  strings 
In  the  sweet  realms  of  bliss. 


SAUL. 


101  Tune  n-     (&*•) 

1  rXUIY  way,  O  God,  is  in  the  I 
J-  Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace; 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 

Of  thy  unbounded  grace  ! 

2  As  through  a  glass  T  dimly  see 

The  wonders  of  thy  love; 
How  little  do  I  know  of  thee, 
Or  of  thy  joys  above  ! 

3  'Tis  but  in  part  I  know  thy  will ; 

I  ble^s  thee  for  the  sight! 
When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal 
In  glory's  clearer  light? 

4  With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 

Thy  providence  and  gra- 
And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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LIVERPOOL, 

sea, 


HYMNS. 

102     Titne  19.         (s.if.) 
1 


Quinquagesima. 


MIDDLEUAM. 


A  MOXG  the  saints  on  earth 
-E*-   Let  mutual  love  be  found; 
Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance, 

A\  ith  mutual  blessings  crown'd. 


2  Let  envy,  child  of  hell, 
Be  banish'd  far  away  : 

Those  should  in  Rlrictest  friendship  dwell, 
Who  the  sam    Lo  d  obey. 

3  Thus  will  the  church  below 
Resemble  that  above; 

Where  sti earns  of  pleasure  ever  flow, 
And  ev'ry  heart  is  love. 
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Tim:  OG. 


(O.M.) 


YOKK. 


IVTOT  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
-^    The  tempest,  fire,  Hnd  smoke; 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  woid 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke; 

But  we  are  come  to  Sion'a  hill, 

The  city  of  oui  God, 
Where  milder  words  declare  his  will, 

And  spread  his  love  abroad. 

Behold  th'  innumerable  host 
of  angels  cloth'd  in  light ! 
Behold  the  spirits  of  thejust, 

Whose  faith  is  turn'd  to  sight! 

'1  In-  sainls  on  earth  and  all  the  dead 
But  one  communion  make  ; 

All  join  in  Cinist,  their  living  head, 
Anil  of  his  grace  paitake. 
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Quinquagesima.       HYMN  S. 

104    Tune  24.        (l.k .)  tew  ootocawdmbhto. 

1  JESUS  sliall  reign  where'er  the  sun 

Does  his  successive  journeys  run; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more'. 

2  People  and  realms  of  ev'ry  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  -weetest°son^  : 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  Name. 

3  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns; 
The  pris'ner  leaps  to  lose  his  chain*; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

4  Where  he  displays  his  healing  power, 
Death  and  the  curse  are  known  no  more  - 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boast 

More  blessings  than  their  lather  lost. 

5  Let  ey'ry  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  Kin";  C 
Angela  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  Amen. 
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ST.  ANN. 
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O     Tune  31.         (cm.) 

1  "ETAITH  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss, 
-1-    And  saves  Die  from  its  Mia.es, 

Its  aid  in  ev'ry  duty  brings, 
And  softens  all  my  cares. 

2  The  wounded  conscience  knows  its  power 

The  healing  balm  to  give; 
That  balm  the  saddest  heart  can  cheer, 
And  make  the  dying  live. 


ri  I  JM  JN  b.       Quinquagesima. 

o  Wide  it  unveils  celestial  worlds, 
Where  deathless  pleasures  reicrn, 
And  bids  me  seek  my  portion  there, 
Kor  bids  me  seek  in  vain : 

4  Shows  me  the  precious  promise,  seal'd 

With  the  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  helps  my  feeble  hopes  to  rest 
Upon  a  faithful  God. 

5  There,  there,  unshaken,  would  I  rest 

Till  this  vile  body  dii  -  ; 
And  then,  on  faith's  triumphant  wing?, 
At  once  to  glory  rise  I 


Ash  Wednesday. 

106  To 

1 


WIXDSOE. 


(CM.) 

r\  LORD,  turn  not  thy  face  from  me, 
^-^    A\  ho  lie  in  woeful  s  ate, 
Lamenting  all  n  y  sinful  life 
Before  thy  mercy-gate ! 

A  gate  that  opens  wide  to  those 

That  do  lament  their  sin  : 
Shut  not  the  gate  against  me,  Lord, 

Put  let  me  enter  in  ! 

So  come  I  to  thy  mercy  gate, 

"Where  mercy  doth  abound, 
Imploring  pardon  for  my  >in, 

To  heal  my  deadly  wound. 

Mercy,  good  Lord,  mercy  J  ask, 

This  is  the  total  sum : 
For  mercy,  Lord,  is  all  my  suit; 

Lord,  let  thy  mercy  come! 
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Ash  Wednesday. 
10  7     TlJNE  59 


HYMNS. 

(S.M.) 


SELBY. 


OLORD,  how  vile  am  I, 
Unholy  and  unclean  ! 


f 


>ly 

How  can  I  dare  to  venture  nigh 
With  such  a  load  of  sin  ? 

2     Myself  can  hardly  bear 

This  wretched  heart  of  mine  ; 

How  hateful  then  must  it  appear 

To  those  pure  eyes  of  thine  ! 

C     And  must  I  then  indeed 
Sink  in  despair  and  die  ! 
Fain  would  I  hope  that  thou  didst  bleed 
For  such  a  wretch  as  I. 

4  That  blood  which  thou  hast  spilt, 
That  grace  which  is  thine  own, 

Can  cleanse  the  vilest  sinner's  guilt, 
And  soften  hearts  of  stone. 

5  Low  at  thy  feet  I  bow, 
O  pity  and  forgive! 

Here  will  I  lie  and  wait  till  thou 
Shalt  bid  me  rise  and  live. 


HYMNS.      Ash  Wednesday. 

My  soul  obeys  th'  Almighty  call, 

And  runs  to  this  relief; 
I  would  believe  thy  promise,  Lord, 

O  help  my  unbelief! 

To  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  biood, 

Incarnate  God,  I  rly  ! 
Here  let  me  wash  my  spotted  soul 

From  crimes  of  deepest  dye  ! 

A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 

On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall ; 
Be  thou 'my  strength  and  righteousness, 

]\ly  Jesus,  and  my  all! 


109     Tune  84.        (8's.) 


STTHES. 


108    T*w 15-      («■*•) 


ST.  MARY. 
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n()W  sad  our  state  by  nature  is! 
Our  sin  how  deep  it  stains! 
And  Batan  binds  our  captive  minds 
Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

But  there's  a  voice  of  sov'reign  grace 
Sounds  from  the  sacred  word  ; 

"Ho!  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 
And  trust  upon  the  Lord!" 


1  (^  RE  AT  God  of  wonders,  all  thy  ways 
^"  Are  matchless,  godlike,  and  divine! 
Lut  the  fair  glories  of  thy  grace 

More  godlike  and  unrivall'd  shine: 
Who  is  a  pard'ning  God  like  thee? 
Or  wdio  has  grace  so  rich  and  fiee  ? 

2  In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  jov, 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye, 
A  pardon  seal'd  with  Jesus1  Mood  : 

Who  is  a  paru'ning  God,  &c. 

3  O  may  this  strange,  this  malchless  grace, 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the' wide  earth  with  grateful  praise, 
And  all  th'  angelic  choirs  above  I 

Who  is  l  pard'ning  God,  &c 
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Ash  Wednesday. 
110     Tuxes. 


HYMNS. 


DEV0NSH1EE. 


1  TP  to  the  Lord  that  reigns  on  high, 
*^    And  views  the  nations  from  afar, 

Let  everlasting  praises  fly, 

And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  are  ! 

2  Our  sorrows  and  our  tears  we  pour 

Into  the  bosom  of  our  God  : 
lie  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour, 
And  helps  us  bear  the  heavy  load. 

3  O  could  our  thankful  hearts  devise 

A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace, 
To  the  third  heav'n  our  songs  should  rise, 
And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praise ! 


Ill 


B  42. 


(B.H.) 

/TJ.1VE  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 
^    Hope,  and  be  undismay'd! 


MASK.UI. 


God  hears  thy  righfl  and  counts  thy  tears; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

22     Through  waves,  through  clouds  and  storms, 
He  gently  clears  thy  way; 
Wait  thou  his  time,  so  shall  the  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  daw 

0     When  he  makes  bare  his  arm, 
"What  shall  his  work  withstand? 
When  he  his  people's  cause  defends, 

"Who,  who  shall  stay  his  Land  P 

4     Leave  to  his  sov'n  ign  sway 
To  choose  and  to  command  ; 
With  wonder  fill'd  tliou  then  shalt  own 
How  wise,  how  strong  his  ban 
204 
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1st 


112    Turns  52.        (ox) 


Sun  day  in 

Lent. 


apostles' 


fTUlE  Lord  will  happiness  divine 
-1-   On  contrite  hearts  bestow; 
Then  tell  me,  gracious  God,  is  mine 

A  contrite  heart  or  no  ? 
^ly  best  desires  are  faint  and  few, 

1  fain  would  strive  for  more! 
But  when  I  cry,  "  My  strength  renew,* 

Seem  weaker  than  before. 
O  make  this  heart  rejoice  or  ache  ! 

Decide  this  doubt  for  me! 
And  if  it  be  not  broken,  break  ! 

And  heal  it,  if  it  be! 


Tune  93.         (1  19tii.) 


POET 


113 

1  T^^^U®Htrouhle8assail,anddanger8affiright, 
-1-  Though  friends  should  all  (ail,  and  foes  all 

unite : 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide, 
Thescriptureassuresua  '-the Lord  will  provide." 

2  When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our  path,  A 
And  fills  us  with  fears,  we  triumph  by  faith  ;    * 
He  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he  has  tried, 
This  heart-cheering  promise,  "the  Lord  will 

provide." 

3  No  strength  of  our  own  or  goodness  we  claim  ; 
Yet  since  we  have  known  the  Saviour's  great 

name, 
In  this  our  strong  tower  lor  safety  we  hide, 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  "the  Lord  will  provide," 

4  When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in  view. 
This  word  of  Disgrace  shall  comfort  u  through: 
No  fearing  or  quailing  with  Christ  on  our  nde 
'1  hough  nature  be  failing  "the  Lord  will  provide." 
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1st  Sunday  in 
Lent. 

LI  4  Tr*E  84- 


HYMNS. 


(8's) 


SPIKES. 


1  TTTHEM"  gath'ring  clouds  around  I  view, 

'  »     And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain 
Experienc'd  ev'ry  human  pain! 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heav'nly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do; 

Still  he,  who  felt  temptation's  power, 

Shall  guard  me  in  that  dang'rous  hour. 

Z  If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismay'd,  my  spirit  dies, 

il  he.  who  onco  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sick'ning  anguish  of  despa ir, 

lall  sweetly  sooth,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  Btreaming  eye. 

4  And,  0!   when  I  have  safely  pass'd 
Through  «  very  conflict  but  the  la-t, 

11,  i.o;  I,  uneban  ing,  watch  beside 
My  dying  bed,  for  thou  ha>-t  died! 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away ! 


HYMNS. 


1st  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


2  Touch'd  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  he  has  felt  the  same. 

3  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh 

Pour'd  out  his  cries  and  tears, 
And  in  his  measure  feels  afresh 
"What  ev'ry  member  bears. 

4  [He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name.] 

C     Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  his  power; 
We  shall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 


116  TrNK  GG-     (°-M-) 


YOBK. 
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.)  10.        (cm.) 
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~YVrrni  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
*  *    of  our  High  Priest  above  ; 
heart  is  made  of  tendern 
ilis  bowels  melt  with  love. 


1  nPRBASURES  of  everlasting  might 
-*-    In  our  Jehovah  dwell  ; 

lie  gives  the  conquest  to  the  weak, 
And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 

2  Mere  mortal  power  shall  fade  and  die, 

And  youthful  vigour  cease, 

But  we  that  wait  upon  the  Lord 
Shall  feel  our  strength  inci\ 

3  The  saints  shall  mount  on  eagles'  wings, 

And  ta^te  the  promis'd  blii  . 

Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive 
Where  perfect  pleasure  is. 
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CHILTON. 


Tuhb  74.         (air.) 

1  HPIIE  saints  should  never  be  dismay 'd, 
-*-    Nor  sink  in  hopeless  fear  : 

For  when  they  least  expect  \\\s  aid 
The  Saviour  will  appear. 

2  This  Abr'ham  found;  lie  rais'd  the  knife, 

God  saw,  and  said,  "Forbear, 
Yon  ram  shall  yield  his  meaner  life; 
Behold  the  victim  there  !" 

3  "When  Jonah  sunk  beneath  the  wave, 

He  thought  to  rise  no  more; 
But  God  prepar'd  a  fish  to  save 
And  bear  him  to  the  shore. 

4  B!e«t  proofs  of  power  and  grace  divine, 

That  meet  u->  in  his  word! 
May  ev'ry  deep-felt  care  of  mine 
Be  trusted  with  the  Lord! 

5  "Wait  for  his  seasonable  aid, 

And  though  it  tarry,  wait: 
The  promise  may  be  long  delay'd, 
But  cannot  come  too  late. 


118     Tune  53. 


Sunday  in  Lent. 

I.)  EBF0RD. 
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i  ESTJS,  my  strength,  my  hope, 
**    On  thee  I  ca-t  my  care, 
With  humble  confidence  look  up, 

And  know  thou  hear'.-t  my  prt 

I  want  a  godly  fe  ir, 
A  quick-discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  thee  when  Bin  is  near, 
And  sees  the  tempter  I'y ; 


HYMNS. 


2nd  Sunday  in- 
Lent. 


3  A  spirit  still  prepar'd, 

An  1  arm'd  with  jealous  care, 
For  ever  standing  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 

4  I  rest  upon  thy  word  ; 
The  promise  is  for  me  ; 

My  succour  and  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  surely  come  from  thee  ! 

119     Tune  oG.  (l.u.)  wabxhax. 

1  /^OME,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed, 

^   Come,  and  accept  the  promVd  rest ! 
The  Saviour's  gracious  call  obey, 
And  cast  your  gloomy  lean  away  ! 

2  Oppress'd  with  guilt,  a  painful  load, 

O  come,  ami  Bpread  your  woes  abroad, 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love, 
"Will  all  the  painful  had  remove. 

3  Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  Hows 

To  cleanse  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  woes  j 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace; 

llow  rich  the  gilt !    how  free  the  grace  ! 

4  Lord,  we  accept  with  thankful  heart 
The  hope  thy  gracious  words  im|  art  ! 
We  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejo 
And  Lless  the  kind  inviting  voice ! 

.',  Dear  Saviour,  let  thj  rful  love 

Confirm  our  faith,  our  .  move, 

Ami  sweetly  influence  ev'ry  breast) 


And  guide  us  to  eternal  i 
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2nd  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


HYMNS. 


ST.  STKFTIEN. 


120     Tune  45.         (cm.) 

1  A  MAZING  grace!  (how  sweet  the  sound!) 
-^-  That  saved  a  wretch  like  me! 

I  orre  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
"Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  'Twaa  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear, 

And  grace  my  fears  reliev'd  ; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believ'd  ! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares 

I  have  a' ready  come  : 
'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  [The  Lord  has  promis'd  good  to  me, 

His  word  my  hopes  secures; 
He  will  my  shield  and  portion  be 
As  long  as  life  endures.] 

5  Yes,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  CO 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 
A  lift  ot  joy  and  peace. 

C  The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow, 
The  miii  Imi  hear  to  shine : 
But  God,  who  called  me  here  below, 
Will  be  for  ever  m.ne. 

1  21      TrNE  4C-  ('■  •*•)  MUNICH. 

1    DLEST  arc  the  humble  souls  that  see 
-**  Their  em ptinesa  and  poverty; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  rue  given, 
And  crowni  of  joy  laid  up  in  heav'n. 
210 


HYMNS. 


2nd  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


2  Blest  are  the  men  of  broken  heart, 

AY  bo  mourn  for  sin  with  inward  smart ; 
The  blood  of  Christ  divinely  flows, 
A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

3  Blest  are  the  souls  who  thirst  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness  ; 

They  shall  be  well  supplied  and  fed 
With  living  streams  and  living  bread. 

4  Blest  are  the  pure,  whose  hearts  are  clean, 
From  the  defiling  power  of  sin  ; 

With  endless  pleasure  they  shall  see 
A  God  of  spotless  purity. 

5  Blest  are  the  sufT'rers  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus  sake: 
Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 


122 


Tune  61. 


(l..V.) 


£>T.  OLAVB. 


1  rpnY  ways,  O  Lord,  with  wise  design, 
-■-  Are  fram'd  upon  thy  throne  above, 
And  ev'ry  dark  and  bending  line, 

Meets  iu  the  centre  of  thy  love  ! 

2  Thy  flock,  thy  own  peculiar  care, 

Though  now  they  seem  to  roam  un-cyed, 
Are  led  or  driven  only  where 
They  best  and  safest  may  abide. 

3  My  favour'd  soul  shall  meekly  learn 

To  lay  her  reason  at  thy  throne! 
Too  weak  thy  secrets  to  discern, 
I'll  trust  thee  for  my  guide  alone. 
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HYMNS. 
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Tune  3. 


(L.ir.)  DEVONSHIRE. 

1  C°ivEr  "racioiIS  SPir^  heav'nly  dove, 

With  light  and  comfort  from  above! 
he  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  guide. 
O'er  ev'ry  thought  and  step  preside! 

2  Conduct  us  safe,  conduct  us  far 
From  ev'ry  sin  and  hurtful  snare  ; 
Lead  to  thy  word  that  rules  must  give 
And  teach  us  lessons  how  to  live!  ° 

3  The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  thy  way' 

Plant  holy  fear  in  ev'ry  heart, 

That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart! 

4  Lead  us  to  holiness,  the  road 

That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God' 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures'  stray  ! 

5  Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest, 
In  his  enjoyment  to  he  bleat ! 
Lead  us  t()  beav'n,  the  seat  of  bliss, 
\\  here  pleasure  in  perfection  is! 

3rd  Sunday  in  Lent. 

DONCASTEB. 
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TUSI  39.         (|  M.) 

/^UR  heav'nly  Father  call- 
v-y   And  Christ  invites  us  nc 


near; 


212 


ith  both  our  friendship  shall  be  sweet 

And  our  communion  dear 
9     God  pities  all  my  griefs; 

He  pardons  ev'rv  day  ; 
Almighty  to  protect  my  soul, 

And  wise  to  guide  my  way. 


HYMN  S.  3rd  Sunday  in 

Lent. 

3  How  large  his  bounties  are ! 
What  various  stores  of  jjood, 

Diffus'd  from  my  Redeemer's  hand, 
And  purchas'd  with  his  blood! 

4  Jesus,  my  living  head, 

I  bless  thy  faithful  care! 
Mine  Advocate  before  the  throne 
And  my  Forerunner  there. 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart ! 
Here  wait,  my  warmest  love! 

Till  the  communion  be  complete 
In  nobler  scenes  above. 


125     TuneGS.         (cm.) 
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rPTGIITOX. 

Yin  I  EX,  O  dew  Jesus,  when  shall  I 

Behold  thee,  all  serene 
Blest  in  perpetual  sabbath-day, 
Without  a  veil  between? 

Assist  me  while  I  wander  here 

Amidst  a  world  of  can 
Incline  my  heart  to  pray  with  love, 

And  then  accept  my  prayers] 

Spare  me,  O  God!   ()  spare  the  soul 

1  hat  gives  itself  to  thee  ! 
Take  all  that  I  possess  below, 

And  give  thyself  to  me! 

Thy  Spirit,  0  mv  Saviour,  give 

To  be  my  guide  and  friend, 
-Io  hgbl  my  path  to  c  »  j  tyq 

W  here  sabbaths  never  end! 
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3rcZ  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


HYMNS. 


126     Tune  101.        (8's.) 


HAMBURG. 


1  "¥T7"HY  should  I  fear  the  darkest  hour, 

'  *     Or  tieinble  at  the  tempest's  power? 
Jesus  vouchsafes  to  be  my  tower. 
Though  hot  the  fight,  why  quit  the  field, 
Why  must  I  either  flee  or  3'ield, 
Since  Jesus  is  my  mighty  shield? 

2  Though  all  the  flocks  and  herds  were  dead, 
My  soul  a  famine  need  not  dread, 

For  Jesus  is  my  living  bread. 
I  know  not  what  may  soon  betide, 
Or  how  my  wants  may  be  supplied ; 
But  Jesus  knows  and  will  provide. 

3  Though  sin  would  fill  me  with  distress, 
The  throne  of  grace  I  dare  address, 
For  Jesus  is  my  righteousness. 
Against  me  earth  and  hell  combine, 

J  hit  on  my  side  is  power  divine; 
Jesus  is  all,  and  he  is  mine. 
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Tune  4.  (cm.)  London  new. 

Gl  OI)  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
'    His  wonders  to  perform; 
lie  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 
Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
lie  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sov'reigu  will. 
Yc  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head  ! 


HYMNS. 


Zrd  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace: 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
lie  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  [His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unlolding  ev'ry  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower.] 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  his  work  in  vain; 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

L28    Tmra65.      (8.8.6.)  boyet. 

1  /~\  GOD,  mine  inmost  soul  convert! 
^-^    And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress  : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  tighteousnessl 

2  Be  this  my  one  great  business  here, 
With  serious  industry  and  fear 

Eternal  bliss  t'  insure  I 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfil, 
And  suffer  all  thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure ! 

3  Then,  Saviour,  then,  my  soul  receive, 
Transported  from  this  vale  to  live 

And  reign  with  thee  above; 
Where  faith  is  sweetly  lost  insight, 
And  hope  in  full  supreme  delight, 


And  everlasting  love! 
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ABRIDGE. 


129     Tune  49.        (cm.) 

1  TTEAR'  gracious  God,  my  humble  moan, 

To  thee  I  breathe  my  sighs! 
When  will  the  mournful  night  be  gone? 
And  when  my  joys  arise  ? 

2  Yet,  though  my  soul  in  darkness  mourns, 

Thy  word  is  all  my  stay  ; 
Here  I  would  re-t  till  night  returns; 
Thy  presence  makes  my  day. 

3  Speak,  Lord,  and  bid  celestial  peace 

Relieve  my  aching  heart! 
O  smile,  and  bid  my  sorrows  cea9e, 
And  all  the  gloom  depart! 

4  Then  shall  my  drooping  spirit  rise, 

And  bless  thy  he;  ling  rays, 
And  change  these  deep  complaining  sighs 
For  songs  of  sacred  praise. 

At h  Sunday  in  Lent. 
Tune  4.         (cm.)  London  new. 

1  f\  FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
^  My  great  Redeemer's  praise  I 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  grace! 

2  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids-  our  sorrows  erase; 
Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

3  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancell'd  sin, 

lie  sets  the  pritTner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 
His  blood  avaii'd  lor  me 
21G 
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4th  Sunday  in 
Lent. 

He  ^speaks;  and  list'ning  to  his  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice; 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

5     Hear  him,  ye  deaf!  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
^Your  loosen'd  tongues  employ! 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come! 
And  leap,  ye  lame;  for  joy  ! 

C     Look  unto  him,  ye  nations !  own 
Your  God,  ye' fallen  race! 
Look^and  be  sav'd  through  faith  alone, 
Be  justified  by  grace ! 

lol    Tune  37.        (l.m.)  bockingham. 

1  J^FFLICTED  saint,  to  Christ  draw  near! 

Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear! 
His  faithful  word  declares  to  thee, 
That  "as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

2  Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong; 
Am\  if  the  conflict  shall  he  long, 

Thy  Lord  will  make  the  tempter  flee, 
For  "as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

3  Should  persecution  rage  and  flame, 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  shall  see 

That  "as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

4  When  ghastly  death  appears  in  view, 
Christ's  presence  shall  thy  fears  subdue: 
He  Comes  to  set  thy  spirit  ! 

And  "as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 
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HYMNS. 


132    Tra»«L       (cm.) 


el  v. 


MY  Saviour,  let  me  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  these  word*  of  peace, 
And  all  my  warmest  powers  shall  join 
To  celebrate  the  grace. 

With  gent'e  smiles  call  me  thy  child, 
And  speak  my  sins  forgiven! 

The  accents  mild  shall  charm  mine  ear, 
All  like  the  harps  of  heav'n. 

Cheerful,  where'er  thy  hand  shall  lead, 
The  dark' st  path  I'll  tread; 

Cheerful  I\l  quit  these  mortal  shores, 
And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

AY  hen  dreadful  jjnilt  is  done  away, 

No  other  fears  we  know; 
That  hand  which  scatters  pardons  down 

Shall  crowns  of  life  bestow. 


133 


Tune  37.        (l.m.) 


EOCKINGEAM. 


1  rpHB  Lord  is  King!     Lift  up  thy  voice, 
J-    O  MTth,  and  all  \e  heav'ns  rejoice; 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring: 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 

2  lie  reigns!  ye  saints,  exalt  your  strains: 
Youi  I  Kinjr,  your  Father  reigm! 
And  lie  is  at  the  t  ather's  aide, 

The  Man  of  love,  the  Crucfied. 

3  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens  known  I 
He  will  present  them  at  the  throne; 

An  1  angi  i  hands  arc  Waiting  there, 
His  iiieseagea  ol  lo\e  to  bear. 
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4th  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


4  One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures  : 
He  reigns,  anu*  hie  and  death  aie  yours: 
Through  earth  and  heav'n  one  song  ihall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 


134    Tune  94.        (7.G.) 


JEESET. 


1  T>  ISE,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 
-*-*/  Thy  better  portion  trace; 

Rise  Irom  tran-itory  things 

Towards  heav'n,  thy  native  place! 

Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars,  decay  ; 
Time  shall  soon  this  t-aith  remove \ 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  ha-te  away 
To  seats  piepar'd  above ! 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

IS  or  stay  in  all  their  course; 
Fire,  ascending  se.ks  the  sun; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source: 
Thus  a  soul,  new  born  of  God, 

Tants  to  view  hi-  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cea^c,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn! 

Pi  ess  onward  to  the  pnz  I  ; 
Soon  the  Sa\  iour  will  letuiu 

Triumphant  in  the  shies : 
Yi  I  a  season,  a<  d  you  know, 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given ; 
All  your  soi  rows  lilt  bc'ow, 

And  earth  exchanii'd  for  heav'n. 
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HYMNS. 


4^/i  Sunday  in 
Lent. 

I     135     TuNE90.        (p.m.)  LIJTHEE,g 

1   TIJrE  L°Id  £»W»t  from  Sinai's  brow 
Am1  Gav*  forth  Lis  voice  of  thunder; 
And  Israel  lay  on  eartli  below, 

Outstretched  in  fear  and  wonder 
Beneath  his  feet  was  pitchy  ni-ht 
And   at  his  left  hand  and  his  right, 
1  he  rocks  were  rent  asunder. 
8  The  Lord  of  love,  on  Calvary 
A  meek  and  auff  ring  stranger, 
Uprais'd  to  heav'n  his  languid  eve 

In  nature's  hour  of  danger 
lor  us  he  bore  the  weight  of  woe, 
*0|  us  he  gave  his  blood  to  flow, 
And  met  his  Father's  anger. 

8  The  Lord  of  love,  the  Lord  of  might, 

J  he  King  of  all  created, 
bhall  hack  return  to  claim  his  right, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  : 
With  trumpet-sound  and  angel  -sons 
A.ulhalleloj:,!,.  loud  and  lour  °' 

Oer  death  and  hell  defraud! 

inn  bih  Sunday  in  Lent. 

I -JO     Tune  12.        (S.M.)        mount  enuui*. 
1    'HPlSOod  the  Spirit  leads 

In  paths  before  unknown; 
Ihe  work  to  he  perform'd  .sours, 
ihc  Strength  is  all  his  own. 

2       Assisted  by   |){fl  lj; 

^  e  still  1  uraue  our  vny  ■ 

And  hope  at  last  to  reach  the  prim 

Secure  111  endless  d„ v. 
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HYMNS. 


5th  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


3     'Tis  he  that  works  to  will, 
'Tis  he  that  works  to  do; 

His  is  the  power  by  which  we  act, 
His  be  the  glory  too  I 


(S.7.) 


137     Tu*E  83. 

1  H^m  the4lda*  so  bri«ht  »  gtoiy, 
\\  hen  the  great  Redeemer  rose  ! 
Hail  the  day  when  saints  adore  thee, 

Day  of  rest  and  calm  repose; 
liy  Jehovah's  -race  allotted 
All  Ids  wonders  to  display 
Now,  to  holy  joy  devoted, 

Prayer  and  pr"aise  shall  fill  the  day. 

3  Shout  Hoaanna  to  the  Saviour 

In  your  noblest: strains  below- 
Life  eternal,  end  ess  favour, 

From  his  cruaa  and  vict'rv  flow 
Let  thme  ear  in  mercv  bendin 

Great  Redeemer,  hear  our  cries! 
And  thy  richer  graee  descending 

Met*  thy  church  with  fuUaupplieaf 

3  Jeans,  thee  our  Saviour  bailing, 

Hue  our  God  id  praise  are  own: 
Highest  honours  never-faili 

li'sr  eternal  round  thy  throne! 
No   ,3    aainta,  his  |>ower  confewimr 

In  your  grateful  utra  in  adore! 
For  liia  mercy,  never-otaaJog, 

Flowa  and  lions  lor  evermore 


TIZKXA. 
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5lh  Sunday  in 
Lent. 


HYMNS. 


138     Tune  95.       (6.8.4.) 


JUJXIH. 


1  rpiIE  God  of  Abr'ham  praise, 
J-    NY  ho  reigns  enthron'd  above, 

Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 
And  God  of  Love  ! 
Jehovah,  Great  I  AM, 
By  earth  and  heav'n  confess'd : 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacied  Name, 
For  ever  ble.-s'd! 

2  The  God  of  Abr'ham  praise, 
At  whose  supreme  command 

From  earth  1  rise,  and  seek  the  joys, 
At  his  right  hand! 
I  all  on  earth  intake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power; 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 
lily  shield  and  tower. 

3  The  God  of  Abr'ham  praise, 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 

Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 
In  all  my  waya ! 
He  calls  a  "worm  his  friend; 
lie  call-  himself  my  God; 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jesu's  blood. 

4  lie  by  himself  hath  sworn; 
I  on  hi-  oath  depend  ; 

I  shall,  on  eagles'  wmgs  up-borne, 
To  heav'n  ascend  : 


HYMNS. 
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Lent. 
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I  shall  behold  his  face, 
I  -hall  his  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 
For  evermore. 

lo9    Tune  61.        (l.m.)  st.  olate. 

1  OEE  where  the  Lord  bis  glory  spreads 

^  Through  yonder  mansions  rill'd  with  light ; 
His  least  perfection  far  exceeds 
The  reach  of  fancy's  boldest  flight. 

2  Around  his  everlasting  throne 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  sing : 
They  worship  him  as  God  alone, 
And  crown  him  everlasting  King. 

3  Approach,  ye  saint-',  this  God  is  yours! 

'lis  Jesns  fills  the  throne  above; 
Ye  cannot  fail  while  God  endures  ; 
Ye  cannot  want  while  God  is  love ! 

4  Come  then,  and  swell  the  note  of  praise ! 

In  Jesu's  name  rejoice  and  sing! 
"While  angels  on  his  glory  case, 

The  saints  may  cry,  "Behold  our  King!" 

5  [Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King, 

To  thee  the  praise  of  tieav'u  belongs  1 
Yet  smile  on  us,  who  fain  would  hung 
The  tribute  of  our  humbler  songs  !    . 

G  Though  sin  defile  our  worship  h<  re, 
We  hope,  ere  long,  thy  face  to  view; 
In  heav'n  with  angels  to  appear, 

And  praise  thy  Name  as  angels  do.] 
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Tune  85.        (6.8.)  handel's  3bd. 

GIVE  immortal  praise 

-1-  To  God  the  Father's  love, 

For  all  my  comforts  here. 

And  better  hopes  above  : 

He  sent  his  own  eternal  Son 

To  die  for  sins  that  man  had  done. 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 

Immortal  glory  too, 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 

From  everlasting  woe : 
And  now  he  live?,  and  now  he  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  his  painsf 

3  To  God  the  Spirit's  Name 

Immortal  worship  give, 
Whose  new-creating  power 

Makes  the  dead  sinner  live  : 
His  work  completes  the  great  design, 
And  fills  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  God,  to  thee' 

15e  endless  honours  done, 
The  undivided  Three, 
And  the  mysterious  One! 
Where  reason  tails  with  all  her  power-, 
There  faith  prevails  and  love  adores. 

141    Tr-N'£  06.       (p.m.)  ewtas  haeold. 
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TCMiOM  Egypt  lately  come, 
-1-    Where  death  at  .uess  rei^n, 

We  seek  our  new,  our  better  home, 
Where  we  our  rest  shall  gain. 

Hallelujah  1 
We  are  on  our  way  to  God. 


HYMNS. 
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2  To  Canaan's  sacred  bound 
We  haste  with  songs  of  joy! 

Where  peace  and  liberty  are  found, 
And  sweets  that  never  cloy. 

Hallelujah!  &c. 

3  [Our  toils  and  conflicts  cease 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore; 

We  there  shall  dwell  in  endless  peace, 
And  never  hunger  more. 

Hallelujah!  &c. 

4  But  hark  !  those  distant  sounds 
That  strike  our  list'ning  ears, 

They  come  from  Canaan's  happy  bounds, 
\\  here  God  our  King  appears. 

Hallelujah!  &c] 

5  There,  in  celestial  strains, 
Enraptur'd  myriads  sin 

There  love  in  tVry  bosom  reigns, 

For  God  himself  i    King. 

Hallelujah!  &c. 

6  We  soon  shall  join  the  thro: 
Their  pleasure*  we  -wall  sha 

And  e  og  the  everlasting  sc 
With  all  the  ransom'd  there. 

Hallelujah!  fee. 

7  How  sweet  the  prospect  is ! 
It  cheers  the  pilgrim  t  ; 

We're  jonrnering  through  the  wilder;. 
Bat  SOOU  ihsJJ  gain  our  i\ 

'  Hallelujah]  &c. 
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Tune  90. 


(S-7.) 


luther's. 


1  Cj-W  is  our  refuse  ever  near, 
^*    Oar  help  in  tribulation  ; 


Therefore  his  people  shall  not  fear 

Amid  a  wreck'd  creation. 
Though  mountains  from  their  base  be  hurl'd, 
And  ocean  shake  the  solid  ■world, 

The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  stream  that  flows  from  Sion's  hill 

Shall  yet,  serenely  gliding 
With  joy  the  holy  city  fill, 

His  presence  there  abiding: 
The  Lord,  her  glory  and  defence, 
Will  guard  his  chosen  residence, 

His  timely  aid  providing. 


14 


,3 


Tune  07.       (7's.)  nouGinoN-LE-srEiNG. 


1    DOCK  of  age«>,  cleft  for  me, 
■*-^  Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  thy  riven  side  which  flow'd, 
Be  of  nn  the  double  cure, 
Cleanse  rac  from  its  guilt  and  power! 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hand', 
ii  fulfil  thy  law's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow  ; 
Al!  for  Bin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 
22G 
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3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly; 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die ! 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment-throne, 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  ! 
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j     Ttxi:  88.         (7's.) 


SOMEELEY. 


1  QONS  of  Sion,  raise  your  son<;s ! 
*°  Praise  to  Sion's  King  belongs; 

His  the  victor's  crown  and  tame, 
Glory  to  the  Saviour's  name! 

2  Sore  the  strife,  but  rich  the  prize, 
Precious  in  the  victor's  eyes  ! 
Glorious  is  the  work  achiev'd, 
Satan  vanquished,  man  rcliewl. 

3  Sing  we  then  the  victor's  prftif 
Go  ye  forth  and  strew  the  ways; 
Bid  him  welcome  to  his  throne; 
He  is  worthy,  he  alone  ! 

4  Place  the  crown  upon  his  brow; 
Ey'ry  knee  to  him  shall  bow  ; 
Him  the  brightest  seraph  sings; 
lleav'n  proclaims  him  "King  of  kin<rs." 
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145     Tune  Sg.        (6.4.) 


ABBEY  DOBB. 
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QLORY  to  God  on  high ! 
^    Let  earth  and  skies  reply, 

Praise  ye  his  Name  I 
His  love  and  grace  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore; 
Sing  aloud  evermore, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb." 

Jesus,  our  Lord  and  God, 
Bore  sin's  tremendous  load ; 

Praise  ye  his  Name  ! 
Tell  what  his  arm  hath  done, 
What  spoils  from  deatli  lie  won! 
Sing  his  great  Name  alone 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb." 

Join,  all  ye  ransom'd  race, 
Our  holy  Lord  to  bless ; 

Praise  ye  his  Name! 
In  him  we  will  rejoice, 
-And  make  a  joyful  nose, 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb." 

Then  let  the  ho^ts  above, 
In  realms  of  endless  love, 

Praise  his  char  ^N'ume! 
To  him  ascribed  be 
Honour  and  majesty, 
Through  all  eternity : 

"Worthy  the  Lamb." 


HYMNS.         Sunday  before 

Easter. 

146    Tune  4.  (C.M.)  London  new. 

1  A  LTL"HAIL»  the  power  of  Jesus  name ! 
■"-  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

A  remnant  weak  and  small, ' 
Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

3  Ye  Gentile  sinners,  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

4  Let  ev'ry  kindred,  ev'ry  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

5  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

He  at  his  feet  may  fall; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  Bong, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  ail  F 

147    Tune  93.      (10.11.)  Portuguese. 

1  W-B  joyfully  sing  with  angels  above 

tt;  i  S.f/nUV>Ur  K"'-'  ilIS  I,mUT  Md  love  ; 
His  Look  fulloi  neatness  commandeth  the  sky 
His  heart  tall  oifweetness  relents  at  our  cry 

2  lie  nffer'd  oar  pain  and  took  op  our  curse, 
And  dying  to  reign,  he  triumphed  thus : 
^-wnquering  Je8U8  our  ifing  we  proclaim, 
He  reignetfl  to  bless  us,  and  blest!  we  his  name! 
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Monday  before 
Easter. 


HYMNS. 


DEVONSHIRE. 


praise 


148    Tune  3.         (lx.) 

1  A  WAKE>  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays, 
-*-*•  And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me; 
His  loving-kindness,  0  how  free  ! 

2  Though  num'rous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose) 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  alono-; 

His  loving-kindness,  O  how  strong! 

3  [When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gather'd  thick  and  thunder'd  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood; 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  good !] 

4  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  ; 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail: 
O  may  my  last  expiring  breath 

His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death ! 

5  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day; 
And  ling,  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies  I 


149    Tune  77. 


Tuesday  before  Hatter. 
(?'s)  BEBLI2C. 


230 


Q.O  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  Peel  the  tempter's  power, 
lour  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

Watch  with  him  one  hitter  hour! 
iurn  not  from  his  griefi  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray  ' 


HYMNS. 


Tuesday  before 
Easter. 


2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall, 

Viev  the  Lord  of  life  trraign'd  j 
0  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

O  the  pangs  his  soul  sustain'd ! 
Shun  not  sufTring,  shame,  or  loss; 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross ! 

3  Calv'ry's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 

There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time. 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete: 
"It  is  finish'd,"  hear  him  cry; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

\\  here  they  laid  his  breathless  clay! 
All  u  solitude  and  gloom; 

"Who  hath  taken  him  away? 
Christ  is  ris'n;  he  meets  our  eyes; 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise! 
Wednesday  before  Easter. 

150     TUK.49.         (CM.)  abridge. 

1  rpjlK  Lord,  how  kind  are  all  his  ways 
■*■    When  most  they  seem  severe: 

He  frowns,  and  scourges,  and  rebukes, 
That  we  may  learn  his  fear. 

2  With  thorns  he  fences  up  our  path, 

And  builds  a  wall  around, 
To  guard  us  from  the  death  that  lurks 
In  sin's  forbidden  ground. 

3  Return,  ye  wand'ring  souls,  return, 

And  seek  his  tender  breast! 
Call  back  the  mem'ry  of  the  days 
A\  lien  there  you  found  your  rest! 


1Q 


CAITHNESS. 


CM. 


4 


3=^ 


3=£2 


-s>- 


z^: 


# 


£ 


Z2ZI 


IZ 


-S»- 


£S>" 


-O- 


Z2I 


5=z^=g: 


i_^    z^zzz: 


zz 


-<s>- 


Z2I 


-S'- 


K— z± 


zz 


^ 


zz 


-<s> — ^- 


j_a 


^_ 


-^ 


i^_ 


i 


z^: 


3 


^E 


■©■ 


Z2 c 


^> 


^— & 


L-M-£<S>- 


& 


!S- 


jf 


ZZ 


-s>- 


<s> 


S> 


~^~ 


i. 


zz 


=^= 


--*. 


^-^g 


zz 


£± 


&- 


i    ^ 


i& 


-&- 


\F3~X 


~r\ 


Thursday  before      HYMNS. 
Jl  aster. 

151    Tune  7.         (c.ir.)  SArL> 

1  J^SUS,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold 
v    A  tliousand  glories  more 

Than  the  rich  gems,  and  polish'd  gold, 
The  sons  of  Aaron  wore  ! 

2  They  first  their  own  burnt-off'rings  brought, 

To  purge  themselves  from  sin : 
Thy  life  was  pure,  without  a  spot, 
And  all  thy  nature  clean. 

3  Jesus,  the  King  of  glory,  reigns 

On  Sion's  heav'nly  hill ; 
Looks  like  a  lamb  that  has  been  slain, 
And  wears  his  priesthood  still. 

4  He  ever  lives  to  intercede 

Before  his  Father's  face  ; 
Give  him,  my  soul,  thy  cause  to  plead, 
is  or  doubt  the  Father's  grace! 

Good  Friday. 

lOZ    Tune  3.        (l.m.)  devonshibb. 

1  TyHEN  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God ! 
All  the  vain  tilings  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet  ? 

^r  tnorus  COI»pose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 
2o2 


HYMNS.  Good  Friday, 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ;  ' 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


153 


Tune  23.      (8.7.4.) 


ASHBUETON. 


1  TJARK!  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
-*-■*-  Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary  ! 
See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 

Shakes  the  earth  and  veils  the  akv  ■ 

"Itisfinish'd!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry  ! 

2  "It  is  finish'd!"  O  what  pleasure 

Do^  these  charming  words  afford  ! 
Heav'nly  blessings  without  measure 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord  : 

"Itisfinish'd!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record ! 

3  Finish'd  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law! 
Finish'd,  all  that  God  had  promis'd; 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe : 

|'It  is  finish'd  ! " 
Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ! 

Join  to  ring  the  pleasing  theme! 
All  in  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n. 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name' 

Hallelujah! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 
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BEELIX. 
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Good  Friday.  HYMNS. 


154    Tune  42.       (s.m.) 


MASEAM. 


1  TV"OT  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 
-^    On  Jewish  altars  slain, 

Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heav'nly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away ; 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

C     My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
"While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4    My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  thou  didst  bear 
"When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

u    Believing,  we  rejoice 
To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 


HYMNS.  Good  Friday. 

Yet,  courage !  days  and  years  will  glide, 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptiz'd  in  Jordan's  flood, 
And  wash'd  in  Jesu's  cleansing  blood. 

Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed, 
We,  through  the  Lamb,  shall  be  decreed; 
Shall  meet  the  Father,  face  to  face, 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


156    Traili       (car.) 


LIVEKrOOL. 


155     Tune  CI.        (t,m.) 


ST.  OLAVE. 


234. 


A  WAKE,  sweet  harp  of  Judah,  wake ! 
-^*-  Re-tune  thy  strings  for  Jesu's  sake ! 
We  sing  the  Saviour  of  our  race, 
The  Lamb,  our  shield  and  hiding-place. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below, 
Pollutions  still  our  heart  o'erflow; 
Fall'n,  abject,  mean,  a  sentcne'd  race, 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 


1  TESUS,  in  thy  transporting  name 
**    What  blissful  glories  rise! 
Jesus,  the  angels'  sweetest  theme ! 

The  wonder  of  the  skies! 

2  Well  might  the  skies  with  wonder  view 

A  love  so  strange  as  thine ! 
No  thought  of  angels  ever  knew 
Compassion  so  divine ! 

3  Victorious  love  !  can  language  tell 

The  wonders  of  thy  power, 
Which  conquer'd  all  the  force  of  hell, 
In  that  tremendous  hour? 

4  O  may  our  willing  hearts  confess 

Thy  sweet,  thy  gentle  sway! 
Glad  captives  of  resistless  grace, 
Thy  pleasing  rule  obey  ! 

5  Come,  dearest  Lord,  extend  thy  reign, 

Till  rebels  rise  no  more! 
Thy  praise  all  nature  then  shall  join, 
And  heav'n  and  earth  adore. 
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Good  Friday.  HYMNS. 


157 


Tuxe  6. 


(cm.) 


TEri3SE>~ 


1  SPHERE  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood 
J-  Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners,  plung'd  beneath  that  flood, 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  [The  dying  thief  rcjoic'd  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Wash'd  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  theransom'd  church  of  God 
Be  sav'd  to  sin  no  more !] 

4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

o  Then  in  a  nobler  sweeter  song 
I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save; 
"When  this  poor  lisping,  stannn'ring  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

C  Lord,  T  believe  thou  hast  prepar'd 
(Unworthy  though  1  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought  tree  reward, 
A  golden  bar])  forme  ! 

7  Tis  strung,  and  tun'd  for  endless  years, 
And  form'd  by  power  divine, 
To  sound  in  Cod  the  Lather's  cars 
No  other  name  but  thine. 
23G 


HYMNS. 


Easier  Eve. 


158     Tr>*E  37.         (M.)  ROCKINGHAM. 

1  TJVTHERE  high  the  heav'nly  temple  stands, 

*  ?  The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  Great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  He,  who  for  men  their  surety  stood, 
And  pour'd  on  earth  his  precious  blood, 
Pursues  in  heav'n  his  mighty  plan, 
The  Saviour  and  the  friend  of  man. 

3  In  ev'rv  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  "  Man  of  Sorrows"  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathizes  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  suff'rer  sends  relief. 

4  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known  ; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  heav'nly  power 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

JSaster  Day. 

159    Tune  99.  (7.1.)  B18TXR. 

1    TESUS  Christ  is  risen  to-day.    Hallelujah. 

Hal. 
Hal. 
Hal. 

Hal. 
Hal. 
Hal. 
Hal. 

Hal. 
Hal. 

Mm!. 


"    Our  triumphant  holy  day"? 
Who  did  once,  upon  the  cross, 

Sutler  to  redeem  our  lo 

J  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing 
Qnto  Christ,  our  heav'nly  kin 
Who  endur'd  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

3  But  the  pains  which  he  endur'd 
Our  salvation  bath  procur*dj 
Now  above  the  skies  he's  Bj 

A\  here  the  angel-  i  ling 
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Easier  Day. 


HYMNS. 


160 


Tune  13.      (8.8.6.) 


EEDEON. 


1  TESUS,  who  died  a  world  to  save, 
v    llevives,  and  rises  from  the  grave, 

By  his  almighty  power: 
From  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  set  free, 
He  captive  leads  captivity, 

And  lives  to  die  no  more. 

2  Children  of  God,  look  up  and  see 
Your  Saviour  cloth'u  in  majesty, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb ! 
Give  o'er  your  grief-,  cast  oil"  your  fears, 
In  heav'n  your  mansion  lie  prepares, 

And  soon  will  take  you  home ! 

o  Ills  church  is  still  his  joy  and  crown, 
He  looks  with  love  and  pity  down 

On  her  he  did  redeem  ; 
He  tastes  her  joys,  he  feels  her  woes, 
And  prays  that  she  may  spoil  her  foes, 
And  ever  reign  with  him. 


161    Tun  a  55.        (8.8.C.) 


BO  VET. 


23S 


rE'S  gone  !  see  where  his  body  lay, 
-1-1-  A  pris'ner  till  th'  appointed  day, 

Releai'd  from  prison  then  ! 
a  Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead?" 
Remember  what  the  Saviour  said, 

That  he  should  rise  again. 


HYMNS.  Easter  Day. 

2  O  joyful  sound  !  O  glorious  hour! 
"When  Jesus,  by  almighty  power, 

Reviv'd,  and  left  the  grave. 
In  all  his  works  behold  him  great! 
Before,  almighty  to  create ! 

Almighty  now  to  save! 

3  "  The  first  begotten  from  the  dead," 
Behold  him  risen,  his  people's  Head, 

To  make  their  life  secure. 
They  too,  like  him,  shall  yield  their  breath, 
Like  him,  shall  burst  the  bands  of  death: 

Their  resurrection  sure. 

4  [Why  should  his  people  now  be  sad  ? 
None  have  such  reaa  n  to  be  glad 

As  reconciled  to  God. 
Jesus  the  mighty  Saviour  lives  : 
To  them  eternal  life  he  gives, 

The  purchase  of  his  blood. 

5  Why  should  his  people  fear  the  grave  ? 
Since  Jesus  will  their  spirits  save, 

And  raise  their  bodies  too. 
What  though  this  earthly  house  shall  .!»!  ? 
Almighty  power  will  yet  prevail, 

And  build  it  up  anew.] 

6  Ye  ransom'd,  let  your  praise  resound, 
And  in  your  master's  work  abound, 

With  strong  and  patient,  faith  1 
Be  sure  your  labour's  not  in  vain, 
Your  bodies  shall  he  rais'd  again, 

Ko  more  to  sutler  death. 
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Easter  Day. 


HYMNS. 


162     Tune  99.        (7.4.) 


EASTEE. 

1  "QHRIST,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day,"  Hal. 

^  Sons  of  men  and  angels  say !  Hal 

liaise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ;  Hal' 

Sing,  ye  heav'ns ;  thou  earth,  reply!  Hal. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ;  Hal 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won :  Hal! 
Lo!  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er;  Hal. 
Lo!  he  sets  in  blood  no  more.  Hal.' 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal,  Hal. 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell :  Hal. 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise;  Hal 
Christ  has  open'd  Paradise.     '  Hal! 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King  :  Hal. 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting?  Hal! 
Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save ;  "  Hal 
Where's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  grave  ?  Hal 


163 


O    Tune  20.        (l.m.) 

1       TE  dies,  the  friend  of  sinners  dies; 
Lo!  Salem's  daughters  weep  arc 


BEISTOL. 


-  weep  around ; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies, 

A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree; 

The  Lord  of  Glory  diet  for  men;  ' 
But,  lo!  what  sudden  joyi  we  see, 
Jesus  the  dead  revives  again. 

3  Break  off  your  fears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns! 
Sing  how  he  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  hell 

Alid  l0d  th°  mon8tcr  1Xuth  in  *b»ini ' 


HYMNS.  lister  Day. 

4  Say,  "Live  for  ever,  wondrous  King, 
Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save ! " 
Then  ask  the  monster,  "  Where's  thy  stin°-  f" 
And, "Where's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  gra . 

164    Tune  38.       (7's.) 

1  A  NGELS>  ro11  tne  rock  away ! 
-0-  Death,  yield  up  thy  mighty  prey ! 
See !  he  rises  from  the  tomb, 

Glowing  with  immortal  bloom.     Hallelujah. 

2  Praise  him,  all  ye  heav'nly  choirs ! 
Praise,  and  sweep  your  golden  lyres  ! 
Shout,  O  earth,  in  rapt'rous  song ! 
Let  the  strains  be  sweet  and  stron  •• ! 


mac. 


3  Ev'ry  note  with  wonder  swell, 
Sin  o'erthrown,  and  captiv'd  hell! 
Where  is  hell's  once  dreaded  king? 
Where,  O  death,  thy  mortal  sting  ? 


Hal. 


HaJ. 


16 


5 


Tune  16.        (6.8.) 


rPHE  happy  morn  is  come  . 
-*-   Triumphant  o'er  the  grave, 
The  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb, 

Omnipotent  to  save  : 
Captivity  is  captive  led; 
For  Jesus  liveth  who  was  dead. 
Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid : 

The  glorious  work  is  do:. 
On  him  our  help  is  laid  ; 

By  him  our  vi  on: 

Captivity  u  captive  led ; 
For  Jesus  liveth  who  was  dead. 


GW2ED0BI. 
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Easter  Day.  HYMNS. 

1(36    Tune  31.    (8.7.4,7.)  bickleigh. 

1  ^OME,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder, 
^  See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ! 

He  has  burst  his  bands  asunder, 
He  has  borne  our  sins  away  ; 

Joyful  tidings! 
Yes,  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day ! 

2  Jesus  triumphs:  sinz  ye  praises! 

By  his  death  he  overcame  : 
Thus  the  Lord  his  glory  raises; 
Thus  he  fills  his  foes  with  shame : 

Sing  ye  praises ! 
Praises  to  the  victor's  name! 

3  Jesus  triumphs  :  countless  legions 

Come  from  heav'n  to  meet  their  King: 
Soon  in  yonder  blessed  regions 
They  shall  join  his  praise  to  sing: 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  hcav'n's  high  arches  ring. 

Monday  in  Easier  Week. 
16|      TrNE  31-    (8.7.4.7.)  bickleigii. 

1  '  "  OOK,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 
-*-^   See  the  "  Man  of  Sorrows"  now; 
From  the  fight  rcturn'd  victorious, 
Ev'ry  knee  to  him  shall  bow  ! 

Crown  him!  crown  him! 
Crowns  become  the  victor's  brow. 

2.  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  him  ! 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings : 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  him, 
While  the  vault  ofheaven  rings! 
Crown  him  !  crown  him  ! 


HYMNS. 


Monday  in 
Easter  Week. 


Crown  the  Saviour 


242 


King  of  kings  I" 


3  Sinners  in  derision  crown'd  him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him, 
Own  his  title,  praise  his  Name : 

Crown  him  !  crown  him ! 
Spread  abroad  the  victor's  fame  ! 

4  Hark !  those  bursts  of  acclamation ! 

Hark!  those  loud  triumphant  chords! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  : 
O  what  joy  the  sight  affords  ! 

Crown  him!  crown  him! 
11  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords ! " 

Tuesday  in  Easter  Week. 

163    Tune  84.        (S's.)  si-tres. 

1  '  "  ET  joyful  nations  hail  the  day 

-*-^  That  crowns  their  King  with  loud  acclaim; 
Let  saints  their  grateful  homage  pay 
To  their  Almighty  Saviour's  name. 
Resound,  resound,  in  joyful  strains, 
Jesus  the  King  of  Glory  reigns  ! 

2  Sing  how  he  vanquish'd  all  our  foes  ! 

He  came  to  save,  he  reigns  to  bless; 
From  him  our  ev'ry  comfort  flows, 
Life,  liberty,  and  joy,  and  peace. 
.Resound,  &c. 

3  lie  comes!  he  comes,  with  triumph  crown'd, 

In  dazzling  robes  of  light  array 'd  ! 
Faith  views  the  splendour  dawning  round; 
Earth's  fairest  lustre  sinks  in  shade. 
Resound,  &c. 
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169     Tune  2.  (6.4.) 


MIXSTEB. 
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"VES,  the  Redeemer  rose ; 

-*-    The  Saviour  left  the  dead  ; 

And  o'er  our  hellish  foes 

High  rais'd  his  conq'ring  head! 
In  wild  dismay  The  guards  around, 

Fell  to  the  ground,    And  sunk  away. 

Lo,  the  angelic  bands 

In  full  assembly  meet, 
To  wait  his  high  commands, 
And  worship  at  his  feet; 
Joyful  they  come,       And  wing  their  way 
From  realms  of  day    To  such  a  tomb. 

Then  back  to  heav'n  they  fly, 
And  the  glad  tidings  bear  ; 
Hark  !  as  they  soar  on  high, 
"What  music  fills  the  air ; 
Their  anthems  say,     "Jesus,  who  bled, 
Hath  left  tht  dead  :     He  rose  to-day." 

Ye  mortals  catch  the  sound, 

Ridccm'd  by  him  from  hell ; 
And  lend  the  echo  round 

The  globe  on  which  you  dwell : 
Transported  cry,         "Jesus,  who  b  ed, 
Hath  left  the  dead,     No  more  to  die  !" 

AU  hail,  triumphant  Lord, 

Who  sav'-t  us  with  thy  blood! 
"Wide  b_'  thy  Name  ador'd, 
Thou  rising,  reigning  God! 
With  thee  we  rise,     With  thee  we  reign, 
And  empires  gain       Ueyond  the  skies. 


HYMNS. 


17  0     Tu>t39 
1 


(S.M.) 


1st  Sunday 
after  Easter. 


D0XC1STEE. 


rPHE  promise  is  fulfill'd ; 
-■-    Salvation's  work  is  done; 
Justice  with  mercy's  reconcil'd: 
And  God  has  rais'd  his  Son. 

2        My  soul,  thy  Saviour  laud, 
Who  all  thy  sorrows  bore; 
Who  died  for  sin,  but  lives  to  God, 
And  lives  to  die  no  more. 
H        His  death  procur'd  thy  peace ; 
His  resurrection's  thine. 
Believe:  receive  the  lull  release, 
'Tis  sign'd  with  blood  divine. 

1/1    Tune  1.  (cm.)  eedfobd. 

1  T^ATHER  of  peace!  and  God  of  love! 
-*-    We  own  thy  power  to  save  : 

That  power  by  which  our  Shepherd  roe 
Victorious  o'er  the  grave! 

2  We  triumph  in  that  Shepherd's  Name, 

Still  watchful  for  our  good, 
Who  brought  th'  eternal  cov'nant  down, 
And  seai'd  it  with  his  blood. 

3  So  may  thy  Spirit  seal  my  soul, 

And  mould  it  to  thy  will, 
That  my  fond  heart  no  more  may  st  rav, 
But  keep  thy  cov'nant  still ! 

4  Still  may  we  gain  superior  strength, 

And  press  with  vigour  on, 
Till  pure  perfection  crown  our  hopes, 
And  fix  us  near  thy  throne! 
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172 


Tune  58.       (l.m.) 


SAXONY. 

1  T>00R,  weak,  and  worthless  though  I  am, 
-1-    I  have  a  rich,  Almighty  Friend  : 
Jesus,  the  Saviour,  is  bis  name, 

He  freely  loves,  and  without  end. 

2  He  ransom'd  me  from  hell  with  blood, 

And  by  his  power  my  foes  controll'd ; 
He  found  me  wand'riug  far  from  God, 
And  brought  me  to  his  chosen  fold. 

3  He  cheers  my  heart,  my  want  supplies, 

And  siys  that  I  shall  shortly  be 
Enthron'd  with  him  above  the  skies: 

0  what  a  friend  is  Christ  to  me ! 

4  He  bids  me  always  freely  come, 

And  promises  whate'er  I  ask : 
But  I  am  straiten'd,  cold,  and  dumb, 
And  count  my  privilege  a  task. 

5  Sure,  were  not  I  most  vile  and  base, 

1  could  not  thus  my  Friend  requite : 
And  were  not  he  the  God  of  grace, 

He'd  frown  and  spurn  me  from  his  sight. 


173    Tune  41.        (cm.) 


WESTMINSTEE. 


246 


"DEHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
-*-*  Amidst  his  Bather's  throne  1 
Prepare  new  honours  for  his  Name, 
And  songs  before  unknown! 

Let  elders  worship  at  his  feet, 
The  church  adore  around, 

With  vials  ftlll  of  odour  sweet, 
And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 


HYMNS. 


1*/  Sunday 
after  Easter. 


3  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain 

Be  endless  blessings  paid  ! 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 
For  ever  on  thy  head ! 

4  Thou  hast  redeem'd  our  souls  with  blood, 

Hast  set  the  pris'ners  free, 
Hast  made  us  kings  aud  priests  to  God, 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee. 

5  [The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  put  beneath  thy  power; 
Then  shorten  these  delaying  days, 
And  bring  the  promis'd  hour.] 


174 


Tune  61.        (l.m.) 


ST.  0LA.VE. 

1  TV^^  *et  US  Joiu  witn  licarts  an(1  tongues, 
-L1    And  emulate  the  angels'  songs; 

Yea,  sinners  may  address  their  King 

In  songs  that  angels  cannot  sing. 

2  They  praise  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain ; 
But  we  can  add  a  higher  strain: 

Not  only  say,  "He  snil'er'd  thus," 
But  that,  "  Lie  suffer'd  all  for  us." 

3  But  ah  !  how  faint  our  praises  rise! 
Sure  'tis  the  wonder  of  the  skies, 
That  we,  who  share  his  richest  love, 
So  cold  and  unconccrn'd  should  prove ! 

4  ()  glorious  hour!  it  comes  with  speed, 
When  we,  from  sin  and  darkness  freed, 
Shall  see  the  God  who  died  for  man, 
And  praise  him  more  than  angels  can ! 
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175     TttneIOO. 


176 


248 


(CM.)  HIBBINGTOIT. 

T'M  not  asham'd  to  own  my  Lord, 
-*-  Or  to  defend  his  cause, 
Maintain  the  honour  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

Jesus,  my  God,  I  know  his  Name, 

His  Name  is  all  my  trust; 
Nor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame, 

Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands, 

And  he  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  his  hands 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 

Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  his  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

Tune  103.      (7.8.6.)  pirra 

/T^_OD  of  my  salvation,  hear, 
^*  And  help  me  to  believe! 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near, 

Thy  blessing  to  receive. 
Full  of  sin,  alas!  I  am  ; 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuse  flee, 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  tor  me  ! 

Standing  now  as  newly  slain, 

To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye; 
Balm  of  all  my  grief  and  pain, 

Thy  grace  is  always  nigh  ! 


HYMNS. 
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after  Easter. 


Now,  as  yesterday,  the  same 
Thou  art,  and  wilt  forever  be; 

Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 
Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me ! 


m 


Tune  27. 


(S.M.) 


CARLISLE. 


1  /IJ.REEN  pastures  and  clear  streams, 
^*    Freedom,  and  quiet  rest, 

Christ's  flock  enjoy,  beneath  his  beams, 
Or  in  his  shadow,  blest. 

2  The  mountain  and  the  vale, 
Forest  and  field  they  range  ; 

The  morning  dew,  the  evening  gale, 
Bring  health  in  every  change. 

3  Secure  amidst  alarms 
From  violence  or  snares, 

The  lambs  he  gathers  in  his  arms, 
And  in  his  bosom  bears. 

4  The  wounded  and  the  weak 
lie  comforts,  heals,  and  binds; 

The  lost  he  came  from  heav'n  to  seek, 
And  saves  them  when  he  finds. 

5  Conflicts  and  trials  done, 
His  glory  they  behold. 

Where  Jesus  and  his  flock  are  one, 
One  Shepherd  and  one  fold.] 

G     When  the  last  trump  shall  sound, 
And  (graves  break  up  their 

At  his  right  hand  may  we  ho  found, 

Among  the  chosen  sheep! 
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2nd  Sunday  HYMNS. 

q/Ver  Easter. 

1/8      Tmpi  20-  (L.M.)     .  BRISTOL. 

1  npiIE  Saviour  calls  his  people  sheep, 
-*-    And  bids  them  on  his  love  rely  ; 
For  he  alone  their  souls  can  keep, 

And  he  alone  their  wants  supply. 

2  Jehovah  is  our  Shepherd's  name, 

Then  what  have  we,  though  weak,  to  fear? 
Our  sins  and  folly  we  proclaim, 
If  we  despond  while  he  is  near. 

3  See  the  rich  pastures  of  his  grace, 

Where  io  full  streams  salvation  flows ! 
There  he  appoints  our  resting-place, 
And  we  may  leed  secure  from  foes. 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  I  am  one  of  thine, 

From  anxious  thoughts  I  would  be  free ; 
To  trust,  and  love,  and  praise  is  mine, 
The  care  of  all  belongs  to  thee ! 

179    Tune  88.         (7"s.)  someeley. 

1  T11A.THEB  of  eternal  grace  ! 
-*-    Them  bast  lov'd  our  rebel  r 
Let  thy  will,  through  Christ  thy  Son, 
As  io  heav'n,  on  earth  be  done! 

2  TIcre  in  Tain  thy  will  is  known, 
Heard  in  thunder,  grav'd  on  stone: 
By  thy  grace  thy  will  impart  ! 
A\  lite  thy  law  on  every  heart! 

3  Let  thy  reconciling  word 
liy  all  tribes  of  man  be  heard! 
Give  the  new  creation  birth! 
Let  thy  will  be  done  on  earth ! 


ace  : 


HYMNS.  2nd  Sunday 

after  Easter. 

180  Ttjne  55.       (8.8.6.)  bovey. 

1  T^ATHER,  to  thee  in  Christ  I  fly ! 

-*-    "What  though  my  sins  of  crimson  die 

For  thy  resentment  call  ? 
My  crimes  he  did  on  Calv'ry  bear, 
The  blood  that  flow'd  for  sinners  there 

Shall  cleanse  me  from  them  all. 

2  Spirit  divine,  thy  power  bring  in ! 
O  raise  me  from  this  depth  of  sin! 

Take  off  my  guilty  load  ! 
Now  let  me  live  through  Jesu's  death, 
And  being  justified  by  faith, 

May  I  have  peace  with  God ! 

3  Foul  as  I  am,  deserving  hell, 

Thou  can'st  not  from  thy  throne  repel 

A  soul  that  leans  on  God ! 
My  sins  at  thy  command  shall  be 
Cast  as  a  stone  into  the  M  a, 

The  sea  of  Jesu's  blood. 

Zrd  Sunday  after  Easter. 

181  Tune  92.        (cm.)  manciiestee. 

1  ~|V/f  Y  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 
-"-■-  Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 

And  cleanse,  and  keep  me  clean ! 

2  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 

My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart  ? 
:',  'I'h'  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 
Till,  faith  to  sight  improve ; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love! 
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HYMNS. 


182  Tune  49.        (cm.) 

1  "DLEST  be  the  everlasting  God, 
■*-*  The  father  of  our  Lord! 

Be  his  abounding  mercy  prais'd, 
His  majesty  ador'd ! 

2  When  from  the  dead  he  rais'd  his  Son, 

And  call'd  him  to  the  sky, 
He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 
That  they  should  never  die. 

3  What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  flesh  to  see  the  dust, 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 
So  all  his  followers  must. 

4  There's  an  inheritance  divine 

Reserved  against  that  day ; 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil'd, 
And  cannot  waste  away. 

5  Saints  by  the  power  of  God  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come; 
We  walk  by  faith  as  strangers  here 
Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 

183  TTOSi9.  (CM.) 

1  O  F0It  a  llcart  t0  Praise  my  God, 
^  A  heart  from  sin  set  free ! 

A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood 

So  freely  spilt  for  me! 

2  A  heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  .-peak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone  ! 
252 
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4.BEIDGE. 


KSS. 


3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within  ! 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew'd, 

And  full  of  love  divine; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord  of  thine  ! 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ! 

Come  quickly  from  above  ! 
Write  thy  new  uame  upon  my  heart 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  love ! 

lo-i    Tune  30.        (s.m.)  paddixgton. 

1  "  HPHE  Lord  is  risen  indeed," 

-1-   And  are  the  tidings  true  ? 
Yes,  they  beheld  the  Saviour  bleed, 
And  saw  him  living  too. 

2  "The  Lord  is  risen  indeed," 
Then  Justice  asks  no  more; 

Mercy  and  Truth  are  now  . 
Who  stood  oppos'd  befoj 

3  "The  Lord  is  risen  mdsed," 
Then  is  his  work  perform'd; 

The  captiw  surety  now  is  ;       ,1, 
And  death,  on:   |  .•■;,,■  .. 

4  "The  Lord  is  risen  in 

Then  hell  has  his:  hi 

With  bun  is  risen  the  ransom'd  seed, 

'To  reign  in  en  lay, 
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PlDDHrOTOy. 


135    Tune  30.       (s.u.) 

1  "  rpHE  Lord  is  ri«en  indeed," 

-■-   He  lives  to  die  no  more  ; 
He  lives  the  sinner's  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  curse  and  shame  he  bore. 

2  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed," 
This  yields  my  soul  a  plea ; 

He  bore  the  punishment  decreed, 
And  satisfied  for  me. 

3  "The  Lord  is  risen  indeed," 
Attending  angels  hear ! 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heav'n,  with  speed, 
The  joyful  tidings  bear  ! 

4  Then  take  your  golden  lyres, 
And  strike  each  cheerful  chord, 

Jo  n  all  the  bright  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord ! 

186     Tune  101.      (8's.)  cothKT. 

1  "W/"E  sing  his  love  who  once  was  slain, 

*  *     Who  soon  o'er  death  reviv'd  again, 
That  all  his  saints  through  him  might  have 
Eternal  conquests  o'er  the  grave. 

Soon  shall  the  trumpet  sound,  and  we 

Shall  ri-e  to  immortality. 

2  The  saints,  who  now  in  Jesus  sleep, 
His  own  almighty  power  shall  keep. 
Till  dawns  the  bright,  illustrious  day, 
When  death  itself  shall  die  away. 

Boon  shall  the  trumpet  sound,  and  wc 
Shall  riie  to  immortality. 
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How  loud  shall  our  glad  voices  sing, 
"When  Christ  his  risen  saints  shall  bring 
From  beds  of  dust  and  silent  clay, 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day! 

Soon  shall  the  trumpet  sound,  and  we 

Shall  rise  to  immortality. 

When  Jesus  we  in  glory  meet, 
Our  utmost  joys  shall  be  complete ; 
When  landed  on  that  heav'nly  shore, 
Death  and  the  curse  shall  be  no  more. 

Soon  shall  the  trumpet  sound,  and  we 

Shall  rise  to  immortality. 


1S7  Tuki3  102-   (; 


DEMMIN. 


QBJECT  of  my  first  desire, 
^-^   Jesus  crucified  for  me! 
All  to  happiness  aspire, 

Only  to  be  found  in  thee : 
Thee  to  praise,  and  thee  to  know, 
Constitute  our  bins  below; 
Thee  to  see,  and  thee  to  love, 
Constitute  our  bliss  above. 

Lord,  it  is  not  life  to  live, 
If  thy  presence  thou  deny! 

Lord,  if  thou  thy  presence  give, 
'Tis  no  longer  death  to  die  ! 

Source  and  giver  of  repose, 

Singly  from  thy  smile  it  Hows  ! 

Peace  ami  happiness  are  thine; 

Mine  they  are,  if  thou  art  mine. 


255 


83 


YIENNA.— Continued 


m 


st 


-9- — -A- — » h — I.    ^1    j  u :S 


W. 


at 


z^: 


-P^~    or? — ^L« — ^ 

:     1      ^ *■■ 

-? 4 <E=^ 


^ 


-e?- 


^2: 


:^z 


-&>■ 


■  J- 


JCSL 


?z 


^ 


:^22: 


->i 


■J^-J- 


~rz>      p 


?2 


— &>- 


4th  Sunday 
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188     T™E  32.        (UL) 


BEIXEN. 


1  TTTITH  transport,  Lord,  our  souls  proclaim 

*  *     Th'  immortal  honours  of  thy  Name  : 
Assembled  round  our  Saviour's  throne, 
AVe  make  his  ceaseless  glories  known. 

2  Through  all  succeeding  ages,  he 

The  same  hath  been,  the  same  shall  be ; 
Immortal  radiance  gilds  his  head, 
While  stars  and  suns  wax  old  and  fade. 

3  The  same  his  power  his  flock  to  guard 
The  same  his  bounty  to  reward; 

The  same  his  faithfulness  and  love 
To  saints  below  and  saints  above. 

4  Let  nature  change,  and  sink,  and  die, 

Jesus  shall  raise  his  chosen  high, 
And  fix  them  near  his  stable  throne, 
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In  glories  changeless  as  his  own. 


189 


Trxr.  12. 


256 


(S.M.)  MOUNT   ErnEAIM. 

1     "JV"0\V  to  that  Bov'reign  grace, 

-^    Whence  ill  our  comforts  spring 
Let  the  who'e  new-begotten  race 
Their  cheer lul  praises  brine  ! 

9     His  will  6rst  made  the  choice; 

His  word  the  change  hath  wrought! 
In  him,  our  Father,  we  rejoice, 
Nor  be  the  name  forgot ! 

3    Sncred  to  thi  e  alone, 

Be  all  these  powers  of  nine, 
Th  ii  in  the  noblest  sense  my  own, 
When  most  entirely  thine! 


Tune  44.        (c.ir.)  westminsteb. 

1  f~\  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
^-^  A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame, 
A  light  to  shine  upen  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  ir.c.urn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

3  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

"Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee  ! 

4  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

aim  and  serene  my  frame  : 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  mc  to  the  Lamb. 


191 


Tune  39. 


(S.M.) 


DONCASTEE. 


1     CJTAND  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 
^  Ye  people  ot  his  choice; 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice! 

3     ( )  lor  the  living  flame 

Prom  lus  ou  n  altar  brought, 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  luavn  our  thought! 

3     Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 
The  Lord  your  God  adore; 
Stand  up  and  bless  his  glorious  Name, 
Henceforth  for  evermore! 
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ST.  ANN. 


192    Tuhi  34.       (ex.) 

1  CJ UPREME  High  Priest,  the  pilgrim's  light, 
^  My  heart  for  thee  prepare, 

Thine  image  stamp,  and  deeply  write 
Thy  superscription  there ! 

2  Like  Noah's  dove,  no  rest  I  find 

But  in  thy  ark  of  peace  : 
Thy  cross  the  balance  of  my  mind ; 
Thy  wounds  my  hiding-place. 

3  E'en  now,  by  faith,  I  see  thee  live 

To  crown  the  conqu'ring  few ; 
Nor  let  me  linger  here,  but  strive 
To  gain  the  prize  in  view ! 

4  Add,  Saviour,  to  the  eagle's  eye 

The  dove's  aspiring  wing, 
To  bear  me  upwards  to  the  sky, 
Thy  praises  there  to  sing. 

I  t)&    TuN*  92.        (cm.)  manchkbteb. 

1  1VTY  God,  what  silken  cords  are  thine! 
-*-'-*-  How  soft  and  yet  how  strong ! 
While  power,  and  truth,  and  love  combine, 

To  draw  our  souls  along. 

2  The  guilt  of  twice  ten  thousand  sins 

One  moment  takes  away ; 
And  grace,  when  first  the  war  begins, 
Secures  the  crowning  day. 

3  Drawn  by  such  cords,  we  onward  move, 

Till  round  thy  throne  we  meet; 
And  captives  in  the  chains  of  love, 
Embrace  our  Couqu'ror's  feet. 
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ASHBUETON. 


194    Tune  23.        (S.7.4.) 

1  /7JUIDE  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
^    Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ! 
I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty, 

Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand ! 

Bread  of  heav'n, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more  ! 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ! 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through ! 

Strong  Deliv'rer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield! 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ! 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side ! 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

195    Tune  20.        (l.m.)  Bristol. 

1  Y\7~U^r  sinks  my  weak  desponding  mind  ? 

"  "     Why  heaves  my  heart  the  anxious  tigh? 
Can  sov'reign  goodness  be  unkind? 
Am  I  not  safe  if  God  is  nigh  ? 

2  My  God,  if  thou  art  mine  indeed, 

Then  I  have  all  my  heart  can  crave; 
A  present  help  in  times  of  need; 

Still  kind  to  hear,  and  strong  to  save! 

3  Forgive  my  doubts,  O  gracious  Lord, 

And  ease  the  sorrows  of  my  breast ! 
Speak  to  my  heart  the  healing  word, 
That  thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thine ! 
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196 


Tune  52.         (cm.)  apostles'. 

1  [  XCARNATE  God,  the  soul  that  knows 
-■-  Thy  Name's  mysterious  power, 

Shall  dwell  in  undi>turb'd  repose, 
Nor  fear  the  trying  hour! 

2  Angels  unseen  attend  the  saints, 

And  bear  them  in  their  arms, 
To  cheer  the  spirit  when  it  faints, 
And  guard  their  life  from  harms. 

3  The  angels'  Lord  himself  is  nigh 

To  them  that  love  his  Name; 
Ready  to  save  them  when  they  cry, 
And  put  their  foes  to  shame. 

4  Crosses  and  changes  are  their  lot, 

Long  as  they  sojourn  here; 
But  since  their  S.siour  changes  not, 
What  have  the  saints  to  fear? 


197 


ST.  STEPHEN. 


Tune  45.        (cm.) 

1  f  ENCEFORTH  let  each  believing  heart 
-*-*-  From  anxious  sorrows  cease: 
Though  storms  of  trouble  rage  around, 

In  Jesus  we  have  peace. 

2  His  blood  from  wrath  to  come  redeems, 

And  his  almighty  grace, 
By  bitt'rest  draughts  of  deep  distress, 
Its  healing  power  displays. 

3  Jesus,  our  Captain,  march 'd  before, 

To  lead  us  to  the  fight; 
And  now  he  reacheth  out  the  crown, 
With  heav'nly  glories  bri-ht. 
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4  Lord,  'tis  enough  thy  voice  we  hear, 
That  crown  by  faith  we  see; 
No  sorrows  shall  o'erwhelm  our  souls, 
Since  none  divide  from  thee ! 


198     Tu>=51.        (L.M.) 


ANGELS*. 

1  STA:ND  uP  ray  soul>  shake  off  thy  fears, 
^  And  gird  the  Gospel  armour  on, 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 

Where  thy  great  Captain-Saviour's  gone! 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course, 

^  But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquish'd  foes; 
Thy  Jesus  nail'd  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 

Press  forward  to  the  heav'nly  gate, 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 

And  glkt 'ring  robes  for  conqu'rors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 

And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 


199    Tune  105.      (S's.) 


GliATITUPE. 

1   rpiIIS  God  is  the  God  we  adore, 
-1-  Our  faithful,  unchangeable  Friend, 

Whote  love  is  as  large  a>  his  power, 
And  neither  knows  measure  nor  end. 
i ;-  -i  -us,  the  first  and  the  I 
Whose  Spirit  shall  snide  us  safe  hoi 

We'll  praise  him  for  all  that  is  past, 
Aud  trust  him  lor  all  that's  to  come. 
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Ascension  Day.        H  I  M  iN  S. 


200 


CARLISLE. 


Tuns  27.     (S.M.) 

1  A  "WAKE,  and  sing  the  song 
-£*-  Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ! 

"Wake  ev'ry  hea  t,  and  ev'ry  tongue 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name; 

2  Shig  of  his  dying  love, 
Sing  of  his  rising  power; 

Sins;  how  he  intercedes  above. 
For  us  whose  sins  he  bore ! 

3  Ye  pilgrims  on  the  road 
To  Sion's  city,  sing  ! 

Rejoice  ye  in  the  Lamb  of  God, 
In  Christ  th'  eternal  King! 

4  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 
"Ye  blessed  children,  come! 

Soon  will  he  tall  us  hence  away, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

0  There  shall  our  raptur'd  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim; 

And  sweeter  \  o  ces  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

201     Tr-Nr.  28.       (l.m.) 

1  OUD  let  the  tuneful  trumpet  sound. 
*^  And  spread  the  joyful  tidings  round! 
Let  every  soul  with  transport  hear, 

And  hail  the  Lord's  accepted  year! 

2  Ye  debtors,  whom  he  gives  to  know 
That  you  ten  thousand  talents  owe,  * 
When  humbled  at  his  feet  you  fall, 
Your  gracious  Lord  forgives  them  all! 

2G2 
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H  \  M  IN  S.         Ascension  Day. 

3  The  rich  inheritance  you  lost, 
Restor'd,  improv'd,  you  now  may  boast: 
Fair  Salem  your  arrival  waits 

To  golden  streets  and  pearly  gates. 

4  Her  blest  inhabitants  no  more 
Bondage  and  poverty  deplore  : 

No  debt,  but  love  immensely  great, 
"Whose  joys  still  rises  with  the  debt. 

5  O  happy  souls  that  know  the  sound, 
God's  light  shall  all  their  steps  surround, 
And  show  that  jubilee  begun, 

"Which  through  eternal  years  shall  run. 

202     TOO  81.         (cm.) 

1  TESUS,  I  Bin«  thy  matchless  grace, 
**     That  calls  a  worm  thy  own, 
Give  me  among  thy  saints  a  place, 

To  make  thv  glories  known! 

2  Allied  to  thee,  our  vital  Head, 

We  act,  and  grow,  and  thrive; 
From  thee  divided,  each  is  di  ad, 
When  most  he  seems  alive! 

3  Thy  saints  on  earth,  and  those  above, 

Here  join  in  sweet  accord; 
One  body  all  in  mutual  love, 
And  thou  our  common  Lord! 

4  Thou  the  whole  body  wilt  present 

Before  thy  Fathers  face; 
Nor  shall  a  wrinkle,  or  a  spot, 
Its  beauteous  form  disgrace  ! 
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Ascension  Day.        H  Y  M  N  S. 

203    Tnra4L      (8.7.)  st.  bebnabd. 

1  TTARK  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
•*-*-  Sound  the  note  of  praise  above  ! 
Jesus  reigns,  and  heav'n  rejoices: 

Jesus  reigns  the  God  of  love : 
See  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ; 
Jesus  rules  the  world  alone 

2  Well  may  angels  bright  and  glorious 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb; 
While  on  earth  he  prov'd  victorious. 

Now  he  bears  a  matchless  name : 
Well  may  angels  sing  of  him, 
Heav'n  supplies  no  richer  theme. 

3  Come,  ye  saints,  unite  your  praises 

With  the  angels  round  his  throne  . 
Soon  we  hope  our  Lord  will  raise  us 

To  the  place  where  he  is  gone : 
Meet  it  is  that  we  should  sing, 
Glory,  glory  to  our  King  ! 

4  Sing  how  Jesus  came  from  heav'n, 

How  he  bore  the  cross  below ; 
How  all  power  to  him  is  given; 

How  he  reigns  in  glory  now : 
Tisa  great  and  endless  theme: 
O  'tis  iwect  to  sing  of  him ! 


204    Tr.NEll.        (8.7.) 


6T.  BEBXABD. 


2Gi 


TESUS  hail!  whose  glory  brightens 
*■*    All  above,  and  gives  it  worth  . 
Lord  of  life,  thy  smile  enlightens, 

Cheers  and  charms  thy  saints  on  earth 


H  Y  M  N  S.        Ascension  Day. 

When  we  think  of  love  like  thine, 
Lord,  we  own  it  love  divine! 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever! 
^ Thine  an  everlasting  crown: 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Tho:>e  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own; 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destin'd  to  behold  thy  face  ! 

Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing! 

Bring,  O  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away ; 
Then,  with  golden  harps  we'll  sim:, 

"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King !" 


Tun  29.       (cm.) 


IBISII. 


205 

1  T\niKNCE  those  unusual  burst*  of  joy. 

Whose  sound  through  heaven  rin 
They  welcome  Jesus  to  the  sky. 
And  crown  him  "King  of  kings." 

2  At  sight  of  him,  yon  seraphs  bright 

Exulting  clap  their  wings; 
They  hail  their  Lord  with  new  delight, 
And  crown  him  "King  of  kings." 

3  The  brightest  angel  glory  boasts 

To  him  his  tribute  brings, 
And  joins  high  heav'n's  assembled  hosts 


To  crown  him  M  Ki 


og  of  kings." 
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Ascension  Day. 
206    Turns  45. 


[YMNS. 

(cm.) 


ST.  STEPHEN. 


1  OOK  up,  ye  saints,  and  while  ye  gaze 
-*-^  Forget  all  earthly  things! 

Unite  to  sing  the  Saviour's  praise, 
And  crown  him  "  Kin£  of  kinjrs!" 

2  "While  heav'n  in  honour  of  his  name 

With  exultation  sinjis, 

TT*  • 

llis  saints  on  earth  will  own  his  claim, 
And  crown  him  "  King  of  kings  !" 

3  "When  here,  he  bore  our  sin  and  shame; 

And  thence  our  comfort  springs  : 
'Tis  meet  we  should  exalt  his  Name, 
And  crown  him  "Kin"  of  kin^s!" 

4  "We  hope,  ere  long,  beyond  those  clouds, 

To  tune  celestial  strings, 
And  join  with  heav'n's  exulting  crowds 


To  crown  him  "Kins  of  kin^s!" 


20 


i 


id  I  M  JH  S .      Ascension  Day. 

\    No  temple  made  with  hands 
His  place  of  service  is ; 
In  heaven  itself  he  stands, 
A  heav'nly  priesthood  his  : 
In  him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfill'd,  and  now  withdraw. 

1     And  though  awhile  he  be 
Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again 
In  brightest  glory  he  will  come, 
And  take  his  waiting  people  home. 


Sunday  after  Ascension  Day. 
208     Tune  12.        (s.m.) 


MOUNT  ErUEillT. 


Tune  85. 


(6.8.) 


handel's  3ed. 


Til'  atoning  work  is  done, 
The  v 


266 


victim's  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone, 

His  people's  cause  to  plead  : 
He  stands  in  heav'n  their  great  High  Friest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  his  breast. 

J     lie  sprinkles  with  his  blood 

The  mercy-seat  ahove; 
For  justice  hath  withstood 

The  purposes  of  love  ; 
Ftit  justice  now  objects  no  more, 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 


1  TPIIF  great  Jehovah  reigns 
-*-   Upon  a  throne  sublime, 

And  from  his  own  eternity 
Sees  the  wide  waste  of  time. 

2  "This  great  Jehovah's  mine," 
The  saint  in  rapture  cries; 

And  to  this  everlasting  liock 
My  joyful  spirit  flies. 

3  From  this  eternal  spring 
Immense  salvation  flows, 

And  with  the  wonders  of  his  love 
My  grateful  bosom  glous. 

4  His  name  shall  be  my  song, 
While  life  and  breath  arc  given; 

And  his  unceasing  praise  shall  run 
Through  all  the  days  of  heav'n. 


2G7 


87  EP  WORTH.— Continued. 


-€*- 


-£2. 


-iej-  .  -^-  £** 


-J^^L 


-&■ 


n 


=»~r->  •  ^- 


« — !S>- 


-Gf- 


at^t 


@l 


-s», 


22 


&^-&> 


S 


&=& 


rM&klmA U 


T^—^r-j^ 


jd 


*9 


&=&=£*. 


t: 


iZXZT 


£Zm 


,  i^  <s>- 


-<s>- 


-<s»- 


Z2I 


§ 


i 


a    fj 


i 


Sunday  after 
Ascension  Day. 


HYMNS. 


209     Tune  62 
1 


DfEHAM. 


(7's.) 

npO  thy  temple  I  repair, 
-^   Lord,  I  love  to  worship  there, 
"When  within  the  veil  I  meet 
Christ  before  the  mercy-seat! 

2  Thou,  through  him,  art  rcconcil'd ! 
I,  through  him,  became  thy  child; 
Abba,  Father,  give  me  grace 

In  thy  courts  to  seek  thy  face ! 

3  While  thy  glorious  praise  is  sung, 
Touch  my  lip  !  Unloose  my  tongue ! 
'J  hat  my  joyful  soul  may  bless 
Ti.ee,  the  Lord  my  righteousness. 

4  "While  the  prayers  of  saints  ascend, 
( iod  of  love,  to  mine  attend  ! 
Hear  me,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads! 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes! 

5  From  thy  house,  when  I  return, 
May  my  heart  within  me  burn, 
And  at  evening  let  me  say, 

1  have  walked  with  God  to-day! 

210     Tune  10.        (l.m.)  MUHICE. 

1  r\  SPIRIT  of  the  living  God, 
^^  In  all  thy  plenitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 

Descend  on  our  apostate  race  ! 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love 

To  preach  the  reconciling  word  ! 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard! 


HYMNS. 


Sunday  offer 

Ascensioa  l)ay. 


3  Baptize  the  nations!  Far  and  nigh 
ri  he  triumphs  of  the  cross  record  ! 
The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 

Till  ev'ry  kindred  call  him  Lord ! 


DEVONSHIRE. 


>GS 


211      Tune  3.      (l.m.) 

1  ^UR  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead ; 
^  Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high : 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 

Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 

2  There  his  triumphant  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay  : 
Lilt  up  your  heads,  ye  heav'nly  gates! 
Ye  everlasting  doors  give  way ! 

3  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light, 

And  wide  unfold  th'  ethereal  scene! 
He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right! 
Receive  the  King  of  Glory  in ! 

4  [Who  is  the  King  of  Glory  ?  Who  ? 

The  Lord  that  all  our  foes  o'ercame ; 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  o'er  threw; 
And  Jesus  is  the  Conqu'ror's  name. 

5  Lo  !  his  triumphant  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lav  : 
Lift  op  your  heads,  ye  lieav'nly  gates! 
Ye  everlasting  doors  give  way  !] 

6  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory  ?  Who? 

The  Lord,  of  glorious  power  DOSS 
The  King  of  saints,  nnd  angels  too; 
God  over  all,  for  ever  bless'd. 
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Sunday  afler 
Ascension  Day. 

212 

1 


HYMNS. 

Tu>-e  16.       (6.8.) 


GWEEDOEE. 


1"0IN  all  the  glorious  names 
^    Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 
That  ever  mortals  knew, 
That  angels  ever  bore  ! 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  his  worth, 
Too  mean  to  set  my  Saviour  forth. 

2  Great  prophet  of  my  God, 

My  tongue  would  bless  thy  name ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came; 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  fortiiv'n, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heav'n ! 

3  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest, 

Offer'd  his  blood,  and  died; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside. 
His  powerful  blood  did  once  atone 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  My  great  Almighty  Lord, 

My  Conqu'ror  and  my  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  thy  sword, 

Thy  reigning  grace,  1  sing  ! 
Thine  is  the  power  ;  behold,  1  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  thy  feet ! 

2X3    Trai  15.       (cm.)  bt.  STErnEN. 

1  TVTOW  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
-^    Oi 


HYMNS. 


Sunday  after 
Ascension  Lay. 


2  Though  rais'd  to  a  superior  throne 

Where  angels  bow  around, 
And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train, 
With  matchless  honours  crown'd ; 

3  The  names  of  all  his  saints  he  bears 

Deep  graven  on  his  heart ; 
Nor  shall  the  meanest  Christian  say, 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part. 

4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide, 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
When  gems,  and  monuments,  and  crowns, 
Are  moulder'd  down  to  dust. 


214     Tune  64.         (cm.) 


Whit  Sunday. 

DUNDEE. 


270 


>ur  great  High  Priest  above, 
And  celebrate  his  oonstsnt  care, 

And  sympathetic  love! 


pOME,  Holy  Spirit,  lieav'nly  Dove, 
^  With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love, 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours ; 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

O  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers, 

Come  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours! 
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Whit  Sunday.  HYMNS. 

215    Tune  46.      (l.m.) 


MUNICH. 


1  QPIRIT  of  mercy,  truth  and  love, 
^  0  shed  thy  influence  from  above, 
And  still  from  a_:e  to  age  convey 
The  wonders  of  this  sacred  day! 

2  In  ev'ry  clime,  by  ev'ry  tongue, 
Be  God's  amazing  glory  sung  ! 
Through  all  the  listening  earth  be  taught 
The  acts  our  risen  Redeemer  wrought ! 

3  Unfailing  Comfort,  heav'nly  Guide, 
Still  o'er  thy  favour'd  church  preside  ! 
Still  may  mankind  thy  blessings  prove, 
Spirit  of  mercy,  truth,  and  love  ! 

216     Tune  51.      (l.m.)  angels'. 

1  "^ESCEXD  from  heav'n,  immortal  Dove, 
J-^  Stoop  down  and  take  us  on  thy  wings, 
And  mount  and  hear  us  far  above 

The  reach  of  these  inferior  things! 

2  O  for  a  sight,  a  pleaaing  right, 

Of  our  Almighty  Father's  throne! 
There  sits  our  Saviour  crown'd  with  light, 
Cioth'd  in  a  body  like  our  own, 

3  Adoring  Faints  around  him  stand, 

And  thrones  and  powers  before  him  fall; 
The  God  shines  gracious  through  the  man, 
And  sheds  sweet  glories  on  them  all. 

4  When  Pha  1  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear, 

That  I  shall  mount  to  dwell  above, 
And  stand  and  bow  amongst  them  there, 
And  view  thy  face,  and  siug,  and  love? 
272 


HYMNS.         Whit  Sunday. 


BEDTOED. 


217  TUNE  L     (c-*-) 

1  Q  PIRIT  of  truth,  on  this  thy  day 
^  To  thee  for  help  we  cry, 

To  guide  us  through  the  dreary  way 
Of  dark  mortality ! 

2  We  ask  not,  Lord,  thy  cloven  flame, 

Or  tongues  of  various  toue, 
But  long  thy  praises  to  proclaim 
With  fervour  in  our  own; 

3  When  tongues  shall  cease,  and  power  decay, 

And  knowledge  empty  prove, 
Do  thou  thy  trembling  servants  stay 
With  laith,  with  hope,  with  love! 

218     Tune  109.       (S.7.)  suhl, 

1  TXOLY  Ghost,  dispel  our  sadnesss, 
-*--*-  Pierce  the  clouds  of  sinful  night, 
Come,  thou  source  of  sweetest  gladness, 

Breathe  thy  life,  and  spread  thy  light ! 
Loving  Spirit,  God  of  Peace, 
Great  distributor  of  grace, 
Rest  upon  this  congregation, 
Hear,  O  hear,  our  supplication! 

2  Come  thou  best  of  all  donations, 

God  can  give,  or  we  implore ; 
Having  thy  sweet  consolation-. 

We  need  wish  for  nothing  more! 
Come  with  unction  and  with  pOWl 
On  our  souls  thy  graces  shower! 
Author  of  the  new  creation, 
Make  our  hearts  thy  habitation ! 
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7TA«  Sunday.  HYMNS. 

219     Tune  27.         (s.m.)  caklisle. 

1  /^OME,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 
^  Let  thy  bright  beams  arise, 

Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds, 
And  open  all  our  eyes  ! 

2  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flames 
Of  never-dying  love ! 

3  Convince  us  of  our  sin, 
Then  lead  to  Jesu's  blood, 

And  to  our  wond'ring  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God ! 

4  'Til  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul, 

To  pour  fresh  life  on  ev'ry  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

5  Dwell,  therefore,  in  our  hearts, 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free: 

Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee ! 

Monday  in  IVhitsun  Week. 

220    Tune  83.       (8.7.)  Vienna. 

1  TTOLY  Ghost,  inspire  our  praises! 

-"-   Shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love! 
"While  we  chant  the  Name  of  Jesus, 

Deign  On  ev'ry  heart  to  move! 
Source  of  sweetest  consolation, 

Breathe  thy  peace  on  all  below! 
Bless,  O  bless  this  congregation  ! 

Bid  our  hearts  with  influence  glow! 
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HYMNS. 


Monday  in 
Whitsun  Week. 


2  Come  with  heav'nly  inspiration, 

Jesus  in  our  souls  reveal ! 
Manifest  this  great  salvation! 

As  thy  own  our  spirits  seal ! 
Light  divine,  on  darkness  shining, 

Deign  the  light  of  truth  to  give! 
Ev'ry  grace  and  joy  combining, 

May  we  to  thy  glory  live ! 

3  Hail,  ye  spirits  bright  and  glorious, 

High  exalted  round  the  throne  ! 
Now  with  you  we  join  in  chorus, 

And  your  Lord  we  call  our  own. 
God  to  us  his  Son  hath  given: 

Saints  vour  noblest  anthems  raise  * 
All  in  earth  and  all  in  heav  n, 

Shout  the  great  Jehovah's  praise ! 


Tuesday  in  Whitsun  Week. 
221     Xuin  84.      (S's.) 


STIItF.S. 


1  (CREATOR,  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 

^   The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 

Come  visit  ev'ry  pious  mind  ! 

Come  pour  thy  joys  on  all  mankind! 

From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 

And  make  us  temples  worthy  thee ! 

2  Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 
Rich  in  thy  seven-fold  energy! 

Give  us  thyself  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  thee! 
Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practice  all  that  we  believe ! 
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Trinity  Sunday         HYMNS. 
222     Tuxe29.         (cm.) 


IEISH. 


1  i^OME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
^  With  angels  round  the  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"To  be  exalted  thus;" 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 
"For  he  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine: 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine  ! 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas, 
Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise! 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb  ! 

223    Tune  19.        (s.m.)  middieham. 

1  "CIA.THER,  in  whom  we  live, 
-*-    In  whom  we  are  and  move, 

The  glory,  power,  and  praise  receive 
Of  thy  creating  love! 

2  Incarnate  Deity, 

Let  all  the  ransom'd  race 
Render  in  thanks  their  lives  to  thee, 
For  thy  redeeming  grace ! 
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HYMNS.       Trinity  Sunday. 

I     Spirit  of  of  holiness, 

Let  all  thy  saints  adore 
Thy  sacred  energy,  and  bless 

Thy  heart-renewing  power ! 

t    Eternal,  Triune  Lord, 

Let  all  the  hosts  above, 
Let  all  the  sons  of  men,  record 

And  dwell  upon  thy  love  ! 

>     When  heav'n  and  earth  have  fled 

Before  thy  glorious  face, 
Sing  all  the  saints  thy  love  hath  made 
Thine  everlasting  praise ! 


224    Tune  GO.       (S.7.) 


r.r.NEDICTION. 


bite; 


IAS  the  serpent  rais  d  by  Moses 
-£*-  Ileal'd  the  burning  serpent's 
Jesus  thus  himself  discloses 

To  the  wounded  sinner's  sight: 
Hear  his  gracious  invitation, 

"I  have  life  and  peace  to  give; 
I  have  wrought  out  full  salvation; 

{Sinner  look  to  me  and  live!" 


2  Dearest  Saviour,  we  adore  thee 
For  thy  precious  life  and  (Lath! 

Melt  each  stubborn  heart  before  thee! 
Give  us  a  1  the  eve  of  faith  ! 

From  the  law's  condemning  sentence 
To  thy  mercy  we  appeal; 

Thou  alone  canst  give  repentance. 

Thou  alone  our  souls  canst  heal. 
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2Vum£  SWay.      HYMNS. 

2  2  O    Tune  57.        (l.ii.)  xf>'ebt:eg. 

1  "DLEST  be  the  Father  and  his  love, 
-*-*  To  whose  celestial  source  we  owe 
Riven  of  endless  joy  above, 

And  rills  of  comfort  here  below  ! 

2  Glory  to  thee,  great  Son  of  God, 

From  whose  dear  wounded  body  rolls 
A  precious  stream  of  vital  blood, 
Pardon  and  life  for  dying  souls! 

3  "We  give  thee,  sacred  Spirit,  praise, 

"Who  iu  our  hearts  of  sin  and  woe 
Mak'st  living  springs  of  grace  arise, 
And  into  boundless  glory  How! 

4  Thus  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

And  God  the  Spirit  we  adore; 
That  sea  of  life,  and  love  unknown, 
"Without  a  bottom  or  a  shore. 

22G     Tu:.-i;  10.       (l.m.)  Munich. 

1  T7VA.THER  of  hcav'n,  whose  love  profound 
-*-    A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  hind, 

To  us  thy  pard'ning  love  extend! 

2  Almighty  Son,  Incanr kte  "Word, 

Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord, 

Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend, 
To  us  thy  saving  mace  extend! 

3  Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  breath 

The  soul  IS  rais'd  from  sin  and  death, 

jre  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend. 

To  us  thy  quick'ning  power  extend ! 
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HYMNS.        Trin iiy  Sunday. 

4  Jehovah,  Father,  Spirit,  Son, 
Mysterious  Godhead,  Three  in  One, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend, 
Grace,  pardon,  life,  to  us  extend ! 


227 


Tr/NE  95. 


(G.8.1) 


JT7DAII. 


1  rpilE  God  who  reigns  on  high 
-*-    The  great  archangels  sing; 

And  "Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 
"Almighty  King! 
"Who  was  and  is  the  same, 
And  evermore  shall  be, 
Jehovah,  Father,  Great  I  AM, 
"We  worship  Thee ! " 

2  Before  the  Saviour's  face, 
The  ransom'd  nations  bow, 

O'erwhelm'd  at  his  almighty  grace, 
For  ever  new : 
He  shows  his  prints  of  love, 
Thej  kindle  to  a  flame; 
And  sound  through  all  the  worlds  above 
The  slaughter'd  Lamb. 

3  The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high; 

"Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost !" 
They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abra/m's  God,  and  mine  ! 
(I  join  the  heav'nly  lays,) 
All  might  and  majesty  are  thine, 
And  endless  praise ! 
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ls£  Sunday 
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HYMNS. 

Tune  16.        (0.8.) 


GWEEDOEE. 


1  rpO  Him  who  chose  113  first, 
J-  Before  the  world  bcian; 
To  him  who  bore  the  curse 

To  save  rebellious  man; 
To  him,  who  form'cl  our  hearts  anew, 
Are  endltss  praise  and  glory  due ! 

2  Let  ev'ry  saint  above, 

And  angel  round  the  throne. 
For  ever  bless  and  love 
The  sacred  Three  in  One ! 
Thus  heav'n  shall  raise  his  honours  high, 
AY  hen-  earth  and  time  grow  old  and  die. 


229    T"«  W-        (7-0.) 


JEESET. 


280 


LAMB  of  God,  whose  bleeding  love 
We  now  recal  to  mind, 
Send  the  answer  from  above, 

And  let  us  mercy  find! 
Think  on  at,  who  think  on  thee; 

And  ev'ry  struggling  soul  release! 
O  remember  Calvary, 
And  bid  us  -o  in  peace! 

Let  thy  blood,  by  faith  applied, 

The  sinner's  pardon  seal ! 
Speak  us  luely  justified, 

And  all  our  sickness  heal! 
By  th v  passion  on  the  tr-  a, 

Let  all  our  griefs  and  troubles  cease ; 
O  remember  Calvary, 

Aud  b;d  us  go  in  peace! 


HYMNS.  1st  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

230     TryE  12<     (s:u:-)  MOUBI  eeheiam:. 

1  "OLEST  be  the  tie  that  binds 
-*-*  Our  hearts  in  Christian  love! 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers: 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inwa  d  pain  ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  join'd  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  a_ain. 

4  This  "tartans  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way: 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  long*  to  see  the  day. 

5  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free ; 

And  perfect  lore  and  friendship  reign 

Through  all  eternity. 


231     TUHllOQ. 

1 


(CM.) 


II  AKEFN'GTOy. 


AT  Y  soul  with  I  ;i  unconfin'd 

-^-"-     Thy  tender  care  BUppI 

Thyself  the  foi  ntain  head  irom  whence 
Xh<  first  ari 

2  Let  me  thy  gracious  gift<  receiTi 
With  grati  ude  and  j>>y, 
And  in  thy  just  and  ecus  less  praise, 
i;  ich  thankful  hour  employ  ! 


2S1 


91 


KENSINGTON. 


zz 


«ES 


-&- 


2t=* 


A 


2EE^E^ 


D.  L.  M. 


i^=i 


; 


m 


f 


P 


zz 


-©- 


£^ 


LI Q_ 


s- 


-o- 


JZZOl 


I A 


p 


i^z 


-©- 


-e- 


£±:e 


-&- 


i 


ES 


.P-TCT 


:^z 


I        I       i      f  II 


-©- 


1$£  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


282     Tune  37.      (l.m.) 


EOCKINGHAM. 


1  JESUS,  ray  all,  to  heav'n  is  gone, 
"    He  whom  I  fix  my  hope9  upon; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue, 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  Lo !  glad  I  come !  And  thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am! 

My  sinful  self  to  thee  I  .give, 
Nothing  but  love  shall  1  receive ! 

3  Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found 
I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,  ll  Behold  the  way  to  God ! " 


09 
1 


3 


Tune  34.      (cm.) 


ST.  ANN. 


IV/TY  Saviour's  ever  watchful  eye 
•*-  -*-  Is  over  me  for  good  ! 
What  will  he  not  on  me  bestow, 

Who  hath  himself  bestow'd  ? 

Dear  Lord,  into  thy  faithful  hands 

My  welfare  1  Commit ; 
And  to  thy  righteousness  alone 

For  safety  I  retreat ! 

Still  on  thy  merit,  gracious  Lord, 

Enable  me  to  lean ! 
Ever  in  thee  may   I  he  found, 

My  hiding-place  from  sin! 

Exult,  my  soul,  thy  safety  stan 
Uiw  ftken  as  Ins  tin  one  ! 

His  people's  everlasting  life 
Is  founded  on  his  own. 
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Tune  68. 


IYMNS. 

(cm.) 


2nd  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 

BEIGHTON. 


282 


1  fT^HE  King  of  heav'n  his  table  spreads, 
-1-   And  dainties  crown  the  board ; 
Not  Paradise  with  all  its  joys 

Could  such  delight  afford. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  to  dying  men, 

And  endless  life  are  given; 
And  the  rich  blood  that  Jesus  shed> 
To  raise  the  soul  to  heav'n. 

3  Millions  of  souls  in  glory  now 

Were  fed  and  feasted  here ; 
And  millions  more  still  on  the  way 
Around  the  board  appear. 

4  Yet  are  his  house  and  heart  so  large, 

That  millions  more  may  come; 
Nor  could  the  wide  assembling  world 
O'erfill  the  spacious  room. 


23 


5 


Tune  4C. 


(l.M.) 


MUNICH. 


1  (^-OD  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  call ! 
^    Afflicted,  at  thy  feet  I  fall ! 
When  the  great  wnterfioods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail! 

2  Friend  of  the  friendless,  and  the  faint, 

\\  here  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint? 
Where  but  with  thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor? 

3  Poor  though  I  am,  despis'd,  forgot, 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  nic  not; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must,  succeed, 

For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 
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2nd  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 

Tune  14.        (i-M.) 


2o6      XT7OT1*  ^L.M.;  MELCOMEE. 

1  "VTE  poor  afflicted  souls  give  ear, 

-*-    Who  seek  the  Lord  but  fear  his  frown, 
What  things  ye  ask  in  fervent  prayer, 
Believe,  and  Christ  will  send  them  down ! 

2  A  feast  is  now  prepar'd  for  thee, 

Reject  it  not  by  unbelief! 
A  feast  of  mercy,  sweetly  free, 
For  sinners  and  the  sinners'  chief. 

3  No  guilt  contracted  by  long  years, 

His  tender  mercies  shall  confine; 
No  bar,  but  unbelief,  appears ; 

The  prayer  of  faith  makes  all  things  thine. 

4  Take  courage,  then !  Ask  and  believe, 

Expecting  mercy  from  the  Lord ! 
The  promise  runs,  "  Ask  and  receive," 
And  Christ  is  faithful  to  his  word. 

5  O  Lord,  increase  my  feeble  faith, 

And  give  my  straighten'd  bosom  room 
To  credit  what  thy  promise  saith, 
And  wait  till  thy  salvation  come! 


Tune  1.       (cm.) 


BEDFORD. 


237 

1  rpiIK  world  can  neither  give  nor  take, 
-*-    Nor  can  they  comprehend 

That  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  hath  brought, 
That  peace  which  knows  no  end. 

2  God's  furnace  doth  in  Sion  stand, 

But  Sion's  God  si;s  by, 
As  tlie  refiner  views  his  gold 
"With  an  observant  eye. 
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HYMNS.  2nd  Sunday 

after   Trinity. 

3  His  thoughts  are  high,  his  love  is  wise, 

His  wounds  a  cure  intend: 
And  though  lie  doth  not  always  smile. 
He  loves  unto  the  end. 

4  His  love  is  constant  as  the  sun, 

Though  clouds  come  oft  between  ; 
And  could  my  faith  but  pierce  these  clouds, 
It  might  be  always  seen, 

5  Yet  I  shall  ever  ever  sin^. 

And  thou  for  ever  shine: 
I  have  thine  own  dear  pledge  for  this ; 
Lord,  thou  art  ever  mine! 


ET.    OLAVE. 


238     TrxE61.        (l.m.) 

1  V\^ITII  watchful  eve,  and  wisdom  deep, 

T  ?     Our  gentle  Shepherd  tends  his  dock, 
Leads  on  and  guards  the  helpless  sheep, 
And  grounds  them  on  himself,  the  liock. 

2  lie  seeks  the  lost  with  tender  care, 

And  finds  them  in  the  wilderness: 
Conducts  them  to  his  pasture]  lair. 

And  feeds  them  with  his  word  of  grace. 

3  And  while  they  walk  in  humble  love, 

His  pleasant  heritage  are  they : 
And  he  defends  tlicm  from  above, 
And  guides  them  in  the  gospel  way. 

4  So  guide  aud  guard  us,  dearest  Lord, 

As  children  walking  hand  in  hand! 
And  many  ■  gracious  look  .  fford 


To  cheer  us  through  this  barren  land ! 


285 


92 


MANCHESTER. 


C.  M^ 


i 


r± 


m 


Sr 


-o- 


-&- 


-&- 


? 

A 


<^^> 


-O- 


A 


-Q. 


r^ 


:^z 


r± 


m^ 


Z2. 


-O- 


1£2I 


-& 


<s>- 


Z2^r: 


-<s>- 


X2. 
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2nd  Sunday  HYMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

239    Tune  32.        (l.m.) 

1  /~\UR  spirits  join  t'  adore  the  Lamb; 
^^  O  that  our  feeble  lips  could  move 
In  strains  immortal  as  his  Name, 

And  melting  as  his  dying  love! 

2  Rebels,  we  hn.ke  our  Maker's  laws; 

lie  from  the  threat 'nings  set  us  free, 
Bore  the  full  vengeance  on  his  cross, 
And  nail'd  the  curses  to  the  tree. 

3  In  vain  our  mortal  voices  strive 

To  -pi-;ik  compassion  so  divine; 
Had  we  a  thousand  lives  to  give, 

A  thousand  lives  should  all  be  thine! 

2rd  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Tune  17.         (cm.)  bt.  dayid. 

1  f  \  LORD,  my  best  desire  fulfil, 
^^   And  help  me  to  icsign 

Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  thy  will, 
And  make  thy  |  leasure  mine! 

2  Why  should  I  shrink  at  thy  command, 

Whose  love  forbids  my  rears  P 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
Tl  at  wipes  away  my  tears? 

3  No.  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prise  to  tine  ; 
Who  never  has!  a  good  withheld, 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me! 

4  Wi*dom  rmd  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  boh  P 

A  pool  blind  creature  of  a  day, 
And  CI  U    -d  before  the  moth  ! 
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240 


HYMNS.  Sri  Sunday 

after  Irinity. 

5  But  ah  !  my  inward  spirit  cries, 
Still  bind  me  to  thy  sway! 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  my  skies, 
Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 

2i  41    Tune  56.        (l.m.)  waeeham. 

1  X^THO  can  describe  the  joys  that  rise 

"  *     Through  all  the  courts  of  paradise, 
To  see  a  prodigal  return, 
To  see  an  heir  of  glory  born  ? 

2  With  joy  the  father  doth  approve 
The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love; 

The  Son  with  joy  looks  down,  and  sees 
The  purchase  of  his  agonies. 

3  The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 
The  holy  soul  he  form'd  anew: 
The  saints  and  angels  join  to  sin<* 
J  he  growing  empire  of  their  King. 

J4J      Tune  5.         (CM.)  BASEL. 

1  "lV/TY  God,  the  cov'nant  of  thy  love 
-*-*-*-  Abides  for  ever  sure  ; 

And  in  its  matchless  grace  I  feel 
My  happiness  secure! 

2  Since  thou,  the  everlasting  God, 

My  Father  art  become; 
Jesus  my  Guardian  and  my  Friend; 
And  heav'n  my  final  home: 

3  I  w<  Icome  .all  thv  sovereign  will, 

For  all  that  will  is  love; 
And,  when  1  know  not  what  thou  dost, 
1  wait  the  light  above ! 

287 


P 


92 


MANCHESTER.— Continued. 


gH 


P^ 


H 


s 


C2. 


-Q- 


S> 


-^ 


CJ. & 


^ 


-<S 


d_ 


=1 


QO 


0 


_Q. 


.ci 


:ro. 


@t£ 


£-fr — <S>- 


-& 


zz 


-&- 


:o: 


z2: 


-& 


^ 


p 


-&s>- 


j^L 


T^- 


^-J- 


-<s»- 


s 


3rd  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


£243    Tune  3.       (l.m.) 


DEVONSHIRE. 


1  T^E  still,  my  heart !  these  anxious  cares 
-*-'  To  thee  are  burdens,  thorn?,  and  snares; 
They  cast  dishonour  on  the  Lord, 

And  contradict  his  gracious  word. 

2  Brought  safely  by  his  hand  thus  far, 
Why  wilt  thou  now  give  place  to  fear? 
How  canst  thou  want  if  he  provide, 
Or  lose  thy  way  with  such  a  guide  ? 

3  When  first  before  his  mercy-seat 
Thou  didst  to  him  thy  all  commit ; 
He  gave  thee  warrant,  from  that  hour, 
To  trust  his  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 

4  He,  who  hath  help'd  me  hitherto, 
Will  help  me  all  my  journey  through, 
And  give  me  daily  cause  to  raise 
New  Ebenezers  to  his  praise. 

5  Though  rough  and  thorny  be  the  road, 
It  leads  thee  home,  apace,  to  God; 
Then  count  thy  present  trials  small, 
For  heav'n  will  make  amends  for  all ! 


HYMNS.  3rd  Suniay 

after  Trinity. 

3  He  help'd  his  saints,  in  ancient  days, 

Who  trusted  in  his  Name ; 
And  we  can  witness  to  his  praise, 
His  love  is  still  the  same. 

4  His  presence  sweetens  all  our  cares, 

And  makes  our  burdens  light ; 

A  word  from  him  dispels  our  fears, 

And  giids  the  gloom  of  night. 

5  Let  us  enjoy  and  highly  prize 

These  tokens  of  thy  love, 
Till  thou  shalt  bid  our  spirits  rise, 
To  worship  thee  above ! 


LONDON   NEW. 


244    Tune  4.        (cm.) 

1  (~\  HAPPY  they  who  know  the  Lord, 
^^    With  whom  he  deigns  to  dwell! 
He  feeds  and  cheers  them  by  his  word, 

His  arm  supports  them  well. 

2  To  them,  in  each  distressing  hour, 

His  throne  of  grace  is  near  : 
And  when  they  plead  his  love  and  power, 
lie  stands  engaged  to  hear. 
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245     Tune  GO.      (7's.) 


BELLING  HAM. 


TESUS,  cast  a  look  on  me  ! 
^  Give  me  sweet  simplicity  ! 
Make  me  poor,  and  k<  ep  me  low, 

Seeking  on!}'  thee  to  know! 

All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside  ! 
Bid  my  will  to  thine  submit! 
J, ay  me  humbly  at  thy  fl 

Make  me  like  a  little  child, 

Of  my  strength  and  wisdom  BpoU'd; 

Seeing  only  in  thy  b  ;ht ! 

Walking  only  in  thy  might! 

Leaning  on  thy  loving  breast. 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  real ; 
Peeling  well  the  peaee  of  God, 
Flowing  from  thy  precious  blood! 

i. 
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POBTUGTTESE. 


10.10.11.11. 


bth  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


246  TUNE  43.  (3.M.)  ST.   MICHAEL. 

1  TXOW  gentle  God's  commands! 
-*--*-  How  kind  his  precepts  are! 

"Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  constant  care!" 

2  "While  Providence  supports, 
Let  saints  securely  dwell ; 

That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up 
Shall  guide  his  children  well. 

3  "Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 

Haste  to  your  heav'nly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find ! 

4  His  goodness  stands  approv'd 
Down  to  the  present  day; 

I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 

247  T™b?2.        (10.11.)  HANOVEE. 

1  f\  WORSHIP  the  King  all  glorious  above ! 
^-J  ()  gratefully  sing  his  power  and  his  love ! 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  days, 
Pavilion'd  in  splendour,  and  girded  with  praise  I 

2  O  tell  of  his  might,  O  sing  of  his  grace, 
"Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space! 
Hifl  chariots  of  wrath  dec;)  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

8   Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  thee  do  we  tru^-t,  nor  find  thee  to  fail  : 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  i  nd  ! 
( )ur  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend  ! 
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HYMNS.  Ath  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

4  O  measureless  might !     Ineffable  love! 
"While  angels  delight  to  hymn  thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  thy  praise! 

^4o      TUWl  22.         (7'S.)  DTJSSELD0EF. 

1  i^VUIET,  Lord,  my  froward  heart, 
^Z  Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 

Make  me  as  a  weaned  child! 

From  distrust  and  envy  free, 
Pleas'd  with  all  that  pleases  thee! 

2  "What  thou  shalt  to-day  provide 

Let  me  as  a  child  receive; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide 

Calmly  t  i  thy  wisdom  leave: 
'Tis  enough  that  thou  wilt  care; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear? 

C>  As  a  little  child  r< 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own  : 
Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  Btep  a'onc, 
Let  me  thus  with  thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide! 

4  Thus  preserv'd  from  Satan's  wile*, 
">:\i'c  from  i,  free  from  fear:-, 

v  1  live  upon  thy  smiles, 

Till  the  promis'd  hour  appears, 
\\T.  n  the  son  d  shall  prove 

All  their  !  i  bouu  iless  love! 
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4M  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 
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Tune  48.       (cm.) 


"WTNDSOB. 


1  [/!?D'  what  a  "itched  land  is  this 

That  yields  us  no  supply! 
No  cheering  fruits,  no  wholesome  trees, 
Iso  streams  of  living  joy  ! 

2  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze, 

liut  we  marcli  upward  still,' 
Forget  these  troubles  of  the  way 
And  reach  at  Sion's  hill.  ' 

3  See  the  kind  angels  at  the  gate?, 

Inviting  us  to  come! 
There  Jesus  the  forerunner  waits, 
To  welcome  travelers  home. 

4  No  vain  discourse  shall  fill  our  tongue, 

Nor  trifles  vex  our  ear; 
Infinite  grace  shall  fill  our  song, 
And  God  rejoice  to  hear. 
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Tune  51.       (l.m.) 


angels*. 

1  "W"1?^ T  t0nS"e  can  tell>  what  fancy  Paint 
T      J  he  joys  that  fill  th'  enraptur'd  saint,' 

\\  hen  mix  (1  with  heav'n's  triumphant  throne 

He  shares  their  bliss,  and  swells  their  song  f 

2  lie  feels  no  pain,  he  fears  no  want, 
Ills  portion  all  that  God  can  grant, 
To  see  the  Saviour  as  he  is, 

And  dwell  in  heav'n  with  him  and  his. 

3  No  darkness  now  obscures  his  mind; 
The  darkness  all  is  left  behind; 

And  objects,  lately  half  coneeal'd, 

In  full  resplendence  stand  rcveal'd. 


HYMNS.  4fh  Sunday. 

A   „.    .  after  Trinity. 

4  His  lore,  so  cold,  so  mix'd  before 

In  heav'n  is  cold  and  mix'd  no  more- 
It  gains  the  region  whence  it  came  ' 
And  Jives  a  pure  eternal  fame. 

5  [He  dwells  exempt  from  all  alarm; 

No  world  is  the;e  to  fright  or  charm; 
No  foes  to  plot  against  his  peace; 
No  sin  to  give  their  schemes  success.] 

6  O  may  I  reach  that  blest  abode, 
Where  saints  obtain  their  rest  in  God  ' 
*or  this,  let  ev'ry  conflict  here 

As  nothing  in  my  sight  appear  I 


ST.    STErnEX. 


20JL    Tune  45.        (C.M.) 

1  H°uVrich  th?  fav0llr*>  G(>d  of  grace' 

How  various  and  divine! 
roll  as  the  ocean  thev  are  pour'd 
And  bright  as  heav'n  they  shine. 

2  Jesus,  the  herald  of  his  love 

Displays  the  radiant  prize; 

And  shows  the  purchase  of  his  blood 
±o  our  admiring  eyi 

3  lie  perfects  what  his  hand  btffii 

And  stone  on  Btone  1: 
Till  firm  and  fair  the  building  i 

A  temple  to  his  prai 

4  The  songs  of  eve;  lasting  years 

1  hat  mercy  shall  attend, 
Whichleads  through  surringt  of  an  hoar 
ro  joy i  that  never  end. 
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7.6.7.6.7.7.7,6. 


bth  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


252     TrxElOl       (8'S.) 


COTHEN. 


1  /CAPTAIN  of  Israel's  host,  and  Guide 
^  Of  all  who  seek  the  land  above, 
Beneath  thy  shadow  we  abide, 

The  cloud  of  thy  protecting  love ! 
Our  strength,  thy  grace ;  our  rule,  thy  word; 
Our  end,  the  glory  of  the  Lord. 

2  By  thine  unerring  Spirit  led, 

We  shall  not  in  the  desert  stray; 
We  shall  not  full  direction  need, 

Nor  miss  our  providential  way; 
As  far  from  danger  as  from  fear, 
While  love,  almighty  love,  is  near. 

253      r-tC*ElG6.         (8.4.)  WIMBLEDON. 

1  "M"Y  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray, 
-^  -*-  Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough 

0  teach  me  from  the  heart  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!"' 

2  If  thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize,  it  ne'er  was  mine; 

1  only  yield  thee  what  was  thine; 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

3  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

4  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer,  oft  mix'd  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing,  upon  a  happier  shore, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 


way, 


20-1 


HYMNS. 
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k    Tr/NE  75. 


(CM.) 


5th  Sunday 
after  Triniir. 

PENITENCE. 


1  TPIS  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high, 

-*-    Or  sinks  them  in  the  grave, 
He  gives,  and  (blessed  be  his  Name!) 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

2  Peace,  all  our  angry  passions,  then ! 

Let  each  rebellious  sigh 
Be  silent  at  his  sov'reign  will, 
And  ev'ry  murmur  die ! 

3  If  smiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praises  shall  be  spread; 
And  we'll  adore  the  justice  too 
That  strikes  our  comforts  dead. 


55 


Tune  17. 


st.  david's. 


(cm.) 

1  r\  LORD,  how  lovely  is  thy  Name ! 
*S  How  faithful  ia  thine  heart! 
To-day  and  yesterday  the  same, 

And  always  kind  thou  art. 

2  No  change  of  mind  our  Jesus  knows, 

A  true  and  constant  friend : 
Where  once  the  Lord  his  love  bestows, 
lie  loves  unto  the  end. 

3  He  well  remembers  we  are  flesh, 

At  best  a  bruised  reed! 
And  fainting  souls  he  will  refresh, 
And  gently  rear  their  head. 

I  No  danger  can  my  soul  await 
While  resting  on  this  Rock: 
The  winds  may  blow,  and  waves  may  beat, 
But  he  sustains  the  shock. 
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5^7*  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 
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HYMNS. 
Tune  12.       (s.m.) 


M0T7NT  EPHEAI1T. 


1  ]VrY  Maker  and  mY  Km& 

To  thee  my  ail  I  owe ! 
Thy  sov'reign  bounty  is  the  spring 
From  whence  my  blessings  flow! 

2  [Thou  ever  good  and  kind  ! 
A  thousand  reasons  move, 

A  thousand  obligations  bind 
My  heart  to  grateful  love.] 

3  The  creature  of  thy  hand, 
On  thee  alone  I  live  ; 

My  God,  thy  benefits  demand 
More  praise  than  life  can  give ! 

4  O  what  can  I  impart, 
When  all  is  thine  before  ? 

Thy  love  demands  a  grateful  heart ! 
The  gift,  alas  !  how  poor ! 

5  O  let  thy  grace  inspire 

My  soul  with  strength  divine! 
Let  all  my  powers  to  thee  aspire, 
And  all  my  days  be  thine  ! 
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Tukh  33.        (l.m.) 


01B1T. 

1  rpilAT  man  no  guard  or  weapons  needs, 
-1-    Whose  heart  the  blood  of  Jesus  knows, 
But  safe  may  pass,  if  duty  leads, 

Through  burning  sands  or  mountain  snows. 

2  Releas'd  from  guilt,  he  feels  no  fear, 

Redemption  is  his  shield  and  tower* 
He  sees  the  Saviour  always  near 
To  help  in  ev'ry  trying  hour. 


HYMNS.  5*A  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

3  If  plac'd  beneath  the  nothern  pole, 

Ihough  winter  reign  with  rigour  there, 
His  gracious  beams  would  cheer  my  soul, 
And  make  a  spring  throughout  the  year. 

4  Or  if  the  desert's  sun-burnt  soil 

My  lonely  dwelling  e'er  should  prove, 
His  presence  would  support  my  toil, 
U  hose  smile  is  life,  whose  voice  is  love. 

6th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

258     Tune  15.        (C.M.)  st.  maey. 

1  'TWERE  is  a  house  not  made  with  hands 
"■"   Eternal,  and  on  high; 

And  here  my  spirit  waiting  stands 
Till  God  shall  bid  it  %. 

2  Shortly  this  prison  of  my  clay 

Must  be  dissolved,  and  fall  ; 

Then,  O  my  soul,  with  joy  obey 

Thy  heav'nly  Father's  call ! 

3  'Tis  he,  by  his  almighty  grace, 

Who  forms  thecsfit  for  heav'n; 
And,  as  an  earnest  of  the  place, 
Has  his  own  Spirit  given. 

4  "We  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come; 

Faith  lives  upon  bis  word: 
But  while  the  body  is  our  home, 
We're  absent  from  the  Lord. 

5  ["lis  pleasant  to  believe  thy  grace, 

But  we  had  rather  see  ; 
We  would  be  absent  from  the  flesh, 
And  present,  Lord,  with  thee  I] 
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HYMNS. 


6^  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 

259    Tune  39.       (s.m.)  doncastib. 

1  "PREPARE  a  thankful  song 
-L    To  the  Redeemer's  name  ! 

His  praises  should  employ  each  tongue, 
And  ev'ry  heart  inflame. 

2  He  laid  his  glory  by, 

And  dreadful  pains  endur'd, 
That  rebels,  such  as  you  and  I, 
From  wrath  might  be  secur'd. 

3  And  now  he  pleading  stands 
For  us  before  the  throne, 

And  answers  all  the  Law's  demands 
With  what  himself  hath  done. 

4  The  Holy  Ghost  he  sends 
Our  stubborn  hearts  to  move; 

To  make  his  enemies  his  friends, 
And  conquer  them  by  love. 

5  Assur'd  that  Christ  our  King 
AY  ill  put  our  foes  to  flight, 

We,  on  the  field  of  battle,  sing, 
And  triumph,  while  wc  light. 


HYMNS. 


Sth  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


3  O  that  I  now  the  rest  might  know, 

Believe,  and  enter  in ! 
Now,  Saviour,  now  the  power  bestow, 
And  let  me  cease  from  sin ! 

4  Remove  this  hardness  from  my  heart ! 

This  unbelief  remove ! 
To  me  the  rest  of  faith  impart, 
The  sabbath  of  thy  love ! 


2  61     TlJNE  4*  (C,M-)  XONDON  NEW. 

1  piOME  ye,  who  know  and  fear  the  Lord, 
^  And  raise  your  thoughts  above ! 

Let  ev'ry  heart  and  voice  accord, 
To  siug  that  "  God  is  love ! " 

2  This  precious  truth  his  word  declares, 

And  all  his  mercies  prove; 
Jesus,  the  Gift  of  gifts,  appears 
To  show  that  u  God  is  love." 


2  GO     Tu*i28.        (cm.) 

1  T  ORD,  I  believe  a  rest  remains, 
-LJ  To  all  thy  people  known, 

A  rest  where  pure  enjoyment  reigns, 
And  thou  art  lov'd  alone  : 

2  A  rest,  where  all  our  soul's  desire 

Is  fixed  on  things  above; 
Where  fear,  and  sin,  and  grief  expire, 
Cast  out  by  perfect  love. 
298 


IRISH. 


ig  long 


3  Behold  his  patience  bearing 

With  those  who  from  him  rove ; 
Till  mighty  grace  their  hearts  subdues 
To  teach  them  "  God  is  love." 

4  The  work  begun  is  carried  on 

By  power  from  heav'n  above, 
And  ev'ry  step,  from  first  to  last, 
Declares  that  "God  is  love." 

5  O  may  we  all,  while  here  below, 

This  best  of  blessings  prove ! 
Till  warmer  hearts,  in  brighter  worlds, 
Proclaim  that  "  God  is  love." 
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HYMNS. 


262  Tune  11.        (ok.)  liveepool. 

1  THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

"Where  saints  immortal  rei^n, 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-with'ring  flowers: 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heav'nly  land  from  ours. 

3  0  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes! 

•i  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  land-capo  o'er, 
Kot  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Shall  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

263  Tune  5.         (cm.)  basel. 

1  ( ""JOME,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid  heart, 
^  Inspire  each  lifeless  tongue! 

And  let  the  joys  ot  heav'n  impart 
Their  influence  to  our  son"! 

D 

2  Sorrow,  and  pain,  and  ev'ry  care, 

And  discord  there  Bhall 
And  perfect  joy,  and  love  sincere, 

Adorn  the  realm  ice. 

3  The  soul,  from  sin  for  ever  free, 

Shall  n  oiun  i;     |  ,>w    r  no  more 

But  cloth'd  in  Bpotless  purity. 


300 


Redeeming  love  adore. 


HYMNS.  m  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

4  There  shall  the  followers  of  the  Lamb 

Join  in  immortal  songs ; 
And  endless  honours  to  his  name 
Employ  their  tuneful  tongues. 

5  Lord,  tune  our  hearts  to  praise  and  love ! 

Our  feeble  notes  inspire! 
Till,  in  thy  blissful  courts  above, 
We  join  the  heav'nly  choir. 

7th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

^C)4<    Tune  4  k      (c.ir.)  Westminster. 

1  Q  GOD  of  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 
"  Thy  people  still  are  fed  ; 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 

Hast  all  our  fathers  led: 

2  Our  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  present 

Before  thy  throne  of  grace! 
God  of  our  lathers,  be  the  God 
Of  their  succeeding  race  ! 

3  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wand'ring  footsteps  gui 
Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  lit  provide! 

4  O  spread  thy  cov'ring  wings  around, 

Till  all  our  wand'rings  ceai 
And  at  our  Father's  lov'd  abode 
Our  souls  ani\e  in  peace! 

5  Such  bl  from  thy  gracious  hand 

:r  humble  prayers  iraj 
And  thou  shalt  be  o;ir  chosen  (iod, 
And  portion  evermore. 
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O    Tune  45.       (cm.) 


ST.    STEPHEN. 


1  TDEGIN,  my  tongue,  some  heav'nly  theme, 
■*-*  And  speak  some  boundless  thing-, 

The  mighty  works,  or  mightier  name, 
Of  our  eternal  King! 

2  Tell  of  his  wondrous  faithfulness. 

And  sound  his  power  abroad! 
Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  his  grace, 
And  the  performing  God! 

3  Engrav'd,  as  in  eternal  brass, 

The  mighty  promise  shines; 
Nor  can  the  powers  of  darkness  rase 
Those  everlasting  lines. 

4  Ilis  very  word  of  grace  is  strong, 

As  that  which  built  the  skies ! 
The  voce  that  rolls  the  stars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promises. 


266 

1 


TtJND  3G.       (7's.) 


XLCESTE?.. 


HARK !  that  frhout  of  rapt'rous  joy, 
Bursting  forth  from  yonder  cloud! 
Jesus  comes ;  and  through  the  sky 
Angels  tell  their  joy  aloud. 

2  Now  the  world's  duration  ends; 

Now  the  Lord  will  meet  his  foes; 
These  shall  perish,  but  his  friends 
Shall  in  heav'n  obtain  repo 

3  Hark!  the  trumpet's  awful  voice 

Sounds  abroad  through  i-ea  and  land: 
Let  his  people  now  rejoice, 
Their  redemption  is  at  hand. 
302 


HYMNS. 


1th  Sunday 


after  Trinity. 

See !  the  Lord  appears  iu  view ; 

Heav'n  and  earth  before  him  fly ; 
Rise,  ye  saints,  he  comes  for  you; 

Rise  to  meet  him  in  the  sky ! 

Go,  and  dwell  with  him  above, 

Where  no  foe  can  e'er  molest! 
Happy  in  the  Saviour's  love  ! 

Blessing,  and  for  ever  blest ! 


267 


Tune  74.       (cm.) 


CHILTON. 


1  T^TH  Ypour'st  thou  forth  thy  anxious  plaint, 

*  *     Despairing  of  relief, 
As  if  the  Lord  o'erlook'd  thy  cause, 
And  did  not  heed  thy  grief? 

2  He  gives  the  conquest  to  the  weak, 

Supports  the  fainting  heart! 
And  courage  in  the  evil  hour 
His  heav'nly  aids  impart. 

3  Mere  human  power  shall  fast  decay, 

And  youthful  vigour  cease; 
But  they  who  wait  upon  the  Lord, 
In  strength  shall  still  increase. 

4  They  with  unwearied  feet  shall  tread 

The  path  of  life  divine ; 
With  growing  ardour  onward  move, 
"With  growing  brightness  shine. 

5  On  eagles'  wings  they  mount,  they  soar, 

Their  wings  are  faith  and  love, 
Till,  past  the  cloudy  regions  here, 
They  rise  to  heav'n  above. 
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7  th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS, 


268    Tun 42.       (s.m.) 


Hi.SHA3I. 


1  "DRIS'NERS  of  hope,  arise, 
-*-    And  see  your  Lord  appear! 

Lo !  on  the  wings  of  love  he  flies, 
And  brings  redemption  near. 

2  Redemption  in  his  blood 
He  calls  you  to  receive: 

"Look  unto  me,  the  pard'ning  God; 
"Believe,"  he  cries,  "believe!" 

3  Jesus,  to  thee  we  look, 

Till  sav'd  from  sin's  remains; 
Reject  the  inbred  tyrant's  yoke, 
And  cast  away  his  chains! 

4  Our  nature  shall  no  more 
O'er  us  dominion  have ; 

By  faith  we  apprehend  the  power 
Which  shall  for  ever  save. 


269    Tune  9.      (8.8.6.) 


BBISBAN*. 


301 


SPHERE  is  no  path  to  heav'nly  bliss, 
-■-    Or  solid  joy,  or  lasting  peace, 

But  Christ,  th'  appointed  road : 
O  may  we  tread  the  sacred  way ! 
By  faith  rejoice,  and  praise,  and  pray, 

Till  we  sit  down  with  God! 

As  he  above  for  ever  lives, 
And  life  to  dying  sinners  gives 

Eternal  and  divine; 
O  may  his  Spirit  in  me  dwell ! 
Then  sav'd  from  sin,  and  death,  and  hell, 

Eternal  life  is  mine. 


270 


HYMNS. 

Tunb  85  (6.8.) 


*th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 

handel's  3m 


1  A  RISE,  my  soul,  arise ; 

-^*-  Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears ! 

The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears  ; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  My  God  is  reconcil'd, 

His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear, 
He  owns  me  lor  his  child, 
I  can  no  longer  fear ; 
"With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry  .' 
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Tune  92.       (cm.) 


MAXCHESTEE. 


1  rpiIE  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word, 
-*-    And  brings  t he  truth  to  sight : 
Precepts  and  promises  afford 

A  sauctifying  light. 

2  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

Majestic  like  the  sun; 
It  gives  a  Light  to  ev'ry  age, 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

3  The  hand  that  gave  thee  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat : 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  ri 
They  rise  but  never 

4  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine, 

For  such  a  bright  display, 

As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heav'nly  day 
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HYMNS. 


Tune  5.       (cm.) 


EASEL. 


1  /THREAT  God  of  providence,  thy  ways 
^    Are  hid  from  mortal  sight; 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shades, 

Or  cloth'd  with  dazzling  light! 

2  But  in  the  world  of  bliss  above 

Where  thou  dost  ever  reign, 
These  mysteries  shall  be  all  unveil'd, 
And  not  a  doubt  remain. 

3  The  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  there 

His  brightest  beams  display, 
And  not  a  ho v 'ring  cloud  obscure 
That  never-ending  day. 

273    Tune  82.       (cm.)  castleford. 

1  T\niY  should  the  children  of  a  King 

"  *     Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
Great  Comforter,  descend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace  ! 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints, 

And  seal  the  heirs  of  heav'n? 
When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 

Jn  the  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God  ! 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 

The  pledge  of  joya  to  com  ■ ; 

And  thy  ■oft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Will  safe  convey  me  home  ! 
30G 


8th   Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 

274  Tune  76.        (cm.)  gait 

1  Q.REAT  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame, 
^    AVe  own  thy  power  divine; 

We  hear  thy  breath  in  ev'ry  storm, 
For  all  the  winds  are  thine ! 

2  Thy  mercy  tempers  ev'ry  blast 

To  them  that  seek  thy  face ; 
And  mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  thy  grace. 

3  Those  gentle  whispers  let  me  hear, 

Till  all  the  tumult  cease; 
And  gales  of  Paradise  shall  lull 
My  weary  soul  to  peace  ! 

275  Tune  29.         (cm.)  msn. 

1  1V/T  Y  GOD,  my  Father,  blissful  name! 
-LT-L  O  may  I  call  thee  mine! 

May  I  thy  Bweet  assurance  claim 
A  portion  so  divine ! 

2  This  only  can  my  fears  control, 

And  bid  my  sorrows  My; 
What  harm  can  ever  reach  my  soul 
Beneath  my  Father's  eye? 

3  Whate'er  thy  providence  denies 

I  calmly  would  resign, 
For  thou  art  good,  and  just,  and  wise: 
O  bend  my  will  to  thine! 

4  "\\  hate'er  thy  sacred  will  ordains 

0  give  me  strength  to  bear! 
And  let  me  know  inv  Father  reigns, 
And  trust  his  tender  care ! 
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92A  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


276 


Tune  14. 


(L.M.) 


1TELC0MBE. 


1  TTIGH  on  a  hill  of  dazzling  light 
-*--*-  The  King  of  Glory  spreads  his  seat, 
And  troops  of  angels,  stretch'd  for  flight, 

Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  feet. 

2  Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  hosts, 

Wait  on  thy  wand'ring  church  below; 
Here  we  are  sailing  to  thy  coasts, 
Let  angels  be  our  convoy  too ! 

3  Are  they  not  all  thy  servants,  Lord? 

At  thy  command  they  go  and  come ; 
"With  cheerful  haste  obey  thy  word, 
And  guard  thy  children  to  their  home. 
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Tune  82.      (cm.) 


CASTLEEOBD. 


1  A  WAKE,  my  soul,  stretch  ev'ry  nerre, 
-*■*-  And  press  with  vigour  on! 

A  heav'nly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown! 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod 
And  onward  urge  thy  way! 

3.  'Tis  God's  own  animating  voice, 
That  calls  thee  from  on  huh  : 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 
Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
And  crown' d  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet 
I'll  lay  my  honours  down  ! 
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HYMNS.  9M  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

i  8      Tu*E  U-  (C-M.)  LIVBEPOOL. 

1  f\  THOU,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 
^~S  I  lift  my  soul  to  thee! 

In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  wo:', 
Good  Lord,  remember  me ! 

2  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee, 
O  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day  ! 
Good  Lord,  remember  mel 

3  And  when  before  thy  throne  I  stand, 

And  lift  my  soul  to  thee, 
Then  with  the  saints,  at  thy  right  hand, 
Good  Lord,  remember  me  ! 

279      TUOT   93.  (10.11.)  PORTUGUESE. 

1  "D  EG  ONE,  unbelief,  my  Saviour  is  near, 
•*-*  And  for  my  relief  will  surely  appear: 

By  prayer  let  me  wrestle,  and  he  will  perform; 
With  Christ  in  the  vessel,  1  smile  at  the  storm. 

2  His  love  in  time  past  forbids  me  to  think 
He'll  leave  me  at  last  in  trouble  to  sink; 
Each  sweet  Ebeneier  I  have  in  review 
Confirms  his  good  pleasure  to  help  me  quite 

through. 

3  Why  should  I  complain  of  want  ordistr 
Temptation  or  pain:-'  lie  told  me  d 

The  heirs  i  ition,  1  know  from  his  word, 

Through  much  tribulation  must  follow  their 

L    id. 

4  Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  w   rk  for  niv  ^ood, 
The  bitter  1 1,  the  med'ein 

Though  painful  at]  /twill  c  .  -long 

And  then,  O  how  p  easant,  the  conqueror'* 
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9/A  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 

280      TUNB  41.        (8.7.)  IT.  B1ENAED. 


1  ET  us  love,  and  sing-,  and  wonder, 
-LJ  Let  us  praise  the  Saviour's  name ! 
He  has  hush'd  the  Law's  loud  thunder, 

He  has  quench'd  mount  Sinai's  flame  i 
He  has  wash'd  us  with  his  blood, 
He  has  brought  us  nigh  to  God. 

2  Let  us  praise  and  join  the  chorus 

Of  the  saints  enthron'd  on  high! 
Here  they  trusted  him  before  us, 

New  their  praises  fill  the  sky ; 
"Thou  hast  wash'd  us  with  thy  blood, 
Thou  art  worthy,  Lamb  of  God ! " 


281    TuNB  I5-      (cm.) 


ST.  M1ET. 


1 


TTOW  helpless  guilty  nature  lies, 
-"--*-  Unconscious  of  its  load  ! 
The  heart,  unchang'd,  can  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God. 

2  Can  aught  beneath  a  power  divine 

The  stubborn  will  subdue? 
'Tis  thine,  Eternal  Spirit,  thine 
To  form  the  heart  anew. 

3  'Tis  thine  the  passions  to  recal, 

And  upwards  bid  them  rise; 
To  make  the  scales  of  error  fall 
From  reason's  darken' d  eyes! 

4  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  away, 

And  bid  the  sinner  live ; 
A  beam  of  heav'n,  a  vital  ray, 
'Tis  thine  alone  to  give! 
310 


HYMNS. 


9th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 
5  0  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  ours, 
And  give  them  life  divine ! 
Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers, 
Almighty  Lord,  be  thine ! 
10th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

282  TUNB88.         (7'S.)  SOMEBLBY. 

1  OOME1  said  Jesu's  sacred  voice, 

^  Come  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ! 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come ! 

2  Thou  who  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roam'd  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  Pilgrim,  hither  haste ! 

3  Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  ev'ry  wound, 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure ! 

283  TuNE  14-       (i-.m.)  M1LC0MBI. 

1  "IDLEST  Jesus,  source  of  grace  divine  ! 
-^  What  soul-refreshing  streams  are  thi 
O  bring  these  healing  waters  nigh, 
Or  we  must  droop,  and  fall,  and  die ! 

2  Our  longing  souls  aloud  would  sing, 
Spring  up,  celestial  fountain,  spring ! 
To  a  redundant  river  flow, 
And  cheer  this  thirsty  land  below! 

3  May  this  blest  torrent  near  my  side 
Through  all  the  desert  gently  glide! 
Then  in  Immanuel's  laud  above, 
Spread  to  a  sea  of  joy  and  love! 
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10th  Sunday  HYMNS. 

a/?er  Trinity. 

284     Tukb35.         (7's.)  ALCESTEB. 

1  /^OME,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare ! 
^   Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  Thou  are  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring  ; 
For  his  grace  and  power  are  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much, 

3  With  my  burden  I  be^in, 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin! 
Let  thy  bl;  od,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt ! 

4  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign  ! 

5  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer! 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end ! 


285     Tr^38.       (7's.) 

1  '  "  OHD  of  hosts,  how  lovely  fair, 
-*-^  E'en  on  earth  thy  temples  are! 
Here  thy  waiting  people  see 
Much  of  heav'n  and  much  of  thee. 

2  From  thy  graciooi  presence  flows 
Bliss  that  softens  all  our  woes; 
While  thy  Spirit's  holy  fire 
Warms  our  hearts  with  pure  desire. 

QJO 


FLU. 


HYMNS.  10th  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

Here  we  supplicate  thy  throne, 
Here  thou  mak'st  thy  glories  known ; 
Here  we  learn  thy  righteous  ways. 
Taste  thy  love,  and  sing  thy  praise. 

Thus,  with  festive  songs  of  joy, 
We  our  happy  lives  employ ; 
Love,  and  long  to  love  thee  more, 
Till  from  earth  to  heav'n  we  soar. 


286     Tune  G6.         (cm.) 


TORE. 


fpO  thee  we  come,  our  Gv^,  to  thee, 
-■-    We  come  to  seek  thy  face! 

Before  thy  throne  thy  people  K 
Before  thy  throne  of  grace! 

We  brim:  thy  promise,  and  we  plead 
Thy  Mercy  and  thy  Name; 

To  our  petition-,  Lord,  give  he 

And  put  us  not  to  shame! 

Subdue  the  foes  that  are  within, 
Our  mighty  foes  subdue  1 

O  break  in  us  the  power  ot">in, 
Anil  make  08,  Lord,  anew  I 

We  know,  in  such  a  strife  as  tl 
How  vain  are  mortal  powers! 

No  strength  but  thine  sufficient 

Against  such  Iocs  as  on:-. 

In  us  thy  pleasure,  Lord,  fulfil, 
The  won  of  faith  with  power; 

That  we  may  do  and  love  thy  will, 
Nor  Lave  thee  from  thi>  hour! 
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1CMA  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


287 


ATH. 


TUXE  107.       (L.M.) 

1  TXAIL,  sov'reign  Love,  that  first  began 
-*-1-  The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man! 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  Grace, 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-place ! 

2  Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 
I  fought  with  hands  uplifted  high; 
Desj-is'd  the  mention  of  his  grace, 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 

3  [Enwrapt  in  thick  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darkness  more  than  light, 
Madly  I  ran  the  sinful  race, 

Secure  without  a  hiding-place.] 

4  Indignant  Justice  stood  in  view; 
To  Sinai's  fiery  mount  I  flew, 

But  Justice  cried,  with  frowning  face, 
"This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place." 

5  Ere  long  a  hcav'nly  voice  I  heard, 
And  Mercy*!  angel-form  appear'd  ; 
She  led  me  on,  with  placid  pace, 
To  Jesus,  as  my  hiding-place. 

G  A  few  more  rolling  sun-,  at  most, 
Will  land  me  on  iair  Canaan's  coast; 
"Where  I  shall  sing  the  songs  of  grace, 
And  see  my  glorious  hiding-place. 

11  th  Sunday  after  Trinity 

288 


Tmri61. 


(IM.) 

1  A  ^  ^  ^ :i  tuiie  °*  '°^y  rra'se 

J*    T<>  great  Jehovah's  equal  Son! 


ST.    OLATJI. 


314 


great  jenovana  eqi 

ike,  my  voice,  in  hcav'nly  lays 
Proclaim  the  wonders  he  hath  done! 


HYMNS.  Uth  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

2  Sing  how  he  left  the  world  of  light, 

And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  above; 
How  swift  and  joyful  was  his  flight, 
On  wings  of  everlasting  love! 

3  Deep  in  the  shades  of  gloomy  death 

Th'  almighty  captive  pris'ner  lay: 
Th'  almighty  captive  left  the  earth, 
And  rose  to  everlasting  day. 

4  Amongst  a  thousand  harps  and  songs, 

Jesus  the  God  exalted  reigns: 
His  sacred  name  fills  all  their  tongues, 
And  echoes  through  the  heav'nly  plains. 


289     Tunb  81.        (cm.) 


ELY. 


1  |"  ET  Sion's  watchmen  all  awake, 
-LJ  And  take  th'  alarm  they  give  ; 
Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 

Their  solemn  charge  receive ! 

2  'Ti*  not  a  cause  of  small  import 

The  pastor's  ore  demands; 
But  what  might  fill  an  angel's  heart, 
And  lill'd  a  Saviour's  hands. 

3  They  watch  for  souls,  for  which  the  Lord 

Did  hcav'nly  bliss  forego; 
For  Bonis,  which  must  for  ever  live 
In  raptures,  or  in  woe. 

4  May  they  that  Jesus,  whom  they  preach, 

Their  own  Redeemer  sec! 
And  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  soul?, 
That  they  may  watch  for  me. ! 
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E  AS  TEE    KYllS.—  Cuntinued. 
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l\th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 
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Tune  6. 


HYMNS. 

(cm.) 


TEEB3EN. 


HYMNS. 

292  Tune  19-    C"t) 


11  th  Sunda,, 
after  Tr 


HAPPY  the  souh  to  Jesus  join'd, 
And  sav'd  by  grace  alone ! 
Walking  in  all  his  ways,  they  find 

Their  heav'n  on  earth  be^un. 
The  church  triumphant  in  thy  love, 

Their  mighty  joys  we  know  : 
They  sing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  abore, 

And  we  in  hymns  below. 
Thee,  in  thy  glorious  realm  they  praise, 

And  bow  before  thy  throne; 
We  in  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace  : 

The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 

The  holy  to  the  holiest  leads ; 

From  thence  our  spirits  rise  ; 
And  he  that  in  thy  statutes  treads, 

Shall  meet  thee  in  the  skies! 


291  Tunb  88-    (8-7-) 


SOMEELBY. 


31G 


COME,  thou  fount  of  ev'ry  Messing 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace ! 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

Here  I  raise  my  Eheneser, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  1  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  Bave  my  soul  from  dancer, 

Interpos'd  his  precious  blood, 


1  pi  RACE  !  'tis  a  charming  sound, 
^"  Harmonious  to  my  car  ; 

Heav'n  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  bhall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contriv'd  a  way 
To  save  rebellions  man, 

And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  wand'ring  feet 
To  tread  the  heav'nly  road, 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
A\  bile  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 
Through  everlasting  days; 

It  lays  iu  heav'n  the  topmost  BtOOe, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

293     Tu*B  '°~-        (dM  }  Al'OSrLLS. 

1  Tj\ATHER,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 
■A?    Thy  sov'reign  will  den 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  gnu 
Let  this  petition  rise: 
S  Cue  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
Prom  ev'ry  murmui 
The  hi  wings  of  thy  *rti 

And  D  hve  to  th< 

5  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine, 

Mv  lift  and  death  attend; 

Thy  presence  through  mj  j  mrney  thine, 
And  crown  my  joum         od! 


100        HAKEINGTON. 


CM. 


12th  Sunday  HYMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

294    Tune  23.      (l.m.)  bt.  thomas. 

1  JEHOVAH  reigns,  his  throne  is  high  ; 

His  robes  are  light  and  majesty ; 
[lis  glory  shines  with  beams  so  bright, 
No  mortal  can  sustain  the  sight. 

2  Through  all  his  work  his  wisdom  shines, 
And  baffles  Satan's  deep  designs ; 

His  power  is  sov'reign  to  fulfil 
The  noblest  counsels  of  his  will. 

3  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  descend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
Then  let  my  songs  with  angels' join; 
Heav'n  is  secure  if  God  be  mine! 


HYMNS.  12th  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

5  I'll  speak  the  honours  of  thy  name 
With  my  last  lab'ring  breath  : 
Then  speechless  clasp  thee  in  mj'  arms, 
The  antidote  of  death  ! 


296 

1 


Tune  92.      (cm.) 


MANCHESTER. 


295 

1  TESUS,  I  love  thy  charming  name, 

'Tis  music  to  mine  car  ! 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
That  earth  and  heav'n  should  hear. 

2  Y"es,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust  : 
Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust  1 

3  [All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish, 

In  thee  doth  richly  meet: 
Nor  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet !] 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there  ! 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care ! 
318 


Tune  19.       (s.m.)  middleham. 

^7"E  humble  souls  rejoice, 
-*-    And  cheerful  triumphs  sing  ! 
Wake  all  your  harmony  of  voice, 
For  Jesus  is  your  King  ! 

2  He  brings  salvation  near, 
For  which  his  blood  was  paid: 

How  beauteous  shall  your  souls  appear. 
Thus  sumptuously  arrayed  ! 

3  Salvation,  Lord,  is  thine! 
And  all  thy  saints  confess, 

The  royal  robes,  in  which  they  shine, 
"Were  wrought  by  sov'reign  grace. 

2Q7      TOT™   GS.         (CM.)  BRIGHTON. 

1  A  LAS!  what  hourly  dangers  rise ! 
-^*-  "What  snares  beset  my  way  ! 
To  heav'n,  O  God,  I  lift  my  eyes, 

And  hourly  watch  and  pray  ! 

2  Increase  my  faith,  increase  my  hope, 

When  foes  and  fears  prevail; 
And  bear  my  fainting  spirit  up, 
Or  soon  my  strength  will  fail ! 

3  O  keep  me  in  thy  heav'nly  way, 

And  bid  the  tempter  flee; 

And  let  me  never,  never  stray 

From  happiness  aud  thee  ! 

319 
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12/A  5Way 
ff/Ver  Trinity. 


293 

1 


HYMNS. 

Tr>-E  37.        (LK.) 


B0CKI>'GIIAM. 


13/7*  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 

CABEY. 


"PORGIVENESS  !  'tis  a  joyful  sound 
-*~    To  malefactors  doom'd  to  die  ; 
Publish  the  bliss  the  world  around, 
Ye  seraphs,  shout  it  from  the  sky ! 

2  O'er  sins,  unnumber'd  as  the  sand, 

And  like  the  mountains  for  their  size, 
The  seas  of  sov 'reign  grace  expand, 
The  seas  of  sov'reign  grace  arise. 

C  For  this  stupendous  love  of  heav'n, 

What  grateful  honour  shall  we  show  ? 
Where  much  transgression  is  forgiven 
Let  love  in  equal  ardours  glow! 

4  By  this  inspir'd  let  all  our  days 

With  various  holiness  be  crown'd ! 
Let  truth  and  goodness,  prayer  and  praise, 
In  all  abide,  in  all  abound ! 

!-l/D    Tune  4.       (cm.)  London  nbw. 

1    |  N  God's  own  house  pronounce  his  praise; 
-*-  His  grace  he  there  reveals: 
To  heav'n  your  joy  and  wonder  raise, 
For  there  his  glory  dwells! 

-   Let  all  your  sacred  passions  move, 
While  you  rehearse  liis  deeds; 
But  the  great  work  of  saving  love 
Your  highest  praise  i  xceeus. 
3  All  that  have  motion,  life  and  breath, 
Proclaim  your  Maker  b  I 
Yet  when  my  voice  expires  in  death, 
My  soul  shall  praise  him  best. 
320 


HYMNS. 

300  row ss.    (l.m.) 

1  TTE  lives  • tllc  great  Re(3eemer  liv<?s! 

■"■  (What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives.') 
And  now,  before  his  Father,  God, 
Pleads  the  full  merit  of  his  blood. 

2  In  ev'ry  dark  distressful  hour, 

"\\  hen  sin  and  Satan  join  their  power, 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart, 
That  Jesus  bears  us  on  his  heart! 

3  Great  Advocate,  almighty  Friend, 
On  him  our  humble  hopes  depend ; 
Our  cause  can  never,  never  fail, 
For  Jesus  pleads,  and  must  prevail. 


301 


Tuhi  107.        (l.m.) 


ATR. 


1  TT9^r  °fr  navc  sm  ani*  Satan  strove 

To  rend  my  soul  from  thee,  my  God  ! 
But  everlasting  is  thy  love, 

And  Jesus  seals  it  with  his  blood. 

2  The  oath  an  1  promise  of  the  Lord 

Join  to  confirm  the  wondrous  grace; 
Eternal  power  performs  the  word, 

And  fills  all  heav'n  with  endless  praise. 

3  Amidst  temptations  sharp  and  long, 

My  soul  to  this  dear  refuge  flics; 
Hope  is  my  anchor,  firm  an  g 

While  tempests  blow,  and  billows  rsss. 

4  The  gospel  my  spirit  up: 

A  faithful  and  unchanging  God 

Lavs  tlu>  foundation  lor  my  hope 
In  oaths,  and  promises,  and  blew 
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13/7*  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


302 


Tune  92.       (cm.) 


MANCHESTEE. 


1  O  OVTtEIGN  of  all  the  worlds  on  high, 
^  Allow  my  humble  claim  ; 

Nor  while  a  worm  would  raise  its  head, 
Disdain  a  Father's  name  ! 

2  My  Father  God,  how  sweet  the  sound ! 

How  tender  and  how  dear! 
Not  all  the  melody  of  heav'n 
Could  so  delight  the  ear. 

3  Come,  sacred  Spirit,  seal  the  name 

On  mine  expanding  heart; 
And  show  that  in  Jehovah's  grace 
I  share  a  filial  part! 

o03    Tune  30.        (s.m.)  taddinGton. 

1  r-pHOU  very  Paschal  Lamb, 

-*-    Whose  blood  for  us  was  shed, 
Through  whom  we  out  of  Egypt  came, 
Thy  ransom'd  people  lead! 

2  Angel  of  gospel  grace, 
Fulfil  thy  character! 

To  guard  and  feed  the  chosen  race, 
Jn  Israel's  camp  appear  ! 

3  Throughout  the  desert  way, 
Conduct  us  by  thy  light! 

lie  thou  a  cooling  cloud  by  day, 
A  cheering  fire  by  night! 

4  Our  fainting  souls  sustain 
W  ith  blessings  from  above, 

ad  ever  on  thy  people  rain 

The  man  ia  of  thy  love ! 

i 

•  i — i 


HYMNS.  13**  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

oU4<      T™E   34.         (CM.)  ST.   ANN. 

1  TTARK  !  for  'tis  God's  own  Son  that  calls 
-LJ-  To  life  and  liberty; 

Transported  fall  before  his  feet, 
"Who  makes  the  pris'ners  free ! 

2  Into  the  captive  heart  he  pours 

His  Spirit  from  on  high  : 
We  lose  the  terrors  of  the  slave, 
And  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

3  Shake  off  }'our  bonds,  and  sing  his  grace ; 

The  sinner's  Friend  proclaim; 
And  call  on  all  around  to  seek 
True  freedom  by  his  Name! 


305    Tune  49.      (cm.) 


-iBE, 


1  "LEATHER  of  mercies,  send  thy  grace 
-*-    All  powerful  from  above, 

To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 
The  image  of  thy  love  ! 

2  0  may  our  sympathising  breasts 

That  gen'rous  pleasure  know, 
Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy, 
And  weep  for  others'  woe ! 

3  When  the  most  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  low  distress  are  laid, 
Soft  be  our  hearts  tlu  ir  pains  to  feel, 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid ! 

4  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  Hew 

To  raise  us  from  the  ground, 
And  made  the  rich*  st  of  his  blood 
A  balm  for  cv'r\  wound. 
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I4.i7i  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


BEELI>\ 


306    Tune  77.        (7's.) 

1  "DLESSED  are  the  Sons  of  God ; 
-*-*  They  are  bought  with  Jesu's  blood, 
They  are  ransom'd  from  the  grave, 
Life  eternal  they  shall  have  : 

With  them  number'd  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity  I 

2  They  are  justified  by  grace, 
They  enjoy  a  solid  peace ; 

All  their  sins  arc  wash'd  away, 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day : 
With  them,  &c. 

3  They  produce  the  fruits  of  grace 
In  the  works  of  righteousness; 
Born  of  God,  they  hate  all  sin, 
God's  pure  word  remains  within  : 

With  them,  &c. 

4  They  have  fellowship  with  God, 
Through  the  Mediator's  blood; 
One  with  God,  through  Jesus  one, 
Glory  is  in  them  begun: 

With  them,  &c. 


o 
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07 


Tune  104.      (S's.) 


COTHKN'. 


1     I  ESUS,  how  glorious  is  thy  name  ! 
**   The  great  Jehovah's  equal  thou! 

O  let  me  catch  tli*  immortal  flame, 
With  which  angelic  spirits  glow! 
A9  angels  love  thee,  I  would  love, 
And  imitate  the  blest  above! 
B24 


HYMNS.  UK  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 

2  My  Prophet,  thou,  my  heav'nly  Guide, 

Thy  blest  instructions  I  will  hear; 
The  words  that  from  thy  lips  proceed, 

O  how  divinely  great  they  are  ! 
Thee,  my  great  Prophet,  would  I  love, 
And  imitate  the  blest  above ! 

3  My  great  High  Priest,  whose  precious  blood 

Did  once  atone  upon  the  cn> 
Who  now  dost  intercede  with  God, 

And  plead  the  friendless  sinner's  cause ! 
In  thee  I  trust ;  thee  would  I  love, 
And  imitate  the  blest  above  ! 

4  My  King  supreme,  to  thee  I  bow, 

A  willing  subject  at  thy  feet; 
All  other  lords  I  disavow, 

And  to  thy  government  submit! 
My  Saviour  King  this  heart  would  love, 
And  imitate  the  blest  above ! 


308    ***!  61.        (l.m.) 


ST.  OLAVf. 


1  "  "  OPvD,  when  my  thoughts  delighted  rove 
-*-J  Amid  the  wonders  of  thy  love, 

The  Bight  revives  my  drooping  heart, 
And  bids  invading  tears  depart! 

2  Guilty  and  weak,  to  thec  1  tly, 
On  thy  atoning  bio  >d  rely. 
An  1  on  thy  righteou 

.My  Lord,  my  Saviour,  and  in;,  il! 

;{  Be  all  my  heart,  be  all  my  days, 
Dei ot< d  to  thy  i 

And  let  i:  obedience  prove 

How  much  1  owe,  how  much  1  love! 


102        DEMMIN. 
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14*7,  £«iicfojr  HYMNS. 

q/Ver  Trinity. 

309     Trxz  70.         (S.ll.)  SWABIA. 

1  Tj^AITII :  'tis  a  precious  grace, 
-■-     Where'er  it  is  bestowed  ; 

It  boasts  of  a  celestial  birth, 
And  is  the  gift  of  God. 

2  Jesus  it  owns  a  King, 
An  all-atoning  priest : 

It  claims  no  merit  of  its  own, 
But  looks  for  all  in  Christ. 

3  To  him  it  leads  the  soul, 
When  fill'd  with  deep  distress 

Flics  to  the  fountain  of  his  blo-d, 
And  trusts  his  righteousness. 

4  Since  'tis  thy  work  alone, 
And  that  divinely  free, 

Lord,  send  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 
To  work  this  faith  in  me ! 


310 

1 


Tune  15. 


(CM.) 


BT.   MA11T. 


ONG  have  I  sat  beneath  the  ^ound 
-*-^  Of  thy  salvation,  Lord  ; 
But  still  how  weak  my  faith  is  found, 
And  knowledge  ol  thy  word! 

'1  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love ! 
How  negligent  my  fear  I 
How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above! 
How  few  affections  there! 

3  Great  God,  thy  sov'reign  power  impart, 
To  give  thy  word  succr 
"Write  thy  salvation  in  my  heart, 
Anil  mlakc  me  learn  thy  graee  ! 
32G 


HYMNS. 


14^  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


4  Show  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 
There  knowledge  grows  without  decay, 
And  love  shall  never  die ! 


311    Tune  95.      (6.6.8.4.) 


JUDAU. 


1  rpHOUGH  nature's  strength  decay 
-*-   And  earth  and  hell  withstand, 

To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way, 
At  his  command. 
The  wat'ry  deep  I  pass, 
With  Jesus  in  my  view; 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 
• 

2  The  goodly  land  I  sec, 
With  peaee  and  plenty  blest; 

A  land  of  sacred  liberty, 
And  endless  rest. 
There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  Righteousness, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  Peace; 

3  On  Sion's  sacred  height, 
His  kingdom  still  maintains; 

And  glorious  with  his  saints  in  light 
For  ever  reigns. 
lie  keeps  his  own  secure, 
He  guards  them  by  his  si.I  ', 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  bride. 
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ST.    AX.V. 


loth  Sunday  H  YMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

312     Tune  34.      (cm.) 

1  TESUS,  who  on  his  glorious  throne 
u  Rules  heav'n  and  earth,  and  sea, 
Is  pleas'd  to  claim  me  for  his  own, 

And  give  himself  to  me. 

2  His  person  fixes  all  my  love, 

His  hlood  removes  my  fear; 
And  while  he  pleads  for  me  above, 
His  arm  preserves  me  here. 

3  His  word  of  promise  is  my  food, 

His  Spirit  is  my  guide; 
Thus  daily  is  my  strength  renew'd, 
And  all  my  wants  supplied. 

4  For  him  I  count  as  gain  each  los?, 

Disgrace  for  him  renown ; 
Well  may  I  glory  in  his  cross, 
While  he  prepares  my  crown! 

313      T^TE   19.         (S.M.)  UIDDLEHAM. 

1  HPO  God  the  only  wise, 

-*-   Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 
Their  humble  praises  bring! 

2  'Tis  his  almighty  love, 
His  counsel  and  his  care, 

Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 
And  ev'ry  hurtful  mare* 

3  He  will  present  our  Bonis, 
Unblemish'd  and  complete, 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great. 
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4  Then  all  the  chosen  seed 
Shall  meet  around  the  throne, 

Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 
And  make  his  wonders  known, 

5  To  our  Redeemer  God 
Wisdom  and  power  belong, 

Immortal  crowns  of  majesty, 
And  heav'n 's  eternal  son". 

314    Tune  38.       (7's.) 

1  QOV'REIGX  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
KJ  Ever  gracious,  ever  wise, 

All  my  times  are  in  thy  hand, 
All  events  at  thy  command! 

2  His  decree,  who  form'd  the  earth, 
1    x'd  my  first  and  second  birth  :  ' 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, 
All  appointed  were  by  him. 

3  Times  of  sickness  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief; 

4  Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove; 
Times  to  taste  ■  Sari  mi's  lore; 

All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end, 

As  .-hall  please  my  heav'n  _v  Friend. 

5  Thee,  at  all  times,  will  I  bit 
Raving  thee,  I  all  pi 

How  can  I  bereaved  be, 

Since  I  cannot  part  with  thee? 


rur. 
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HYMNS. 


321      TUNB  64.        (CM.) 


DUNDEE. 


1  /"^OME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 
^  Who  have  obtain'd  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle  wings  of  love 

To  joys  celestial  rise ! 

2  Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing, 

With  those  to  glory  gone ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  earth  and  heav'n,  are  one. 

3  One  family  we  dwell  in  him, 

One  church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 
The  narrow  stream  of  death. 

4  One  army  of  the  living  God 

To  his  command  we  bow; 
Part  of  his  host  have  cross'd  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join, 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crown'd, 
And  shout  to  sec  our  Captain's  sign, 
To  hear  his  trumpet  sound. 

322     Tune  29.       (cm.)  irisii. 

1  npO  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 
-*-  Awake  the  sacred  song  i 

O  may  his  love  (immortal  flame!) 
Tune  cv'ry  heart  and  tongue! 

2  [His  love  what  mortal  thought  can  reach  ? 

What  mortal  tongue  display? 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
in  wonder  dies  away.] 
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3  He  left  his  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die ; 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ? 

4  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay, 

Our  humble  thanks  to  thee ; 
May  ev'ry  heart  with  rapture  say, 
"  The  Saviour  died  for  me  !  " 

5  0  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme, 

Fill  ev'ry  heart  and  tongue; 
Till  strangers  love  thy  charming  name, 
And  join  the  sacred  song  ! 

323     TrXE  40-       (C-M-)  abridg;:. 

1  rTUIOU  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 
-*-    We  love  to  hear  of  thee  ! 

No  music's  like  thy  charming  name, 
Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

2  O  may  we  ever  hear  thy  voice 

In  mercy  to  us  speak  ; 
And  in  our  Priest  we  will  rejoice 
Thou  great  Melchizcdcc 

3  Our  Jesus  shall  be  still  our  theme, 

While  in  this  word  we  stay  ; 
We'll  sing  our  Jcsu's  lovely  name 
When  all  things  else  decay. 

4  When  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 

With  all  the  ransom'd  throng, 

Then  will  we  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  our  eon 
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324  Tu*e  L    (c-M-) 


EEDFOED. 


TO  Christ,  the  Lord,  let  ev'ry  tongue 
Its  noblest  tribute  bring ; 
When  he's  the  subject  of  the  song, 
Who  can  refuse  to  sing  ? 

He  saw  me  plung'd  in  deep  distress, 

He  flew  to  my  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 

And  carried  all  my  grief. 

To  heav'n,  the  place  of  his  abode, 

He  brings  my  weary  feet ; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 

And  makes  my  joys  complete. 

Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give. 

Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine  ! 
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25  Tune  42-    (s-m-) 

1  T>REPARE  me,  gracious  God, 
*-    To  stand  before  thy  face  ! 

Thy  Spirit  must  the  work  perforin, 
For  it  is  all  of  grace. 

2  In  Christ's  obedience  clothe, 
And  wash  me  in  his  blood  ! 

So  shall  I  lift  my  head  with  joy 
Amonz  the  sons  of  God. 

3  Do  thou  my  sins  subdue; 

Thy  lov'reign  love  make  known  ; 
The  spirit  of  my  mind  renew, 
And  save  me  iu  thy  Son ! 
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326     Tttse  44.        (cm)  yvestminstee. 


face, 
tongues 


1  "VTOW  may  the  Lord  reveal  hi 
-^    And  teach  our  stamm'ring 
To  make  his  so v 'reign  reigning  grace, 

The  subject  of  our  songs  ! 

2  Grace  reigns  to  pardon  crimson  sins, 

To  melt  the  hardest  hearts  ; 
And  from  the  work  it  once  begins, 
It  never  more  departs. 

3  Twas  grace  that  call'd  our  souls  at  first; 

By  grace  thus  far  we're  come ; 
And  grace  will  help  us  through  the  worst, 
And  lead  us  safely  home. 

4  Lord,  when  this  changing  life  is  past. 

If  we  may  see  thy  face, 
How  shall  we  praise  and  love,  at  last, 
And  sing  the  reign  of  grace  ! 

327     Tr>*E  B2,        (cm)  ArOSTI.ES 

1  TTOLY  and  rev'rend  is  the  name 
-d-  Of  our  eternal  King; 
"Thrice  holy  Lord!  "  the  angels  cry; 

"  Thrice  holy  "  !  let  us  sing. 

2  With  sacred  awe  pronounce  his  name, 

"Whom  words  nor  thoughts  can  roach  ! 
A  broken  heart  shall  please  him  more 
Than  the  best  forms  of  speech. 

3  Thou  holy  God,  preserve  my  soul 

Fr   m  all  pollution  1: 
The  pure  in  heart  are  thy  delight, 
And  they  thy  lace  shall  sec  ! 
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after  Trinity. 

328      TF1TB105.      (8'S.)  GKATITTJD*. 

1  TjSTSPIRER,  and  hearer  of  prayer, 
-1-  Thou  feeder  and  Guardian  of  thine. 
My  all  to  thy  covenant  care 

I  sleeping  and  waking  resign  ! 
If  thou  art  my  Shield  and  my  Sun, 

The  night  is  no  darkness  to  me, 
And  fast  as  my  moments  roll  on 

They  bring  me  but  nearer  to  thee. 

2  Thy  minist 'ring  spirits  descend 

To  watch  while  thy  saints  arc  asleep, 
By  day  and  by  night  they  attend 

The  heirs  of  salvation  to  keep  ! 
Bright  seraphs,  despatch'd  from  his  throne, 

Kepair  to  the  stations  assign'd ! 
And  angels  elect  are  sent  down 

To  guard  the  elect  of  mankind 

3  Thy  worship  no  interval  knows, 

Their  fervour  is  still  on  the  wing; 
And,  while  they  protect  my  repose? 

They  chant  to  the  praise  of  my  King. 
I,  too,  at  the  season  ordain'd, 

Their  chorus  for  ever  will  join  ; 
And  love  and  adore  without  end 

Their  faithful  Creator,  and  mine. 

329    Tuni84.      (8Y)  sriUBB. 

1  fTUIE  day  of  rest  once  more  comes  round, 
-1-   A  day  to  all  believers  dear; 
The  silver  trumpets  seem  to  sound 
That  call  the  tribes  of  Tsrael  near; 

Ye  people  all     Obey  the  call, 
And  in  Jehovah's  courts  appear! 
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2  Obedient  to  thy  summons,  Lord, 
We  to  thy  sanctuary  come ; 
Thy  gracious  presence  here  afford, 
And  send  thy  people  joyful  home ! 

Of  thee,  our  King,     O  may  we  sing, 
And  none  witl^such  a  theme  be  dumb! 

S  0  hasten,  Lord,  the  day  when  those 

Who  know  thee  here  shall  see  thy  face ; 
When  suff'ring  shall  for  ever  close, 

And  they  shall  reach  their  destin'd  place ! 
Then  shall  they  rest,    Supremely  blest, 
Eternal  debtors  to  thy  grace ! 

18/7*  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

330      TU»1   5G.  (L,M.)  WAEEHAM. 

1  T>Y  all  the  hosts  of  heav'n  ador'd, 
-*-*  See  David's  Son,  and  David's  L 
Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
While  angels  bow  at  his  command. 

2  Jesus,  the  Lord,  our  souls  adore, 
A  painful  suff'rer  now  no  more; 
High  on  his  Father's  throne  he  reigns 
O'er  earth  and  hcav'n's  extensive  plains. 

3  Raise,  raise,  my  soul,  thy  raptur'd  sight 
\\  ith  sacred  wonder  and  delight! 
Jesus,  the  great  forerunner,  see 
Entcr'd  within  the  veil  for  thee! 

4  His  kingdom  never  more  shall  fail  ; 
lie  holds  the  keys  of  death  and  hell, 
Till  foes  fall  prostrate  at  his  feet, 
And  his  full  triumph  is  complete. 
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331 


Tune  AG.       (l.m.) 


jrryicn. 


1  "  TTTE'VE  no  abiding  city  here !  " 

*  *  This  may  distress  the  wordling'a  mind, 

But  should  not  cost  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  fiud. 

2  "  We've  no  abiding  city  here  !  " 

Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
"We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

3  "We've  no  abiding  city  here!  " 

Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do; 
Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear, 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  below ! 

4  "  We've  no  abiding  city  here  !  " 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight; 
Sion  its  name,  the  Lord  is  there, 
Jt  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

5  ["We've  no  abiding  city  here," 

Methinks  I  hear  the  worldling  say, 
"  Your  hope  is  vain,  ye  fools,  forbear, 
For  pleasure  lies  another  way." 

G  Mo  wonder  men  should  reason  thus 
And  count  our  expectation  vain; 
But  did  they  know  the  truth  like  US, 
They'd  soon  adopt  a  diil'rent  strain. 

7  Did  they,  like  up,  by  faith  discern 
The  glorious  city  of  our  God, 
They  too,  like  as,  would  quickly  learn 
To  walk  in  Sion's  hcav'nly  road.] 
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8  Sion!  Jehovah  is  her  strength  ! 

Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes; 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 
Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

9  0  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 

Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  bl 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest ! 

10  But  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine: 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is  bes: ! 
While  here,  to  do  his  will  be  mine; 
And  his  to  fix  my  time  of  rest ! 


OQ.7 


Tuxe  Si. 


(8'3) 


spi:. 


1  f^  RE  AT  God,  this  sacred  day  of  thine 
^~  Demands  our  souls  collected  powen  ! 
May  we  employ  in  work  divine 

These  solemn,  these  devoted  hours! 
O  may  our  souls  adoring  own 
The  grace  which  calls  us  to  thy  throne ! 

2  The  word  of  life  dispensed  to-day 

Invites  us  to  a  hcav'nly  feast; 
May  ev'ry  ear  the  call  obey, 

Be  ev'ry  heart  a  humble  guest! 
()  bid  the  wretched  sons  of  need 
On  soul-reviving  bounties  feed! 

3  Thy  Spirit's  powerful  aid  impart! 

6  may  thy  word,  with  life  divine, 
Engage  the  car,  and  warm  the  heart! 

Then  shall  the  day  indeed  be  thine! 
Then  shall  our  s  mi's  adoring,  own 
The  grace  which  calls  us  to  thy  throne 
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333    Tune  41.      (8.7.)  st.  bjbnard. 

1  TESUS  is  the  Lord  my  Shepherd, 
^    Then  let  fear  be  far  away  ; 
From  the  lion,  and  the  leopard, 

And  from  ev'ry  beast  of  prey, 
He  will  guard  his  helpless  sheep : 
Jesus  loves  his  own  to  keep. 

2  When  the  foe  desir'd  to  have  me, 

Jesus  said,  "  This  sheep  is  mine," 
And  resign'd  his  life  to  save  me  : 

Jesus !  what  a  love  is  thine ! 
All  victorious  in  its  course, 
Nothing  can  withstand  its  force. 

3  In  the  i<ath  of  life  he  leads  me, 

By  the  stream  that  gently  Hows ; 
In  the  verdant  pasture  feeds  me, 

"Where  no  plant  injurious  grows, 
There  I  hear  the  Shepherd's  voice, 
There  he  bids  my  soul  rejoice. 

4  When  through  death's  dark  valley  going, 

Fearful  though  the  way  appear, 
I  will  dread  no  evil,  knowing 

Thou,  my  Shepherd,  still  art  near  ! 
"When  I  see  thy  rod  and  staff, 
Then  I  know  thy  sheep  is  safe ! 


334    Tune  37.      (t,.m.) 


EOCKINQHAM. 


*   C\  FOB  a  sweet  inspiring  ray, 
^   To  animate  our  feeble  strains, 
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From  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day, 
The  blissful  realms,  where  Jesus  reigns! 


HYMNS. 
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after  Trinity. 


2  There  low  before  his  glorious  throne, 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  fall ; 
And,  with  delightful  worship,  own 
His  smile  their  bliss,  their  heav'n,  their  all, 

3  Immortal  glories  crown  his  head, 

While  tuneful  hallelujahs  rise, 
And  love  and  joy,  and  triumph  spread 
Through  all  th*  assemblies  of  the  skies. 


335    TuNE  42.        (s.m.) 


MASHAM. 


1  THHOU  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 
-1-   Before  whose  bar  severe, 

With  holy  joy,  or  guilty  dread, 
We  all  shall  soon  appear ! 

2  Our  caution'd  souls  prepare 
For  that  tremendous  day, 

And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care, 
And  stir  us  up  to  pray; 

3  To  pray,  and  wait  the  hour, 
That  awful  hour  unknown, 

When  rob'd  in  majesty  and  pow'r, 
Thou  shalt  .rom  heav'n  come  down, 

4  Th'  immortal  Son  of  Man, 
To  judge  the  human  race, 

With  all  thy  Father's  dazzling  train, 
With  all  thy  glorious  grace  ! 

5  O  may  we  thus  be  found, 
Obedient  to  his  word, 

Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound, 
And  looking  for  our  Lord  ! 
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1 


Tune  44. 


(CM.) 


WESTMINSTEK. 


VV"E  SCC^  a  rcst  beyond  the  skies, 
"  *     In  everlasting  day  ; 
Through  floods  and  flames  the  passage  lie?, 
But  Jesus  guards  the  way. 

The  swelling  flood,  and  raging  flame, 

Hear  and  obey  his  word  ; 
Then  let  us  triumph  in  his  name, 

Our  Saviour  is  the  Lord  ! 


3 


37 


Tune  10.      (l.m.) 


HAMPTON. 


1  '  "  0!  round  the  throne,  a  glorious  band, 
-L*  The  saints  in  countless  myriads  stand 
Of  ev'ry  tongue,  redeem'd  to  God, 
Array'd  in  garments  wash'd  in  blood! 

2  Through  tribulation  great  they  came; 
They  bore  the  cross,  despis'd  the  shame  : 
Hut  now  from  all  their  labours  rest, 

In  God's  eternal  glory  blest. 

3  Hunger  and  thirst  they  feel  no  more  ; 
Nor  sin,  nor  pain,  nor  death,  deplore  : 
The  tears  are  wip'd  froin  ev'ry  eye, 
And  sorrow  yields  to  endless  joy. 

4  They  see  the  Saviour  face  to  face, 
They  sing  the  triumphs  of  his  grace: 
And  day  and  night,  with  Of  •  praise, 
To  him  their  loud  hosann  is  raise  ! 

5  "Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reignl 
Thou  hast  redeem'd  us  by  thy  blood, 

And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God!  " 
3*4 
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838    Tune  40.      (cm.) 


19th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


ST.    JAME3. 


A  UTHOR  and  guardian  of  my  life, 
-£*-  Sweet  source  of  life  divine, 
And  (all  harmonious  names  in  one) 
My  Saviour,  thou  art  mine  ! 

What  thanks  I  owe  thee,  and  what  love, 

A  boundless,  endless  store, 
Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above 

When  time  shall  be  no  more  ! 


(cm.) 


ST.  STEniEN. 


339    Tune  45. 

1    VT/THEN  a^  lny  mercies,  O  my  God, 
'  *     My  rising  soul  survey-. 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost, 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise ! 

•2  Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  soul 
Thy  tender  care  bestow'J, 
Before  my  infant  heart  coneeiv'd 
From  whom  those  comforts  ilow'd. 

3  When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  thou 

With  health  renew'd  my  face; 
And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 
lxeviv'd  my  soul  with  grace. 

4  Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  life. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue; 
And,  alter  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  rem  w. 

.')  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  jo\  1  u  1  song  I'll  rai  o  ; 
For,  ()!  Eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  prs 
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ldth  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


340 


Tune  102.    (7'g.) 


DEMMIX, 


s  10 


1  TESU,  lover  of  my  soul, 

*-*    Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

"While  the  tempest  still  is  high! 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  be  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee  ; 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone ; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me! 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd ; 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring  j 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find; 
liaise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Ileal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name; 

1  am  all  unrighteousness: 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within ! 


DUEIIAU. 


HYMNS.  19th  Sun 

after  Tri, 

Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ! 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart! 

Rise  to  all  eternity ! 

841    Tune  62.       (7's.) 

1  TESUS,  we  thy  promise  claim ! 
**    We  are  met  in  thy  great  name ! 
In  the  midst  do  thou  appear! 
Manifest  thy  presence  here ! 

2  Sanctify  us,  Lord,  and  bless ! 
Breathe  thy  Spirit,  give  thy  peac:  ! 
Mutual  love  the  token  be, 
Lord,  that  we  belong  to  thee ! 

3  Make  us  all  in  thee  complete! 
Make  us  all  for  glory  meet! 
Meet  t'appear  before  thy  Bight, 
Partners  with  thy  saints  in  light! 

20/7*  Sunday  after  Trinity. 


342 


Aro?' 


25    Tune  52.      (cm.) 

1  pEACfll  Tis  the  Lord  Jehovah's  band 
-*-    That  blasts  our  joys  in  death  ; 
Changes  the  visage  once  so  dear 

And  gathers  back  our  breath. 

2  'Tis  he,  the  Potentate  supreme 

Of  all  the  worlds  above, 
AY  hose  steady  counsels  wisely  rule, 
Nor  from  their  purpose  move. 

3  Silent  I  own  .L  hovah's  Nume; 

1  kiss  thy  scourging  hand; 
And  yield  my  comforts,  and  my  life, 
To  thy  supreme  command! 
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20th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


o4o    Tcke  4.       (CM.)  iondon  new. 

1  rFIIE  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise 
-*-   In  concert  with  the  blest, 
"Who,  joyful  in  harmonious  lays 

Employ  an  endless  rest. 

2  On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  display 'd, 
By  God,  th'etemal  Word,  than  when 
This  universe  was  made. 

3  He  rises,  whom  mankind  has  bought 

With  grief  and  pain  extreme ; 
'Twas  great  to  speak  a  world  from  nought ; 
'Twas  greater  to  redeem. 

344    Tuhb  29.      (ex.)  misn. 

1  /^OME,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
^  And  joy  to  make  it  known  : 

The  BOv'reign  of  your  heart  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  his  throne  ! 

2  Behold  your  King,  your  Saviour,  crown'd 

With  glories  all  divine; 
And  tell  the  wond'ring  nations  round, 
How  bright  those  glories  shine! 

3  When  in  his  earthly  courts  we  view 

The  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  love  at  angels  do, 
And  wish  like  them  to  sine. 

4  0,  happy  period!  Glorious  day! 

"When  hcav'n  and  earth  shall  raise, 
With  all  their  powers,  the  raptur'd  lay 
To  celebrate  tliv  prai  el 
848 


HYMNS. 


345    Ira*  43. 


] 


(S.M.) 

(~WR  times  are  in  thy  hand ; 
^  O  God,  we  wish  them  there; 


2077*  Sunday 
after   Trinity. 

ST.  MICHAEL. 


Our  life,  our  friends,  our  souls  we  leave 
Entirely  to  thy  cire! 

2  Our  times  are  in  thy  hand; 
Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear? 

A  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 

3  Our  times  are  in  thy  hand  ; 
We'll  always  trust  in  thee, 

Till  wo  have  left  this  weary  land, 
And  all  thy  glory  see ! 

346     TrNE  42-       (*•*•)  KA8B 

1  A  ^D  will tlie  Judge  descend  ? 
-E*~  And  must  the  dead  arise? 

And  not  a  single  soul  escape 
His  all  diseerning  eyes  ? 

2  How  will  my  heart  endure 
The  terrors  of  that  day. 

When  earth  and  hcav'n,  before  his  fa(  . 
Astonish'd  shrink  away  P 

3  But  ere  that  trumpet  shakes 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 

Hark  !    From  the  gospel's  gentle  Yoic.\ 
What  joyful  tidin  ad  ! 

4  Yc  sinners,  seek  his  grace, 
Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear; 

Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  en 
And  find  salvation  there! 


110        HUKSTBOUKNE. 
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20th  Sunday  HYMNS. 

tf/Ver  Trinity. 

347     Tune  107.     (l.m.)  ath. 

1  TX  OW  rich  are  thy  provisions,  Lord, 
-*-1-  Thy  table  furnish'd  from  above ! 
The  fruits  of  life  o'erspread  the  board, 

The  cup  o'crflows  with  heav'nly  love. 

2  "We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lame, 

And  help  was  far,  and  death  was  nigh  ; 
But  at  the  Gospel  call  we  came, 
And  ev'ry  want  rcceiv'd  supply. 

3  From  the  highway  that  leads  to  hell, 

From  paths  of  darkness  and  despair, 
Lord,  Ave  are  come  with  thee  to  dwell, 
Glad  to  enjoy  thy  presence  here! 

4  What  shall  we  pay  th'  eternal  Son, 

Who  left  the  heav'n  of  his  abode, 
And  to  this  wretched  earth  came  down, 
To  bring  us  wand'rers  back  to  God ! 

5  Our  everlasting  love  is  due 

To  him  who  ransom'd  sinners  lost,' 
And  pitied  rebels,  when  he  knew 
The  vast  expense  his  love  would  cost. 

21st  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
O-JdO     Tune  27.       (s.M.)  cahlisle. 

1  U  OLDIEKS  of  Christ,  arise, 

^  And  put  your  armour  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  his  eternal  Son! 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
And  in  his  mighty  power, 

Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusta 
i    more  than  conqueror. 
350 


HYMNS. 


2\st  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


3     Stand  then  in  his  great  might, 
With  all  his  strength  endued; 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God  ? 

i       [That  having  all  things  done, 
And  all  your  conflicts  pass'd, 
Ye  may  o'ercome,  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  entire  at  last.] 

5     From  strength  to  strength  go  on, 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray; 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well -fought  day  ! 


°49 


SPIKES. 


O^y    Tune  84.       (8's.) 

1  r\EAR  Friend  of  friendless  sinners,  hear, 
-*-^  And  magnify  thy  grace  divine! 
Fardon  a  worm  that  would  draw  near, 

That  would  his  heart  to  thee  resign; 
A  worm,  by  self  and  sin  opprest, 
That  pants  to  reach  thy  promis'd  rest! 

2  Thou  say'st  thou  wilt  thy  servants  keep 
In  perfect  peace,  whoso  minds  shall  be 

Like  newborn  babes,  or  helpless  sheep, 

Completely  Btay'd,  dear  Lord,  on  thee! 
How  calm  their  state,  how  truly  blest, 
Who  trust  on  thee,  thy  promis'd  rest ! 

8  Bid  the  tempestuous  rage  of  sin, 
With  all  its  wrathful  fury,  die; 
Let  the  Redeemer  dwell  within, 

And  turn  my  sorrows  into  joy  : 
O,  may  my  heart,  by  thee  possess'd, 
Know  the e  to  be  my  promis'd  rest! 

35i 
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21 5/  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


350      TUNE  3.  (L.M.)  DETONSHIEE. 

IAS  when  the  weary  trav'ller  gains 
-^-  Tlie  height  of  some  o'erlooking  hill, 
His  heart  revives,  if 'cross  the  plains 
He  eyes  his  home,  though  distant  still. 

2  Thus,  when  the  Christian  pilgrim  views, 
By  faith,  his  mansion  in  the  skies, 

The  sight  his  fainting  strength  renews, 
And  wings  his  speed  to  reach  the  prize. 

3  'Tis  there,  he  says,  I  am  to  dwell 
With  Jesus  in  the  realms  of  da}'; 

Then  I  shall  bid  my  cares  farewell, 
And  he  shall  wipe  my  tears  away. 

4  Jesus,  on  thee  our  hope  depends, 
To  lead  us  on  to  thine  abode : 

Assur'd  our  home  will  make  amends 
For  all  our  toil  while  on  the  road ! 

351    Tune  25.       (l.m.)  st.  thomas. 

1  "OESET  with  snares  on  ev'ry  hand, 
-^  In  life's  uncertain  path  I  stand ; 
Saviour  divine,  diffuse  thy  light 

To  guide  my  doubtful  footsteps  right ! 

2  Engage  this  roving,  treach'rous  heart 
To  fix  on  Mary's  better  part : 

To  scorn  the  trilles  of  a  day, 

For  joys  that  none  can  take  away  ! 

3  Then  let  the  wildest  storms  arise : 
Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies; 
No  fatal  shipwreck  shall  I  fear; 
But  all  my  treasure  with  me  bear. 


HYMNS. 


21st  Sunday 
after  Trinity, 


4  If  thou,  my  Jesus  still  be  nigh, 
Cheerful  I'll  live,  and  joyful  die; 
Secure  when  mortal  comforts  flee, 
To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  thee ! 


352     Tune  71.      (d.c.m.) 


ST.  MATTHEW. 


1 


352 


C\  WHEN"  wilt  thou  my  Saviour  be? 
w   O  when  shall  I  be  clean  ? 
The  true  eternal  sabbath  see, 

A  perfect  rest  from  sin  ? 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  rest  thou  art, 

From  guilt  and  fear  and  pain  ; 
V\  Inle  thou  art  absent  from  my  heart, 

I  look  for  rest  in  vain ! 

2  0  that  I  now  the  voice  might  hear, 
That  speaks  my  sins  forgiv  n  ! 
His  word  is  pass'd  to  giye  me  here 

The  inward  pledge  of  heav'n: 
His  blood  shall  over  all  prevail 
^  And  sanctify  th'  unclean  j 
The  grace  that  saves  from  future  hell, 
Shall  save  from  present  sin. 

353    Tune  75.       (cm.)  penitence. 

1  I  EAR  what  the  voice  from  heav'n  proclaims 
■"■  For  all  the  pious  Bead: 

Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names 
And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 

2  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 

They're  present,  with  the  Lord; 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 


Ill 


ELLINGHAM. 


10.10.10.10- 
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22nd  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


HAEBEIDGE. 


354    Tune  115.    (p.m.) 

1  j"UST  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 

**  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come, 

3  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  ev'ry  barrier  down  ; 
Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 
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5    Tune  102.     (7's.)  dbmstin. 

"YY^HAT  are  these  in  bright  array, 

*  "     This  innumerable  throng, 
Hound  the  altar,  night  and  day, 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song? 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slain, 

lilessing,  honour,  glory,  power, 
"Wisdom,  riches  to  obtain, 

New  dominion  ev'ry  hour!  " 

These  through  fiery  trials  trod, 
These  from  great  iffliction  came, 

Now  before  the  throne  ot'CJod, 
Scal'd  with  his  almighty  Name, 


HYMNS. 


22nd  Sunday 
after  Trinity, 


Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor  palms  in  ev'ry  hand, 

Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might 
More  than  conquerors  they  stantf. 

Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead ; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears, 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tears. 


356    Tune  65.       (7's.) 


GE08AIONT. 


1  "  ORD,  to  thee  I  turn  mine  eyes, 
-*-*  This  has  been  my  comfort  long, 
I  am  foolish,  thou  art  wise, 

I  am  weak  but  thou  art  strong ! 

2  Strength  thy  helpless  worm  has  none, 

Yet  he  need  not  fear  his  iocs, 
Since  thy  strength,  and  not  his  own, 
Is  the  strength  in  which  he  goes! 

3  Thus  prcpar'd,  thy  worm  defies 

Hostile  force,  and  hostile  art; 
Strong,  though  weak,  though  foolish,  wise, 
Thou  his  strength  and  wisdom  art. 

lore  than  conqu'ror  at  the  last, 
Through  thy  grace  I  hope  to  prove, 
And  the  final  conlliet  past, 
Then  to  dwell  with  thee  above! 

355 


ELLIN  Qt  RUM.— Continued.    . 
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22nd  Sunday  HYMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

357      T™e74.        (CM.)  CHILTON. 

1  ~V"E  trembling  souls,  dismiss  your  fears, 
-*-    Be  mercy  all  your  theme ; 

Mercy,  which  like  a  river  flows, 
In  one  perpetual  stream ! 

2  "  Fear  not "  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell, 
God  will  those  powers  restrain  : 

His  arm  shall  all  their  rage  repel, 
And  make  their  efforts  vain ! 

3  "  Fear  not "  that  he  will  e'er  forsake, 

Or  leave  his  work  undone ; 
lie's  faithful  to  his  promises, 
And  faithful  to  his  Son! 

358    T™*  64.      (cm.) 

1  fTEr^'  l'ec*eemer»  Saviour,  Lord, 
u    The  weary  sinner's  Friend  ! 
Come  to  my  help,  pronounce  the  word, 
And  bid  my  troubles  end  ! 

•J  Thou  canst  o'ercome  this  heart  of  mine; 
Thou  wilt  victorious  prove; 
For  everlasting  strength  is  thine, 
And  everlasting  love! 

3  Thy  powerful  Spirit  shall  subdue 

Unconquerable  sin ; 
Cleanse  this  foul  heart,  and  make  it  new, 
And  write  thy  law  within; 

4  Speak,  and  the  deaf  shall  hear  thy  voice; 

The  blind  his  sight  reeeivc; 
The  dumb  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
The  heart  of  stone  believe! 
350 


DUNDEE. 


22nd  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 

GE0SM0NT. 


HYMNS. 

359    T™e65.      (7's.) 

1  (~)FT  in  sorrow  and  in  woe, 

^  Onward,  Christians,  onward  go ; 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthen^  with  the  bread  of  life  ! 

2  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad; 
March  in  heav'nly  armour  clad : 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long, 
Soon  shall  vict'ry  tune  your  son"  ! 

3  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye 
Soon  shall  ev'ry  tear  be  dry  ; 
Let  not  fears  your  course  impede, 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  nee  J  ! 

4  Onward  then  in  battle  move, 

More  than  conqu'rers  ye  shall  prove, 
Though  oppos'u  by  many  a  foe, 


Christian  soldiers,  onward  go ! 
23rd  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
360     I'rNE  1.        (cm.) 


EEDPOHD. 


1   f\  J  HE  delight?,  the  heav'nly  joys, 
w    The  glories  of  the  place, 
W  here  Je.sus  sheds  the  brightest  beams 
Of  his  o'erflowing  grace  ! 
'2  Archangels  sound  his  lofty  praise 
Through  ev'ry  heav'nly  itreet, 
And  lav  their  riche.-t  honours  clown, 
Submissive  at  his  feet 
3  This  is  the  Man,  th'  exalted  Man, 
Whom  we  unseen  adore; 

But  when  our  eves  behold  his  face, 
Our  hearts  shall  love  him  more.' 


112        OLMTJTZ. 
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2Zrd  Sunday  HYMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

361    Tvyv  55.       (8.8.6.) 

1  TXTHEN  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  come 

*  *    To  fetch  thy  ransom'd  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
AY  ho  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 

2  Let  me  among  thy  saints  be  found, 
"Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  thy  smiling  face! 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing, 
While  heav'ns  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of'sov'reign  grace. 


362 


Tune  92.      (cm.) 


MANCHESTER. 


1  T  ORD,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care, 
J-^  Whether  I  die  or  live ; 

To  love  and  servo  thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  thy  grace  must  give ! 

2  Conic,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me  meet, 

Thy  blessed  face  to  sec ; 
For  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  thy  glory  be? 

3  Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints, 
"Who  sing  Jehovah's  praise, 

4  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  sra:ill, 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim; 
But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  him. 


353 


HYMNS.  -*vd  S***** 

after  Trinity. 
363     Tune  13.     (8.8.6.)  kedeon. 

1  T  ORD,  thou  hast  bid  thy  people  pray 
-^  For  all  who  bear  the  so v 'reign  sway, 

And  thy  vicegerents  reign, 
Rulers  and  governors,  and  powers ; 
And,  lo,  in  faith  we  pray  for  ours, 

Nor  let  us  pray  in  vain  ! 

2  Upon  her  shower  thy  blessings  down, 
Crown  her  with  grace,  with  glory  crown, 

And  everlasting  joys ! 
While  wealth,  prosperity,  and  peace, 
Our  nation  and  our  churches  bless, 

And  praise  the  land  employ--. 


KEDEON. 


364    Tune  13.      (8.8.6.) 

1  f\  THOU,  who  hcar'st  the  prayer  of  faith, 
^-^    Wilt  not  thou  save  a  soul  from  death 

That  casts  itself  on  thee? 
T  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 
But  lly  to  what  my  Lord  hath  done 

And  suffer'd  once  for  me. 

2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  his  availing  blood  : 
Thy  merit,  Lord,  my  robe  shall  be, 
Thy  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God  ! 

3  Then  snatch  me  from  eternal  death, 
The  Spirit  of  adoption  breathe, 

His  consolations  send ! 
By  him  some  word  of  life  impart, 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

"  Thy  Maker  is  thy  friend  !  " 
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23;*c£  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


DTCDEI. 


HYMNS. 

viuy. 
865      TU>T!  64.        (CM.) 

1  W"^^"  ^°  we  mourn  departing  friend", 
>     T    Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 

Tjs  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  blest, 
And  soften'd  ev'ry  bed ; 

Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  with  their  dying  Head  ? 

3  Thence  he  arose,  ascending  high, 

And  show'd  our  feet  the  way: 
Up  to  the  Lord  our  flesh  shall  fly, 
At  the  great  rising  day. 

4  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise  : 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground, 
Ye  saints,  aicend  the  skies ! 

21th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
366      TCNE   31.         (8.7.4.)  BICKLKIGH. 

1    pRAISE  the  Lord  who  died  to  save  us! 
Prane  his  name  for  ever  dear ! 
Praise  his  blessed  name,  who  gave  us 
Eyes  to  see,  and  ears  to  hear ! 

Prai-e  the  Saviour, 
Object  of  our  love  and  fear! 

2  Grace  it  was,  'twas  grace  abounding, 
^Brought  him  down  to  save  the  lost: 
Ye  above,  his  throne  surrounding, 
Praise  him,  praise  him  all  his  host! 

Saints  adore  him ! 
Ye  are  they  who  owe  him  most. 
300 


HYMNS. 


2Uh  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


;  Ye,  of  all  his  hand  created, 
Objects  are  of  grace  alone  ; 
Aliens  once,  but  reinstated, 
Destined  now  to  fill  a  throne : 
Sing  with  wonder! 
Sing  of  what  our  Lord  has  done ! 

Praise  his  Name,  who  died  to  save  us ! 

'lis  by  him  his  people  live; 
And  iu  him  the  Father  gave  us 

All  that  boundless  love  could  give : 
Life  eternal 

In  our  Saviour  we  receive. 


Tt>-k  20.      (l.m.) 


BRISTOL. 


367 

1  O  SF^1  t0  wno?e  ^U-searching  sight 

The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  fo°r  thee; 
O  burst  these  bonds  and  set  it  free ! 

2  Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross, 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross; 
Hallow  each  thought;  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean  ! 

3  Saviour,  where'er  thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untir'd,  I  follow  thee  ! 
0  let  thy  hand  support  me  still, 
And  lead  DM  to  thy  holy  hill ! 

4  If  rough  and  thorny  be  my  way, 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day; 
'111  toil,  and  grief,  and  pain  shall  cease, 
Where  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace ! 

361 


OKDINATION   HYMN. 


O.o.b.O.OiO* 


24th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


3IELC0MBE. 


368    Tune  14.       (l.m.) 

1  TESUS,  immortal  King,  go  on, 

*J   The  glorious  day  will  soon  be  won ; 

Thine  enemies  prepare  to  flee, 

And  leave  a  conqucr'd  world  to  thee  ! 

2  Gird  on  thy  sword,  victorious  chief, 
The  captive  sinner's  sole  relief; 
Cast  the  usurper  from  his  throne, 
And  make  the  universe  thine  own ! 

3  Thy  footsteps,  Lord,  with  joy  we  trace, 
And  mark  the  conquests  of  thy  grace  ! 
Finish  the  work  thou  hast  begun, 
And  let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done ! 

4  Then  shall  contending  nations  rest, 
For  love  shall  reign  in  ev'ry  breast; 
"Weapons  for  war  design'd  shall  cease, 
Or  then  be  implements  of  peace. 

5  Hark  !  How  the    hosts  triumphant  sing, 
"The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King;  " 

Let  all  his  saints  rejoice  at.  this, 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  his ! 

369      T™E  19.        (S.M.)  MIDDLEHAM. 

1  T^/"E  sing  of  him  who  died, 

"  "    Who  died  in  love  to  us; 
The  Lord  of  life  was  crucified; 
He  sav'd  his  people  thus. 

2  This  proof  of  love  he  gave  ; 
No  greater  could  1  e  given; 

He  shed  his  precious  blood  t )  save 
And  bring  his  saints  to  heav'n. 


HYMNS. 


2lth  Sunday 
after   Trinity. 


3  Redeem'd  from  earth  and  hell, 
And  made  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ; 

How  much  they  owe,  (what  tongue  can  tell  ?) 
Whose  sins  are  all  forgiven ! 

4  A  glorious  hope  they  have; 
A  hope  that  grace  supplies, 

A  hope  that  looks  beyond  the  grave, 
Of  joy  that  never  dies. 

5  Exalt  we  then  his  Name, 
Whom  all  in  heav'n  adore; 

And  let  us  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  for  evermore ! 


370 


TrxE  54.        (ll's.) 


GLASBTOY. 


1 


fTUIEE,  Father  we  bless,  whose  distinguishing 
-*-   grace 

Selected  a  people  to  show  forth  thy  praise  I 
Nor  is  thy  love  known  by  election  alone ; 
For  O,  thou  hast  added  the  gift  of  thy  Son  ! 

2  To  Jesus,  our  Friend,  our  thanks  shall  ascend, 
Who  saves  to  the  utmost,  and  loves  to  the  end  ; 
Our  ransom  he  paid;  in  his  merit  array'd, 

We  attain  to  the  glory  for  which  we  were  made. 

3  Sweet  Spirit  of  grace,  thy  mercy  we  bless, 
For  thy  eminent  share  in  the  council  of  peace ! 
Great  Agent  divine,  to  restore  us  is  thine, 
And  cause  us  afresh  in  thy  likeness  to  shine! 

4  ()  God,  'tis  thy  part  to  convince  and  convert, 
To  give  a  new  life,  and  create  a  new  heart ! 
I3y  thy  presence  and  grace  we're  upheld  in  our 

race, 
And  arc  kept  in  thy  love  to  the  end  of  our  days ! 

363 


113        OKDINATION   H YMN.- Continued, 


24th  Sunday  HYMNS. 

after  Trinity. 

3  /        Tune  25.      (l.m.)  st.  thohas. 

1  IVrOW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song  ! 

-^    Awake,  my  soul !  Awake,  my  tongue 

Hosanna  to  th'  eternal  Name, 

And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim! 

2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesu's  face, 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace  ■ 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

3  [The  spacious  earth  and  spreading  flood 
Proclaim  the  wise  and  powerful  God; 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  star 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  stands, 

'1  he  noblest  labour  of  thine  hands 
The  pleasing  lustre  of  his  eyes 
Outshines  the  wonders  of  the  skies.] 

5  Grace !  'Tis  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesu's  name 
Ye  nngels,  dwell  upon  the  sound  ! 

Ye  heav'ns,  reflect  it  to  the  ground" 

G  O  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face, 
"Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold, 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold  ! 

2olh  Sunday  after  Trinity. 


372       TCXE   51.  (L.M.) 


ANQEL3'. 


1    TESUS,  thy  blood  tnd  righteousness, 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ! 


364 


'Midst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  array 'd, 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 


HYMNS. 


2§th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


2  Bold  shall  I  stand  in  thy  great  day, 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay  ? 
Fully  absolv'd  through  these  I  am 
From  sin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  shame. 

3  When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise 
To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies, 
E'en  then,  shall  this  be  all  my  plea, 

M  Jesus  hath  liv'd,  hath  died  for  me." 

4  [Thus  Abraham,  the  friend  of  God, 
Thus  all  heav'ns  armies  bought  with  blood, 
Saviour  of  sinners,  thee  proclaim, 
Sinners,  of  whom  the  chief  I  am  !] 

5  Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of  love, 
Let  the  whole  world  thy  mercy  prove  ! 
Now  let  thy  word  o'er  all  prevail ! 
Now  take  the  spoils  of  death  and  hell, 


373 


Tune  1. 


(CM.) 


BEDFORD. 


1  "CTATHEB,  to  thee  my  soul  I  lift, 
-*-    My  soul  on  thee  depends, 
Convinc'd  that  ev'ry  perfect  gift 

From  thee  alone  descends ! 

2  Thou  all  our  works  in  us  hast  wrought 

Our  good  is  all  divine  ; 
The  praise  of  ev'ry  virtuous  thought, 
And  righteous  word,  is  thine ! 

3  From  thee,  through  JetHS,  we  receive 

The  power  ou  thee  to  call, 
In  whom  we  arc,  and  move,  and  live; 
Our  God  is  all  in  all ! 
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6.6.6.G.  6.6.6.6. 
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25th  Sunday 

after  Trinity, 


HYMNS. 


374 


Tune  41.        (cm.) 


WESTMINSTEE. 


1     A  WAKE,  my  heart !  Arise,  my  tongue ! 
-£*-  Prepare  a  tuneful  voice ! 
In  God,  the  life  of  all  my  joys, 
Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 

■1  Tis  he  adornd  my  naked  soul, 
And  made  salvation  mine; 
Upon  a  poor  polluted  -worm 
He  makes  his  graces  shine. 

3  And  lest  the  shadow  of  a  spot 

Should  on  my  soul  he  found, 
He  took  the  rohe  the  Saviour  wrought, 
And  cast  it  all  around. 

4  The  Spirit  wrought  hy  faith  and  love, 

And  hope,  and  cv'ry  grace; 

But  Jesus  spent  his  life  to  work 

The  rohe  of  righteousness. 

5  Strangely,  my  soul,  art  thou  array' i 

By  the  great  sacred  Three  ! 
In  sweetest  harmony  of  praise 
Let  all  thy  powers  agree  I 


375     Tim:  7  I. 
1 


(CM.) 


r HILTON. 


36G 


"  T>  Y  whom  shall  Jacob  now  arise  ?  " 

-*-*  For  Jacob's  friends  are  few  ; 
And  (what  should  fill  ns  with  snip: 
They  seem  divided  too. 

'•  By  whom  shall  Jacob  now  arise?" 
For  Jacob's  fo(  i  are  Btrong : 

I  read  their  triumph  in  their  eyes; 
They  think  he'll  tail  ere  Long 


HYMNS. 


2oth  Sunday 
after  Trinity- 


11  By  whom  shall  Jacob  now  arise  ?  " 

Can  any  tell  by  whom  ? 
Say,  shall  this  branch,  that  wither'd  lies, 

Again  revive  and  bloom  ? 

Lord,  thou  canst  tell,  the  work  is  thine  ! 

The  help  of  man  is  vain  : 
On  Jacob  now  arise  and  shine 

And  he  shall  live  again ! 


Tune  10.      (l.m.) 


HAMPTON. 


376 

1  TXIGH  in  the  heav'ns,  eternal  C  d, 
-"-  Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines  ; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  through  ev'ry  cloud 

That  veils  and  darkens  thy  designs! 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep; 
"Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands  ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep! 

3  My  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace, 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  springs! 
The  sons  of  Adam  in  distress 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

4  From  the  provisions  ol  thy  house 

We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast; 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

)  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 

Springs  from  the  presence  of  the  Lord  ; 
And  in  thy  light  our  souli  shall  see 
The  glories  promu'd  in  thy  word! 
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25 th  Sunday 
after  Trinity. 


HYMNS. 


377 


Tune  75.      (cm.) 


PENITENCE. 

1  Q  AVIOUR  divine,  we  know  thy  name, 
^  And  in  that  name  we  trust ! 

Thou  art  the  Lord  our  righteousness ; 
Thou  art  thine  Israel's  boast ! 

2  Guilty  we  plead  before  thy  throne, 

And  low  in  dust  we  lie, 
Till  Jesus  stretch  his  gracious  arm 
To  bring  the  guilty  nigh. 

3  That  spotless  robe,  which  he  hath  wrought, 

Shall  deck  us  all  around  ; 
Nor  by  the  piercing  eye  of  God 
One  blemish  shall  be  found. 

4  Pardon,  and  peace,  and  lively  hope, 

To  sinners  now  are  given  : 
Israel  and  Judah  soon  shall  change 
Their  wilderness  for  heav'n. 

5  With  joy  we  taste  that  manna  now, 

Thy  mercy  scatters  down  ! 
"We  seal  our  humble  vows  to  thee, 
And  wait  the  promis'd  crown  ! 

November  30tii.        St.  Andrew. 
378    Tune  72.    (10.11.)  hanoveb. 

1  A  LL  glory  to  God,  let  angels  proclaim, 
-^•*-And  join  with  thechnrchtohonour  his  name; 
All  praise  to  the  Saviour,  incarnate,  who  bled, 
And,  mighty  to  ransom,  arose  from  the  dead  ! 

2  Proclaim  the  glad  sound  of  mercy  and  love, 
Till  all  the  redeemed  assembled  above, 
Renew'd  by  the  Spirit,  and  ransomed  by  blood, 
For  ever  inherit  the  kingdom  of  God! 

368 


HYMNS. 

Decembeb  21st. 
Tune  45.      (cm.) 


St.  Thomas. 


079      XTJNE  45-         (CM.)  ST.  STETIIEN. 

1  TfiATHER  of  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord, 
■*-    My  Saviour,  and  my  Head, 

I  trust  in  thee,  whose  powerful  word 
Hath  raised  him  from  the  dead  ! 

2  Faith  in  thy  power,  thou  seest  I  have, 

For  thou  this  faith  hast  wrought ; 
Dead  souls  thou  callest  from  their  grave, 
And  speakest  worlds  from  nought! 

3  Faith,  mighty  faith,  the  promise  sees, 

And  looks  to  that  alone; 
Laughs  at  impossibilities, 
And  cries,  "  It  shall  be  done." 

4  Obedient  faith,  that  waits  on  thee, 

Thou  never  wilt  reprove; 
Uut  thou  wilt  form  thy  Sou  in  me, 
And  perfect  me  in  love  ! 

The  Conversion  of  St:  Paul.         January  25lH. 

OOU      TCNE  45.  (CM.)  8T.   STKl'll. 

1  OTAIL  !  Mighty  Saviour  !  how  divine 
-*-*-  Is  thy  victorious  sword  ! 

Thy  foes  their  weapons  must  resign 
At  thy  commanding  word. 

2  The  vict'ries  of  thy  truth  complete, 

Till  all  the  faithful  race 
Shall  round  the  throne  of  glory  meet 
To  sing  thy  conqu'ring  grace  ! 

8  To  Father,  Son,  ami  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  wh  in  we  adore, 
lie  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore! 

369 


116 


NAMSEN. 


7.7.8.7.  7.7.8.7. 


Purification  of  the    HYMNS. 
Virgin  Mary. 

Febkttaky  2nd. 

348    Tune  23.      (8.7.) 


ASHBTTRTON. 


HYMNS. 


St.  Matthias. 


1  piIRIST  is  born,  go  tell  the  story, 
^  Tell  the  nations  of  his  birth : 
Tell  them  that  the  "  Lord  of  Glory" 

Comes  from  heav'n  to  dwell  on  earth : 

Let  the  tidings 
Fill  the  world  with  sacred  mirth ! 

2  See  he  lies  in  yonder  manger ; 

"  Prince  of  Life,"  his  title  is : 
'Midst  his  own,  and  yet  a  stranger, 
All  things  seen  and  unseen  his : 

Yet  neglected : 
"Wonder,  O  ye  heav'ns,  at  this! 

3  See  fulfili'd,  prophetic  vision, 

11  Unto  us  a  child  is  born ;" 
Though  an  object  of  derision, 

Though  the  theme  of  human  scorn ; 

Yet  his  people 
Hail  his  birth,  and  cease  to  mourn. 

4  Hail,  Immanucl !  Child  of  promise ! 

"Lord  of  all,"  in  humble  guise  1 
Long  detain'd,  and  absent  from  us, 
Come  at  length  to  bless  our  eyes ! 

Hail,  Immanucl  1 
God  the  Saviour,  only  wise  ! 

Febeuaey  2'1jii.         St.  Mat II' i as. 


349    Tune  84.       (8's.) 
1  AGOD  of  wisdom,  God  of  might, 


sriRES. 
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Great  Rulei  in  the  realms  of  light: 
"Whose  truths  are  hid  from  prudent  eyes, 

But  make  the  babe  and  suckling  wise. 


In  mercy  help  thy  servants,  Lord, 
To  hear  and  understand  thy  word ! 

2  Reveal  thy  Scriptures  to  our  mind ; 
Here  let  us  heav'nly  treasures  find ; 
Do  thou  those  sacred  leaves  unfold ; 
Let  us  thy  richest  grace  behold  ; 

O  let  thy  Spirit  lead  us  forth, 
And  teach  us  all  its  endless  worth  ! 

3  In  thee  alone  the  weary  find 
Rest  for  the  heavy-laden  mind ; 
Teach  us  to  bear,  as  in  thy  sight, 
Thy  easy  yoke,  thy  burden  light; 
Grant  us  thy  peace,  and  make  us  blest 
With  present  and  eternal  rest! 

The  Annunciation  of  /lie  Virgin  Mary. 

Makcit  25th. 
383      TuNB  G2<         (7'S-)  DURHAM. 

1  "ORETHREN,  let  us  join  to  bless 

-*-*  Christ,  our  Peace  and  Righteousness : 
Let  our  praise  to  him  be  given, 
High  at  God's  right  hand  in  heav'n! 

2  Son  of  God,  to  thee  we  bow : 
Thou  art  Lord,  and  only  thou  : 
Thou,  the  woman's  promis'd  seed, 
Thou,  who  didst  for  sinners  bleed! 

3  Thee,  the  angels  ceaseless  sing  ! 
Thee  we  praise,  our  Priest  and  King! 
Worthy  is  thy  Name  of  praise, 

Full  of  glory,  full  of  grace! 

4  Thou  hast  the  glad  tidings  brought 
( )i  -  alvation  by  thee  wrought ; 
Wrought  to  set  thy  people  free, 


Wrought  to  bring  our  souls  to  thee ! 
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I  ! 


St.  Mark.  HYMNS. 

.Apbil  25th. 

384     T™E  76.         (CM.)  CAITHNESS. 

1  T/yE  bless  th'  eternal  Source  of  light, 

*  *     "Who  makes  the  stars  to  shine, 
And  through  this  dark  beclouded  world 
Diffuse  the  rays  divine. 

2  We  bless  the  church's  sovereign  King, 

Whose  golden  lamps  we  are ; 
Fix'd  in  the  temples  of  his  love, 
To  shine  with  radiance  fair 

3  Still  be  our  purity  preserv'd; 

Still  fed  with  oil  the  flame ; 
And  in  deep  characters  inscrib'd 
Our  heav'nly  Master's  name! 

4  Then  while  between  our  ranks  he  walks, 

And  all  our  state  surveys, 
His  smiles  shall  with  new  lustre  deck 
The  people  of  his  praise. 

May  1st.     St.  Philip  and  St.  James. 

OOO      TUJTl  7G.         (CM.)  CAITHNESS. 

1  O ING  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand 
^  Around  th'  eternal  throne 

Of  ev'ry  kindred,  clime,  and  land, 
A  multitude  unknown. 

2  "Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain," 

Cry  the  rcdeem'd  above, 
"Blessing  and  honour  to  obtain, 
And  everlasting  love." 

3  "Worthy  the  Lamb,"  on  earth  wc  sing, 

"■\Yho  died  our  souls  to  save." 
Henceforth,  O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 
Thy  victory,  O  Grave? 
872 


HYMNS;  St.  Philip  an  d 

St.  James. 
4  Then,  hallelujah  !  Power  and  praise 
To  God  in  Christ  be  given ! 
May  all  who  now  this  anthem  raise, 
Renew  the  strain  in  heav'n ! 

St.  Barnabas.  June  11th 

386  Tr*E  52-      (cm.)  apostees'. 

1  HTEACH  us  each  other,  Lord,  to  love ; 
-*-    And  in  our  inward  parts 

Let  kindness  sweetly  write  her  law ; 
Let  love  command  our  hearts  ! 

2  Teach  us  to  glorify  thy  Name, 

Redeem'd  by  sacred  blood ; 

Be  works  of  mercy  our  delight, 

Well  pleasing  to  our  God ! 

St.  John  Baptist.        June  24th. 

387  Tu>-e  29.       (ojf.)  BOH. 

1  "OEIIOLD  your  God,  the  Lamb  of  God, 
-*-*  Who  takes  our  sins  away ; 

Who  opens  through  the  realms  of  death, 
The  path  to  endless  day 

2  Be  ev'ry  vale  exalted  high, 

Sunk  ev'ry  mountain  lo-.v  I 
The  contrite  and  the  humble  souls 
Shall  his  salvation  know. 

3  The  heathen  realms  with  Israel's  land 

Shall  join  in  sweet  accord, 
And  all  that's  bom  of  man  shall  see 
Th  ;•  of  the  Lord. 

4  Behold  the  Morning  Star  ari>e, 

Diffusing  hcav'nl 
Hail!  Light  divine  I  Guide  thou  our  feet 


To  everlasting  days 
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ZBFORD. 


hl  Peter.  HYMNS. 

»    June  29th. 

388  Tune  53.      (s.m.) 

1       pHRIST  is  th'  eternal  Rock 

^  On  which  his  Church  is  built ; 
The  Shepherd  of  his  little  flock  ; 
The  Lamb  that  took  our  guilt; 

•2       Our  Counsellor,  our  Guide, 
Our  Brother,  and  our  Friend ; 
The  Bridegroom  of  his  chosen  bride, 
Who  loves  her  to  the  end. 

3  He  is  the  Son  to  free ; 
The  Bishop  he  to  bless ; 

The  full  Propitiation  he, 

The  Lord  our  Righteousness ; 

4  His  body's  glorious  Head  ; 
Our  Advocate  who  pleads ; 

Our  Priest  who  pray'd,  aton'd,  and  bled, 
And  ever  intercedes. 

5  Soldiers,  your  Captain  own  ! 
Domestics,  serve  your  Lord ! 

Sinners,  the  Saviour's  love  make  known  ! 
Saints,  hymn  th'  incarnate  Word! 

6  The  Witness  sure  and  true 
Of  God's  good  will  to  men; 

The  Alpha  and  th'  Omega  too; 
The  first  and  last  Amen. 

JtJLT  25th. 

389  Tcne5.      (cm.) 
1    V\riHLK  through  this  changing  world  we 

**     From  infancy  to  age,  [roam 

Heav'n  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  home, 
1 1  is  rest  at  ev'ry  stage. 
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HYMNS. 


St.  James 


2  From  earth  his  freed  affections  rise 

To  fix  on  things  above, 
Where  all  his  hope  of  glory  lies, 
And  love  is  perfect  love. 

3  Ah !  There  may  we  our  treasure  place, 

There  let  our  hearts  be  found, 
That  still,  where  sin  abounded,  grace 
May  more  and  more  abound ! 

4  Henceforth  our  conversation  be 

With  Christ  before  the  throne ! 
Ere  long  we  eye  to  eye  shall  see, 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 


St.  Bartholomew.     AUGUST  24tii. 
390    Tune  55.      (8.8.6.) 


BOVEY. 


St.  James. 

BASEL. 


1  "DEIIOLD,  the  Lamb  in  glory  stands, 
-*-*  Incircled  with  his  radiant  bands 

And  join  th'  angelic  powers  ! 
For  all  that  height  of  glorious  bliss 
Our  everlasting  portion  is, 

And  all  that  heav'n  is  ours. 

2  Who  suffer  with  their  Master  here, 
Shall  soon  before  his  face  appear, 

And  by  his  side  sit  down. 
To  patient  faith  the  prize  is  sure, 
And  they,  who  to  the  end  endure 

The  cross,  shall  wear  the  crown. 

3  Thrice  blessed  bliss,  inspiring  hope  ! 
It  lifts  the  fainting  spirits  up; 

It  brings  to  life  the  dead; 
All  conflicts  here  shall  then  be  past, 
And  all  hia  saints  ascend  at  last, 

Triumphant  with  their  Head. 
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ft  Matthew. 


HYMNS. 

O  rkl  SEPTEifBEE  21ST. 

d91    Tom  107.      (L.u.)  ATn 

1  TRIUMPHANT  Lord,  thy  goodness  reigns 

I  hrough  all  the  wide  celestial  plains^ 
And  its  lull  streams  redundant  flow- 
Down  to  th'  abodes  of  men  below; 

2  Through  nature's  works  its  glories  shine; 
Ine  cares  of  Providence  are  thine  : 

And  grace  erects  our  ruin'd  frame 
A  fairer  temple  to  thy  Name  ; 

3  Ye  saints,  with  joy  the  theme  pursue; 
Its  sweetest  notes  belong  to  you ; 
Chose  by  this  condescending  King; 
lor  ever  round  his  throne  to  sing! 

Septembeb  29tu.       ° St.  Michael 
OljJi     Tune  46.       (L.sr.) 

1  N°"JV  -is  the  h°Ur  of  darkness  past  : 

Christ  has  assum'd  his  reigning  n 
Behold  the  great  accuser  cast 

Down  from  the  skies  to  rise  no  more  I 

2  I  was  by  thy  blood,  immortal  Lamb, 

Thine  armies  trod  the  tempter  down  ! 
Twm  by  thy  word  and  powerful  name 
TTiey  gain'd  tin-  battle  and  renown! 

3  Rejoice,  ye  heav'ns!  Let  ev'ry  itar 

Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  4. 
(into,  while  ye  ring;  the  bear'nlj  war* 
liaise  your  Deliv'rer's  name  on  high! 

October  is  in.  #,  '  Lule 

O      TrxE40.        (CM.)  ST.  JAMl... 

'    (jr^D  nas  ~a"cI  llP  in  heav'n  for  me 
^^    A  crown  which  cannot  f*A 


O 


MUNICU. 


power : 


39 


876 


A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ; 
The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  i 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 


HYMNS. 


Si.    Luke. 


2  Nor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed 

This  prize  for  me  alone  ; 
But  all  who  love  and  long  to  see, 
Th'  appearance  of  his  Son. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  shall  guard  me  safe 

From  ev'ry  ill  design ; 
And  to  his  heav'n  y  kingdom  keep 
This  feeble  soul  of  mine. 

4  God  is  my  everlasting  Aid, 

And  hell  shall  rage  in  vain  ; 
To  him  be  highest  glory  paid, 
And  endless  praise!  "Amen. 


Octobbe  28th. 
S>t.  Simon  and  St.  Ju'e. 

o9-A    Traill.      (cm.)  urarooL, 

1  TT*??  olorio"*  universe  around, 

-*-    The  heav'ns  with  all  their  train. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  are  firmly  bound 
In  one  mysterious  chain. 

2  In  one  fraternal  bond  of  lov( 

One  fellowship  of  mind. 
The  saints  below,  and  saints  above, 
Their  bliss  and  glory  find. 

Here,  in  their  house  of  pilgrimage, 

^    Thy  statutes  are  the;: 

There,  through  on:  bright  eternal 

Thy  pram  they  prolong ! 
4  Lord,  may  our  union  form  a  part 

Of  that  thrice  happy  whole, 
Derive  its  pulse  from  thee,  the'  Heart 

Its  life  from  thee,  the  Soul ! 
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CLEVEDON. 


8.7.8.7. 


B- ua 


■e^- 


l 


AllZahiU.  HYMNS. 

November  1st. 
395    Tune  68.     (cm.)  Brighton. 

1  (^  IVE  me  the  wing3  of  faith  to  rise 
^  Within  the  veil,  and  see 

The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be. 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears ; 
They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  ask  them  whence  their  vict'ry  came  ; 

They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

4  They  mark'd  the  footsteps  that  he  trod, 

(His  zeal  inspir'd  their  breast;) 
And  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Tossess  the  promis'd  rest. 

5  Our  glorious  leader  claims  our  praise 

For  his  own  pattern  given, 
"While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  Mime  path  to  hcav'n. 


396  Tune  8L    (c-M/) 

1  p  .ENTILES  by  nature,  we  belong 
^    To  the  wild  olive-wood; 
Grace  takes  us  from  the  barren  tree, 

And  graft3  us  in  the  good. 

2  With  the  same  blessings  grace  endows 

The  Gentile  and  the  Jew : 
If  pure  and  holy  be  the  root, 
{Such  are  the  branches  too. 

378 


Baptism. 

ELY. 


HYMNS.  JBaptiim. 

3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  saints 

Be  dedicate  to  God  ! 
Pour  out  thy  Spirit  on  them,  Lord, 
And  wash  them  in  thy  blood ! 

4  Thus  to  the  parents  and  their  seed 

Shall  thy  salvation  come, 
And  num'rous  households  meet  at  last, 
In  one  eternal  home. 


Tune  66.        (cm.) 


YORK. 


397 

1  OEE  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand, 
^  With  all  engaging  charms ! 
Hark !  How  he  calls  the  tender  lamb?, 

And  folds  them  in  his  arms ! 

2  "  Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 

"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name ; 
For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these, 
The  Lord  of  angels  came." 

3  We  bring  them,  Lord,  in  thankful  hands, 

And  yield  them  up  to  thee  ; 
Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine, 
Thine  let  our  offspring  be  ! 

4  Ye  little  flock,  with  pleasure  hear ! 

Ye  children,  seek  his  face, 
And  fly  with  transport  to  receive 
The  blessings  of  his  grace  ! 

0  If  orphans  they  arc  left  behind, 
Thy  guardian  care  we  trust : 
That  care  shall  heal  our  bleeding  hearts, 
If  weeping  o'er  their  dust. 
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Baptism. 


HYMNS. 


HYMNS. 


Baptism. 


398    T-a-66.      (,.m.)  W1MUH.      ■     400    Ton 87.        (Mt)  MCEraAl 


1  fj-OD  of  that  glorious  gift  of  grace, 
^    By  which  thy  people  seek  thy  fece, 
Here  in  thy  presence  we  appear  ; 
Vouchsafe  us  faith  to  enter  near  ! 

2  Confiding  in  thy  truth  alone, 
Here  on  the  steps  of  Jesu's  throne, 
We  lay  the  treasure  thou  hast  given, 
To  be  receiv'd  and  rear'd  for  heav'n. 

3  Lent  to  us  for  a  season,  we 

Lend  [him]  for  ever,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Assur'd,  that,  if  to  thee  [he]  live, 
We  gain  in  what  we  seem  to  give. 

4  Make  [him]  and  keep  [him]  thine,  O  Lord, 
Meekly  obedient  to  thy  word  ; 

Grant  [him]  to  walk  in  faith  and  love, 
Then  call  [him]  to  thy  home  above  ! 


399    Tune  53.        (s.ir.) 


EBF0ED. 


1 


/jj-REAT  God,  now  condescend 
To  bless  our  rising  race  ; 


380 


c,  .  "•—c   i"v-'-  i 

Soon  may  their  willing  spirits  bend, 
The  subjects  of  thy  grace  ! 

O,  what  a  vast  delight, 
Their  happiness  to  see  ! 
Our  warmest  wishes  all  unite 
To  lead  their  souls  to  thee. 

Now  ble>s,  thou  God  of  love, 
This  ordinance  divine  ! 
id  thy  good  Spirit  from  above, 
And  make  these  children  [this  infant]  thine! 


1  QOME,  Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high, 
^  Baptizsr  of  our  spirits  thou,  C 
The  sacramental  seal  apply, 

And  witness  with  the  water  now ! 

2  Pour  forth  thy  energy  divine. 

And  sprinkle  the  atoning  blood! 
May  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  join 
To  seal  each  [thia]  child,  a  child  of  God ' 


401     Tuxe  49.    (cm.) 


abe; 


1  TESUS,  we  lift  our  souls  to  thee ! 
u    Thy  powerful  Spirit  breathe; 
And  let  this  little  infant  be 

Laptiz'd  into  thy  death  ! 

2  O  let  thine  unction  on  [him]  rest ; 

Thy  grace  [his]  soul  renew; 
And  write  within  [his]  tender  breast, 
Thy  name  and  nature  too ! 

3  If  thou  shouldst  quickly  end  [his]  day 

[His]  place  with  thee  prepare! 
Or,  if  thou  lengthen  out  [his]  race, 
Continue  still  thy  care  ! 

4  Thy  faithful  servant,  may  [he]  prove. 

Girded  with  truth  divine; 
A      laier  in  thy  dying  lo 
A  follower  of  thine! 

5  Lord,  plant  us  all  \a\  >  thy  death, 

1  hat  we  thy  h  prove-, 

Partaken  of  thy  era  ath, 

And  of  thy  crown  above  ! 
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BRISTOL. 


The  HYMNS. 

Lord's  Supper. 

402     TtJNE  20*       (L,M^ 

1  f^OME,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind, 
^  And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  ! 
Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 

And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode ! 

2  [Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 

A  living  spark  of  heav'nly  fire  ? 
0  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame  ; 
Teach  it  to  burn  with  pure  desire!] 

3  Impress  upon  my  wand'ring  mind 

The  love  that  Christ  to  sinners  bore; 
And  give  a  new  and  contrite  heart, 
A  heart  the  Saviour  to  adore ! 

4  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 

And  let  me  now  the  Saviour  see ! 
0  soothe  and  cheer  my  burden'd  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee ! 

103      TUXE   82>         (C,M-)  CASTLEFOKD. 

1  'fpiS  mine,  the  cov'nant  of  his  grace, 

-L   And  ev'ry  promise  mine  ; 
All  sprung  from  everlasting  love, 
And  scal'd  by  blood  divine. 

2  On  my  unworthy,  favour'd  head, 

Its  blessings  all  unite  \ 
Blrssings  more  num'rous  than  the  stars, 
More  lasting  and  more  bright. 

3  That  cov'nant  the  last  accent  claims 

Of  this  poor  falt'ring  tongue  ; 
And  that  shall  the  first  notes  employ 
Of  my  celestial  song. 
382 


The 
Lord's  Supper. 

SOMERLEY. 


HYMNS. 

404  Ttjne  88-    (8-7-) 

1  QWEET  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 
^  "Which  before  the  cross  I  spend  ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Here  I'll  sit  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams,  in  streams  of  blood  ; 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  Gotl. 

3  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 

With  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe, 
Constant  still  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 
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5    Tune  15. 


(cm.) 


ST.  MABY. 


1  TOW  condescending  and  how  kind 
-tl  Was  God's  eternal  Son! 

Our  mis'ry  reach'd  his  heav'nly  mind, 
And  pity  brought  him  down. 

2  This  was  compassion  like  a  God, 

That,  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood, 
His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 

3  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high, 

His  love  is  still  as  great: 
Well  he  remembers  Calvary, 
Nor  lets  his  saints  forget. 

4  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 

While  we  his  death  record, 
And,  with  our  joy  for  pardon'd  guilt, 
Mourn  that  we  picre'd  the  Lord  . 
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_     **J  HYMNS. 

Zora  *  Supper. 

406     Tuxb  56.       (l.m.) 

1  ]Vj~Y  God,  and  is  thy  table  spread  ? 

-'-'-*-  And  does  thy  cup  with  love  o'erflow  ? 
Thither  be  all  thy  children  led, 

And  let  them  all  its  sweetness  know. 

2  Hail,  sacred  least,  which  Jesus  makes! 

Rich  banquet  of  his  flesh  and  blood! 
Tin  ice  happy  he  who  here  partakes 
That  sacied  stream,  that  heav'nly  food! 

S  0  let  thy  table  honour'd  be, 

And  furnish'd  well  with  joyful  guests; 
And  may  each  soul  salvation  see, 
That  here  its  sacred  pledges  tastes  ! 

4  Let  crowds  approach  with  hearts  prepar'd, 

With  hearts  inflam'd  let  all  attend  ; 
Nor,  when  we  leave  our  Father's  board, 
The  pleasure  or  the  profit  end  ! 

5  [Revive  thy  dying  churches,  Lord, 

And  bid  our  drooping  graces  live; 
And  more  that  energy  afford, 

A  Saviour's  blood  alone  can  give  1] 
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Tune  70.      (s.ar.) 


ETTABU. 


384 


TESUS  invites  his  saints 
**    To  meet  around  his  board! 
Here  pardon'd  rebels  sit,  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 

This  holy  bread  nn  1  wine 
Maintains  our  fainting  breath, 
By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 
And  int'rest  in  his  death. 


HYMNS.         r      ™* 

Zord  s  Supper. 

3  Our  heav'nly  Father  calls 
Christ  and  his  members  one; 

We,  the  young  children  of  his  love, 
And  he  the  first-born  Son. 

4  "We  are  but  sev'ral  parts 
Of  the  ;-ame  broken  bread: 

One  body  hath  its  sev'ral  limbs, 
But  Jesus  is  the  head. 

5  Let  all  our  powers  be  join'd 
His  glorious  Name  to  raise; 

Pleasure  and  lo\e  fill  ev'ry  mind, 
And  ev'ry  voice  be  praise! 

4)08     Tune  82.       (cm.)  castlefoed. 

1  TD\\R  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night, 
-"-     Unbounded  glories  riae, 

And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 
Unknown  to  mortal  e\es. 

2  No  cloud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair: 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

3  O  may  the  heav'nly  prospect  fire 

Our  h  arts  with  ardent  love, 
Till  Wingfl  of  faith  and  itrong  desire 
IT  every  thought  above! 

4  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine, 

For  thy  bright  courts  on  high; 
Then  bid  our  spirits  rise,  and  join 

The  chorus  ot  the  sky  •' 
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23« 

Lord's  Supper. 

409    Tune  48.      (cm.)  windsob. 

1  A  LAS!  And  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 
•£*-  And  did  my  Sov'reign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity !  Grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  his  dear  cross  appears, 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears : 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
"lis  all  that  I  can  do  I 
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Tune  57.       (l.m.) 


LUNEBUBG. 


SSG 


HPO  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord, 
•*-  (Dear  name,  by  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd !) 
Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know 
Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low; 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  songs, 
The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 


HYMNS.  The 

word's  Supper, 
3  Yet  while  around  his  board  we  meet 
And  humbly  worship  at  his  feet, 
O  let  our  warm  affections  move 
In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love  ! 

411    Tune  26.     (l.m.)  jena 

1  TN  sacred  fellowship  we  meet 

~  To  celebrate  our  Saviour's  death  ; 
His  blood  we  drink,  his  flesh  we  eat, 
His  people  feed  on  him  by  faith. 

2  How  blest  the  people  who  are  his ! 

To  them  the  bread  of  life  is  giv'n ; 
How  fair,  how  rich  their  portion  is ! 
They  hope  to  see  their  Lord  in  heav'n. 

3  Till  he  appear,  his  death  shall  be 

Their  spring  of  hope,  their  theme  of  joy  ; 
And,  when  in  heav'n  their  Lord  they  see, 
His  praise  shall  all  their  powers  employ. 
Lonflrmatio  ,. 

412    Tune  75.     (cm.)  penitence. 

1  O^E,  let  us  use  the  grace  divine, 
^  And  all,  with  one  accord, 

In  a  perpetual  cov'nant  join 
Ourselves  to  Christ  the  Lord; 

2  Give  up  ourselves,  through  Jcsu's  power, 

His  name  to  glorify ; 
And  promise,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
For  God  to  live  and  die ! 

3  The  cov'nant,  we  this  moment  make, 

Be  ever  kept  in  mind  I 
We  will  no  more  our  God  forsake, 
Or  cast  his  words  behind. 
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120         ARKAN.—  Continued. 


~^^m 


1 


Confirmation. 


HYMNS. 


4*13      T^NE  24.        (l.M.)      TEN  COMMANDMENTS. 

1  f\  HAPPY  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
^  On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
"Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 

And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him,  who  merits  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
\\  hile  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move  ! 

3  Now  rest  my  long-divided  heart ! 

Fix'd  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest ! 
With  ashes  who  would  grudge  to  part, 
"When  call'd  on  angels'  bread  to  feast! 

4  High  heav'n,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renew'd  shall  daily  hear; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


apostles'. 


-414  Tune  52-    (c-m.) 

1  A    SOLDIER'S  course,  from  battles  won 
-£*-  To  new-commencing  strife; 

A  pilgrim's,  restless  as  the  sun; 
Behold  the  Christian's  life  ! 

2  The  hosts  of  Satan  pant  for  spoil; 

How  can  our  warfare  close  ? 
Lonely  we  tread  a  foreign  soil ; 
How  can  we  hope  repose  ? 

3  Then  let  us  seek  our  heav'nly  home, 

The  rest  for  us  in  store ; 
The  land  whence  pilgiims  never  roam, 
"Where  soldiers  war  no  more; 
388 


HYMNS. 


Confirmation. 


4  The  land  where  (suns  and  moons  unknown, 

And  night's  alternate  sway,) 
Jehovah's  ever  burning  throne 
Upholds  unbroken  day : 

5  Where  they  who  meet  shall  never  part; 

"Where  grace  completes  its  plan; 
And  God,  uniting  ev'ry  heart, 
Dwells  face  to  face  with  man! 


ST.  JAMES. 


Marriage. 

415    Tune  40.      (cm.) 

1  (^)UR  Jesus  freely  did  appear 
^S  To  grace  a  marriage  (east, 
And,  Lord,  we  ask  thy  presence  here 

To  make  a  wedding  guest! 

2  Upon  the  bridal  pair  look  down, 

"Who  now  have  plighted  hands  ! 
Their  union  with  thv  lavour  crown. 
And  bless  the  nuptial  bands! 

3  With  gifts  of  grace  their  hearts  endow 

Of  all  rich  dowries  1 
Their  substance  bless,  and  peace  bestow 
To  sweeten  all  the  rest ! 

4  [In  purest  love  their  souls  unite, 

That  they,  with  Christian  care, 
May  make  domestic  burdens  light, 

By  taking  mutual  sh  ire.] 

5  True  helpers  niiv  they  prove  indeed, 

In  prayer,  ami  faith,  and  hope; 
And  see  with  joy  a  uo  illy  seed 

To  build  a  household  up  I 
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T/.rl.rudof         HYMNS. 

//><?  Dead. 

416      TtJNE   35'  C7'3')  ALCBSTER. 

1  T3ALMS  of  glory,  raiment  bright* 
-*-     Crowns  tliat  never  fade  away, 
Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light; 

Priests,  and  kings,  and  conqu'rors  they. 

2  Yet  the  conqu'rors  bring  their  palms 

To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 
And  proclaim,  in  joyful  psalms, 
Vict'ry  through  his  cross  alone. 

3  Who  are  these  ?     On  earth  they  dwelt, 

Sinners  once,  of  Adam's  race, 
Guilt,  and  fear,  and  suff'ring  felt, 
But  were  sav'd  by  sov'reign  grace. 

4  They  were  mortal,  too,  like  us ; 

Ah!  when  we,  like  them,  shall  die, 
May  our  soul«,  translated  thus, 

Triumph,  reign,  and  shine  on  high ! 

(Second  Part  of  Hymn  85). 
11 'T    TuNE  9a    (P,M')  luthee's. 

1  npiIE  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
-1-    At  th    last  trumpet's  sounding, 
Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies, 

With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding: 
No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay; 
His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 

On  tho-e  prcpar'd  to  meet  him. 

2  But  sinners,  fill'd  with  guilty  fears, 

Behold  his  wrath  prevailing; 

For  they  shall  rise  and  find  their  tears 
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And  sighs  are  unavailing: 


HYMNS. 


The  Burial  of 
the  Bead. 


The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone, 
Trembling  they  stand  before  the  throne, 
All  unprepar'd  to  meet  him. 

3  Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear? 

The  end  of  tilings  created! 
The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  ! 
Beneath  his  cross  I  view  the  day 
AY  hen  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 

418    TuNE  52>       (CM-)  apostles'. 

1  IVTOW  let  our  mourning  hearts  revive, 
-^    And  all  our  tears  be  dry ! 

Why  should  those  eyes  be  drown'd  in  grief, 
Which  view  a  Saviour  nigh? 

2  Though  earthly  shepherds  dwell  in  dust, 

The  aged  and  the  young, 
The  watchful  eye  in  darkness  clos'd, 
And  mute  th  instructive  tongue; 

3  Th'  eternal  Shepherd  still  survives 

New  comforts  to  impart; 

His  eye  still  guides  us,  and  his  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart 

4  "Lo,  I  am  with  you,"  saith  the  Lord, 

"My  church  shall  safe  abide; 
For  I  will  ne\r  forsake  my  own, 
Whose  scuts  in  me  confide." 

S>  Through  ev'ry  scene  of  life  and  death, 
This  promise  is  our  trust: 
And  this  shall  be  our  children's  song, 
AY  hen  we  are  cold  in  du^t. 
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T^fl11°f       HYMNS. 


(8.8.6.) 


419    Tune  9. 

1  O  c0,?!  t0  whom  the  haPPy  ^ead 
bull  hve  united  to  their  head, 
Hieir  Lord  and  ours  the  same  • 
J*  or  .ill  thy  saints  to  rnem'ry  dear, 
Departed  in  thy  faith  and  fear, 
u  e  bless  thy  holy  name  ! 

2  By  the  same  grace  upheld,  may  we 
bo  lollow  those  who  fullow'd  thee 

As  with  them  to  partake 
lue  free  reward  of  heav'nly  bliss! 
Merciful  Father,  grant  us  this, 
lor  our  Redeemer's  sake! 

420    Tune  81.    (cm.) 

1  PLyain  our  faMC-v  stlives  to  paint 

J  he  moment  after  death, 
ilie glories  that  surround  the  saints, 
M  hen  yielding  up  their  breath. 

2  Faith  strives,  hut  all  its  efforts  fail, 

Jo  trace  them  in  their  Hi  -l,t  • 
^o  eve  can  piece  within  the  veil 
Which  hides  the  world  of  light! 

3  Thus  much  (andthis  is  all)  we  know, 

I  hey  are  completely  blest, 
Have-done  with  sin,  and  care,  and  woe, 
And  with  their  Saviour  rest. 

4  While  they  have  gain'd,  we  losers  are : 

We  miss  them  Hay  by  day  ■ 
But  thou >  canst  ev'ry  breach  repair 
-wid  wipe  our  tears  away! 


BRISBANE. 
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The  Burial 
the  Dead* 


of 
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5  We  pray  as  in  Elisha's  case, 
When  great  Elijah  went, 
May  double  portions  of  thy  grace 
lo  us,  who  stay,  be  sent! 

Tune  21.       (7fi\ 

1  "W"1^?  conscious  sinners  tremble 
m,    ,  .4°  hfar  the  trumpet  sound, 
lhat  bids  the  dead  assemble 

i he  judgment-seat  around: 
U  then,  amid  that  number 
May  I  the  call  obey, 

Who  burst  the  bands  of  slumber, 
lo  meet  a  glorious  day  ! 
Morning. 

422     Tune  108.     (L.M.)  M0EN1, 

1  A^r£KfS'  my  SOuI'  and  "it!l  the  sun 
J  by  daily  stage  of  duty  run! 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise, 
lo  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice  1 
8  Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  Kin.  ! 
3  All  praise  to  thee  who  safe  hast  kept. 
And  hast  refresh'd  me  whilst  I  sle  t ' 
(',a,,t>  Lord,  when  1  fi om death  shall  wa 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake  1 
•J  Direct,  control,  su     est  this  day, 
ah  I  design,  or  do,  or  wy, 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might 
1H  tliy  bole  glory  may  unite! 
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ifo™*^.  HYMNS. 

423    Tune  43.      (s.m.)  st.  michael. 

1  npO-MORROW,  Lord,  is  thine, 
-*-   Lodg'd  in  thy  sov'reign  hand; 

And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  hy  thy  command ! 

2  The  present  moment  flics, 
And  bears  our  life  away  ; 

0  make  thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day  ! 

3  Since  on  this  winged  hour 
Eternity  is  hung, 

"Waken,  by  thine  almighty  power, 
The  aged  and  the  young! 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care, 
O  be  it  still  pursu'd  ; 

Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renew'd ! 

5  To  Jesus  may  wc  fly, 
Swift  as  the  morning  light; 

Lest  life's  young  golden  beams  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night ! 

Evening. 

4t24i    Tune  80.      (l.m.)  evening. 

1  CJ.LORY  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
^    For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light! 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 

'Beneath  thy  own  almighty  wings! 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be  I 
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HYMNS.  Evening. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 

To  die,  that  this  vile  body  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day ! 

4  0  may  my  soul  on  thee  repose, 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close : 
Sleep  that  may  me  more  vig'rous  make 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake ! 

5  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heav'nly  host! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 


425    TuNE  52-      (C-M>) 

1  THREAD  Sov'reign,  let  my  evenin 
-*-J  Like  holy  incense  rise  ! 
Assist  the  off 'rings  of  my  tongue 

To  reach  the  lofty  skies ! 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  hand  was  still  my  guard, 
And  still  to  drive  my  wants  away 
Thy  mercy  stood  prepar'd. 

3  Perpetual  blessings  from  above 

Encompass  me  around, 
But  O  how  few  returns  of  love 
llath  my  Creator  found  ! 

4  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine, 

To  thy  dear  cross  I  flee, 
And  to  thy  grace  my  soul  resign 
To  be  renew'd  by  thee! 


APOSTLES 


g  song, 
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122         AURELIA.— Continued 


Evening. 

426 


HYMNS. 

Tune  80.      (l.m.) 


EVE>'I>"G. 


1  "IV/TY  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love ! 
-J1L  ^y  gifta  are  ev'ry  evening  new; 
And  morning  mercies  from  above 

Gently  distil  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spreadst  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

Great  guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 
Thy  sov'reign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers  ! 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command"; 

To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days ; 
Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise ! 

427     Tune  41.       (8.7.)  ST.  beekaed.  ^9Q    TUHl  111     (10.10.) 


HYMNS.        The  Lord's  Lag 
Morning. 

The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to  day : 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

[One  day  amidst  the  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Ol  pleasurable  sin. 

My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit,  and  sing  herself  away 
bliss.] 


To  everlasting 


ELLI>'GIIA3I. 


1  ^THROUGH  the  day  thy  love  has  spar'd  us ; 
-*-   Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest, 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us ! 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest! 
Jesus,  thou  our  Guardian  be, 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee ! 

2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers! 

In  thine  arms  may  we  repose, 
And  when  life's  sad  day  is  past, 
Rest  with  thee  in  heav'n  at  last! 


428 


Tune  43. 


The  Lord's  Lag  Morning. 
(rf.M.)  ST.    MICHAEL. 


30G 


"Tt^ELCOME,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
'  '     That  saw  the  Lord  arise! 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes! 


1  A  GAIN  returns  the  day  of  holy  rest, 

-^*-  "Which,  when  he  made  the  world,  Jehovah 

blest; 
When,  like  his  own,  he  hade  our  labours  cease, 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 

To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey; 
In  pure  religion's  hallow'd  duties  share 
And  join  in  penitence,  and  join  in  prayer  ! 

9  So  shall  the  God  of  mercy,  |  letl'd,  receive 
That  only  tribute  man  has  power  to  give; 
Bo  shall  he  hear,  while  fervently  we  raise 
Our  choral  harmony  in  hymns  of  praise. 

4  Father  of  heav'n,  in  whom  our  hopes  confide, 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts- 
guide, 
Tn  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our  Friend, 
Glory  supreme  be  thine,  till  time  thull  end ! 

397 


123        COMMUNION. 


G.4.6.4.6.6.4. 


1 


JZL 


i 


T± 


a 


g> — r — -rf 


~rz. 


112. 


£Z 


-<s>- 


-& 


ira 


3E 


:o: 


-& 


@ 


r 


-<S>^»— 


:& 


-S?- 

^ 


J- 


^> 


-f^>- 


I — C£ 


--& 


m 


Ths  Lord's  Bay 
Morning. 


HYMNS. 


430    Tune  10.        (l.m.) 


HAMPTON. 


1  T  OFvD  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  our  vows, 
JU  on  this  thy  day,  in  this  thy  house; 
And  own,  as  grateful  sacrifice, 

The  songs  which  from  the  desert  use! 

2  Thine  earthly  sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love! 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  a^ove; 

To  that  our  lab' ring  souls  aspire, 
With  ardent  pangs  of  strong  desire. 

3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes ; 
No  cares  to  break  the  Ion-  repose  ; 
No  midnight  shade;   no  clouded  sun  ; 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon, 

4  O  long-expected  day  begin  ! 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  nnl 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death  to  rest  with  bod. 


431    TuNE  88'      (7'8,) 

1  1  OYFUL  be  the  hours  to-day ; 
J    Joyful  let  the  Feason  be. 
Let  us  sing,  for  well  we  may; 

Jesus,  we  will  sing  of  thee! 

2  Slvmld  thy  people  silent  be, 

Then  the  very  stones  would  ling; 
What  a  debt  we  owe  to  thee, 
Thee,  our  Saviour  and  our  King: 

S  Meet  it  is  that  wc  should  own 
What  thy  Brace  has  done  tor  us; 
Sav'd  we  are  by  grace  alone, 
And  we  joy  to  have  it  tl 


EOJIEELEY. 


HYMNS. 


?he  Lord's  Bay 
Morning' 


4  'Tis  thy  grace  alone  can  save  ; 

Ev'ry  blessing  comes  from  thee; 
All  we  have  and  hope  to  have, 
All  we  are  and  hope  to  be. 

5  Thine  the  Name  to  sinners  dear ! 

Thine  the  Name  all  names  before . 
Blessed  here  and  ev'ry  where! 
Blessed  now  and  evermore  . 


432     Tune  80. 


(l.m.)  mam* 

1  A  NOTIIER  six  days'  work  is  done ; 
'   -A-  Another  sabbath  is  begun  ; 

Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  ^\ 
Improve  the  day,  thy  God  hath  bless  Qi 

2  Come,  bless  the  Lord,  who.e  love  assigns 
So  sweet  a  rest  to  weaned  mmds, 

Provides  an  antepast  ot  beav  n, 

And  gives  this  day  the  food  ot  seven! 

3  O  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise 
As  erateful  incense  to  the  skus; 

And  draw  from  heaVn  that  sweet  rep^e 
Which  none  out  he  who  feels  it,  knows  i 

4  This  heav'nly  calm,  within  the  breast, 

iP  dear  nledjre  of  glorious  rest, 
TOchfor  the  church  of  God  remain,, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

5  In  holy  duties,  let  the  day 
In  holv  pleasures  pass  away; 

u.  ywePe.  .  nbtaih  *«».JP-* 
"n  hope  of  one  tU.t  ne'er  stall  end!         ^ 
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The  Lord's  Day 
Morning. 


HYMNS. 


MUNICH. 


433     '-Tune  46.       (l.m.) 

1  TTO^V  welcome  to  the  saint*,  when  press'd 
-LJ-  With  six  days  noise  and  care  and  toil, 
Is  tlie  returning  day  of  rest, 

Which  hides  them  from  the  world  awhile ! 

2  With  joy  they  hasten  to  the  place 

Where  they  their  Saviour  oft  have  met: 
And,  while  they  feast  upon  his  grace, 
Their  burdens  and  their  griefs  forget. 

3  We  thank  thee  for  thy  day,  O  Lord; 

Here  we  thy  promis'd  presence  seek; 
Open  thine  hand  with  blessings  stor'd, 
And  give  us  manna  for  the  week. 


j    Tune  45.      (cm.) 


ST.  STEPHEN. 


400 


npiIIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
-1-    lie  calls  the  hours  his  own; 
Let  heav'n  rejoice,  let  earth  he  glad, 

And  praise  surround  the  throne! 
To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  saints  lis  triumphs  spread, 

And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

Hosanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  ! 
Help  us,  0  Lord,  descend,  and  bring 

Salvation  from  thy  throne! 

Blest  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace ; 
Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  name 

To  save  our  sinful  race  ! 


HYMNS.      The  Lord's  Day 

Morning. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise! 
The  highest  heav'ns,  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

The  Lord's  Day  Evening. 
435    Tune  62.       (7's.)  Durham. 

1  "jV"OW  may  he  who  from  the  (lend 

-^    Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Ileal, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep! 

2  Ma}'  he  teach  us  to  fullil 

What  is  pleasing  in  his  sight; 
Perfect  us  in  all  his  will, 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night ! 

3  To  that  dear  Redeemer's  praise, 

"Who  the  cov'nant  seal'd  with  blood, 
Let  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  to  our  God! 

436     '-frNE  34.        (o.m.)  ST.  UTS. 

1  T1REQUENT  the  day  of  God  returns 
-*-    To  shed  its  quick'ning  beams; 

And  yet  how  slow  devotion  burns! 
How  languid  are  its  flames! 

2  Increase,  O  Lord,  our  faith  and  hope, 

And  fit  u<  to  ascend, 
Where  the  assembly  ne'er  breaks  up, 

The  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  end; 

3  Where  we  Khali  breathe  in  heav'nly  air; 

"With  heav'nly  lustre  shine ; 

Before  the  throne  ot  God  appear, 

And  feast  on  love  divine  ! 
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11.10.11.10. 


The  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 


437 


Tune  3. 


HYMNS. 


(L.M.) 


DEVONSHIRE. 


1  TESUS,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
~    There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat 
"Where'er  they  seek  thee  thou  art  found, 
And  ev'ry  place  is  hallow'd  ground! 

2  Dear  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ! 
Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name ! 

3  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer 
To  strengthen  faith,  and  sweeten  care ; 
To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise, 

And  bring  all  heav'n  before  our  eyes! 

4  Lord,  we  are  few,  but  thou  art  near ; 
Nor  short  thine  arm,  nor  deaf  thine  car; 
O  rend  the  heav'ns,  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  thine  own ! 

438      TuNE  75'       (C-M0  PENITENCE. 

1  A  PPROACII,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat 
-^*-  Where  Jesus  answers  prayer: 
There  humbly  full  before  his  feet, 

For  none  can  perish  there ! 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea, 

"With  this  I  venture  nigh  ; 
Thou  callest  burden'd  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I! 

3  Bow'd  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  press'd, 
By  war  without,  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  thec  for  rest ! 
402 


HYMNS.         The  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 

4  Be  thou  my  Shield  and  Hiding-place, 

That,  shelter'd  near  thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him,  Thou  hast  died! 

5  0  wondrous  love,  to  bleed  and  die, 

^  To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  Name ! 

4o9    Tune  12.       (s.m.)        mount  ephbaim. 

1  "jDEHOLD  the  throne  of  grace ! 
J-^  The  promise  calls  me  near; 

There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  That  rich  atoning  blood, 
AVhich  sprinkled  round  I  see, 

Provides  for  tho?e  who  come  to  God 
An  all-prevailing  plea. 

3  Beyond  mine  utmost  wants 
His  love  and  power  can  bless; 

To  praying  souls  he  always  grants 
More  than  they  can  express. 

4  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow, 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love; 

I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  above ! 


;     Teach  me  to  live  by  faith ! 

Conform  my  will  to  thine! 
Let  me  victorious  be  in  death, 

And  then  in  glory  shine ! 


1.03 


L 


124        EPIPHANY.— Continued. 
C-SU U4^   d^TZZ^d 


&-. G—O-O 


r>  ii  ej 


$ 


s 


— ©- 


-*s-<5- 


I   I 


o  PPT 


"~ 


comes  have  been  printed. 


The  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 


HYMNS. 


SAXONT. 


440    Tune  58.       (L.ir.) 

1     AND  dost  thou  say,"  Ask  what  thou  wilt  ? 
Lord,  I  would  seize  the  golden  hour 
I  pray  to  be  releas'd  from  guilt, 

And  freed  from  sin  and  Satan's  power ! 

2  More  of  thy  presence,  Lord,  impart, 
More  of  thy  image  let  me  bear, 

Erect  thy  throne  within  my  heart, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there! 

3  Give  me  to  read  my  pardon  scal'd, 

And  from  thy  joy  to  draw  my  strength, 
lo  have  thy  boundless  love  reveal'd, 
In  all  its  height,  and  breadth,  and' length. 

4  Grant  these  requests,  I  ask  no  more, 

But  to  thy  care  the  reit  resign; 
Sick or  in  health,  or  rich,  or  poor, 
All  shall  be  well  if  thou  art  mine ! 

441  t™e80.    (L.m.)  mratt 

1   C(n  r/M^XD  {])y  bIessin2  fr°™  above, 
U  (jod,  on  all  assembled  here ' 
Lihold  us  with  a  Father's  love 
While  we  look  up  with  filial  foarf 

2  Command  thy  blessing,  Jesus,  Lord! 

May  we  thy  true  disciples  be! 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  word 
Say  to  the  weakest,  "Follow  me!  " 

3  Command  thy  blessing  in  this  hour, 

?>Pint  of  truth,  and  fill  the  place 
With [bumbling  and  with  healing  power, 
A\  ith  killing  and  with  quickening  grace  I 


442 


HYM  N  S.        The  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 

Tune  no.     (8.6.)  mnmawm. 

1  Ij0?1?'  When  we  bend  bef°re  thy  throne 
And  our  confessions  pour, 
leach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own, 

And  hate  what  we  deplore ! 
Our  broken  spirits  pitying  see, 

1  rue  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  ray  from  thee 
.Beam  hope  upon  the  heart ! 

2  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer. 

May  we  our  wills  resign; 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share, 

lhat  is  not  wholly  thine! 
May  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies  • 
And  teach  our  hearts  'tis  goodness  still, 

lhat  grants  it,  or  denies  1 


443    Tr.vE  6.      (cm.) 


rV,11'11  <*  love,  to  thee  I  bend 

My  heart,  and  lift  mine  eves! 
U  let  my  prayer  and  praise  ascend 
As  odours  to  the  skies! 

2  Thy  pard'ning  voice  I  come  to  hear, 

lo  know  thee  a<  thou  art: 
Thy  ministers  can  reach  the  ear 
But  thou  must  touch  the  heart. 

3  O  stamp  me  in  thy  hcavnlv  mould, 

And  grant  thy  word  applied 
May  bring  forth  fruit  an  hundred-fold, 
Aud  speak  me  justified! 
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2V*e  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 


HYMNS. 


444    Tune  8.         (7's.)  haabxem. 

1  ORD,  we  come  before  tljee  now! 
-Li  At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow! 

O  do  not  our  suit  disdain ! 

Snail  we  seek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain? 

2  J n  thine  own  appointed  way, 
Now  we  seek  thee ;  here  we  stay ; 
Lord,  from  hence  we  would  not  go, 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow! 


Send  some  message  from  thy  word, 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford ' 
Let  thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart! 

Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  God  supremely  kind! 
J  leal  the  sick  !    The  captive  free! 
Let  us  all  rejuice  in  thee ! 


445     TuNE  87.      (8.7.) 


EPWOBTIl. 


T3EACE  be  to  this  congregation, 
-1-    Peace  to  cv'ry  soul  therein, 
Pence,  the  fore-taste  of  salvation, 

Peace,  the  fruit  of  cancel  I'd  sin! 
Peace,  that  speaks  its  heav'nly  Giver, 

Pence,  to  sensual  minds  unknown, 
Peace  divine,  that  lasts  for  ever, 

Here  erect  its  glorious  throne! 

Prince  of  Peace,  if  thou  art  near  us, 
Fix  in  all  our  hearts  thy  home; 

By  thy  MviCt  appearing  cheer  us; 
Quickly  let  thy  kingdom  come: 


HYMNS.         The  Opening  of 
Public  Worship. 
Answer  all  our  expectation  ; 

Give  our  raptur'd  souls  to  prove 
Glorious*,  uttermost  salvation, 
Heav'nly,  everlasting  love! 
Before  Sermon. 

446     Tune  23.      (8.7.4.)  ashbubton. 

1  (^JOiME,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit, 
y-J  Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed  ! 

Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit: 
E:i:se  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed 

From  the  Gospel, 
Now  supply  thy  people's  need! 

2  Help  us  all  to  seek  the  blessing, 

Which  thou  waitest  now  to  give! 
Let  us  all  thy  love  possessing, 
Joyfully  the  truth  receive; 

And  lor  ever, 
To  thy  praise  and  glory  live! 


44 


/     Tune  56. 


(l.m.)  wabeham. 

1  TOKD,  cause  thy  face  on  us  to  shine; 

Give  us  thy  peace,  and  seal  us  thine; 
Teach  us  to  piizc  the  means  of  grace, 
And  love  thy  earthly  dwelling-place  ! 

2  Bless  all,  whose  voice  salvation  brings 
Who  minister  in  holy  things: 

Our  bidiops,  priests,  and  deacons  bless; 
Clothe  them  with  zeal  and  righteousness! 

3  Let  many,  in  the  judgment-da}', 
furii'd  from  the  error  of  their  way, 

Their  hope,  their  joy,  their  crown  appear! 
Save  th  ise  who  preach,  and  those  who  hi  ai  .' 
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LONDON  NEW. 


2tybr.s  Sermon.        HYMNS. 

448     Tun  4.        (O.K.) 

1  T  ^¥  " saith  C1,rist'  "3'our  glorious  head, 
,       (May  we  attention  give) 

The  resurrection  of  the  dead, 

The  life  of  all  that  live. 

2  By  faith  in  me  the  soul  receives 
New  life,  though  dead  before. 

And  he,  who  in  my  name  believe?, 
Shall  live  to  die  no  more." 

3  Fulfil  thy  promise,  gracious  Lord, 
On  us  assembled  here  ! 

Put  forth  thy  Spirit  with  the  word, 
And  cause  the  dead  to  hear! 

4  Preserve  the  power  of  faith  alive 
In  tho-;e,  who  love  thy  Name; 

For  .sin  and  Satan  daily  strive 
To  quench  the  sacred  flame. 

5  To  thee  we  look,  to  thee  we  bow, 

To  thee  for  help  we  call ; 
Our  life  and  resurrection  thou, 
Our  hope,  our  joy,  our  all!  ' 

A    A  f\  ^0)'  Spools. 

4-19    rcK.62.       (7's.)  Drjniui 

1   Q.LORY  to  the  Father  pre, 

God  in  whom  we  move  and  live! 

Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear,  ' 

Children's  songs  delight  his  car. 
2  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 

Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King! 

Children,  raise  your. sweetest  strain 

Tor  the  Lamb  for  he  was  slain! 

40$ 


HYMNS. 


For  Schools. 


3  Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost; 
Be  this  day  a  Pentecost ! 
Children's  minds  may  he  inspire, 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fue! 

4  Glory  in  the  highest  be 
To  the  blessed  Trinity, 
For  the  gospel  from  above, 

For  the  word,  that  "God  is  love!" 

450    Tune  40.      (cm.)  st.  james. 

1  O  Ij,0IlD  our  God'  thy  Kght  and  truth, 

To  us  thy  children  send, 
That  we  may  serve  thee  in  our  youth 
And  love  thee  to  the  end! 

2  By  nature  sinful,  weak,  and  blind, 

The  downward  path  we  trod, 
Our  wand'ring  heart,  and  wayward  mind 
n  ere  enemies  to  God. 

.'3  But  friends  and  guardians  now,  through  gra^e 
Our  heedless  steps  restrain, 
They  teach  us,  Lord,  to  seek  thy  face, 
A\  Inch  none  shal;  seek  in  vain! 

•I  Hence  to  the  hills  we  lift  our  eyes, 
From  which  salvation  springi: 
( I  Sun  of  Right  busness,  &i 
With  healing  in  thy  win 

5  Arise,  and  o'et  thii  rale  of  tears, 
Shine  into  pei  feci  day ; 

r*nw*rd  through  progressive  yean 
Pointing  the  chi 
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For  Schools.  HYMNS. 

4)51    Tune  17.       (cm.)  st.  david. 

1  rpiIY  throne  0  God,  in  righteousness 
•*•   For  ever  shall  endure ! 

We  bow  before  it ;  deign  to  bless 
The  children  of  the  poor ! 

2  Thy  wisdom  fix'd  our  lowly  birth, 

Yet  we  thy  goodness  share ; 
Still  make  us,  while  we  dwell  on  earth, 
The  children  of  thy  care ! 

3  Strangers  to  thee,  though  thine  by  name, 

We  heard  thy  welcome  voice, 
And  gather'd  from  the  world,  became 
The  children  of  thy  choice. 

4  Thou  art  cur  Shepherd ;  glorious  God, 

Thy  little  flock  behold, 
And  guide  us  by  thy  staff  and  rod, 
The  children  of  thy  fold. 

452    Tune  83.      (8.7.)  Vienna. 

1  /^<RE  AT  Jehovah  !  God  of  Glory  ! 
^*    O  let  children  lisp  thy  name ! 
Humbly  now  we  fall  before  thee, 

Thy  almighty  grace  our  theme! 
Hosts  of  seraphs,  join'd  in  chorus, 

Love  divine  proclaim  on  high  ; 
Hear  us,  hear,  O  God  most  glorious, 

While  the  same  blest  theme  wc  try ; 

2  Hail  Immanuel !  Once  incarnate, 

Bleeding,  dying  on  the  tree! 
Little  children  thou  invitest, 
Without  dread  to  come  to  thee; 
•110 


HYMNS. 
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At  thy  word  behold  us  coming; 

May  we,  Lord,  thy  mercy  prove ! 
Number  us  among  thy  children, 

Thee  to  serve,  and  trust  and  love ! 

3     "  May  we  live  to  know  and  fear  thee, 

Trust  and  love  thee  all  our  days, 
Then  go  dwell  for  ever  near  thee, 

See  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  praise," 
Jesus,  God  oi  consolation, 

Best  of  friends  in  pity  move ! 
Bless  us,  Lord,  with  thy  salvation, 

And  accept  our  infant  love ! 

Laying  First  Stone  of  a  Church. 
453      TuNE  16-        (6'8')  GWEEDOEE. 

1  f\  KING  of  glory,  come, 

^-^  And  with  thy  favour  crown 

This  temple  as  thy  dome, 
This  people  as  thy  own! 
Beneath  this  roof,  O  deign  to  show, 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below! 

2  Here  may  thine  ears  attend 

Our  interceding  cries, 
And  grateful  prai-e  ascend, 

All  fragrant  to  the  skies! 
Here  may  thy  word  melodious  sound, 
And  spread  celestial  joys  around ! 

3  Here  may  thy  future  sons 

And  daughters  sound  thy  praise, 
And  shine  like  polish'd  stones, 
Through  long  succeeding  days ! 
Here,  Lord,  display  thy  sov'reign  power, 
"While  temples  stand,  and  men  adore  ! 
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Laying  First  Stone  HYMNS. 
of  a  Church. 

454    Tune  50.      (l.m.)  100th  psalu. 

1  nPHIS  stone  to  thee  in  faith  we  lay; 
-*-   We  build  the  temple,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Thine  eye  be  open,  night  and  day 

To  guard  this  house  and  sanctuary ! 

2  Here,  when  thy  people  seek  thy  face, 

And  dying  sinners  pray  to  live, 
Hear,  thou,  in  heav'n,  thy  dwelling-place, 
And  when  thou  hearest,  O  forgive  ! 

3  Here,  when  thy  messengers  proclaim 

The  blessed  Gospel  of  thy  Son, 
Still  by  the  power  of  his  great  Name 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done ! 

4  [Hosanna  !  To  their  heav'nly  King 

When  children's  voices  raise  that  song; 
Hosanna!  Let  their  angels  sing, 
And  heav'n  with  earth  the  strain  prolong '] 

5  But  will  indeed  Jehovah  deign 

Here  to  abide,  no  transient  guest  ? 
Here  will  the  world's  Redeemer  reign, 

And  here  the  Holy  Spirit  rest  ? 
G  That  glory  never  hence  depart ! 

Yet  choose  not,  Lord,  this  house  alone ! 
Thy  kingdom  come  to  ev'ry  heart ! 

In  ev'ry  bosom  fix  thy  throne  ! 

The  Consecration  or  Opening  of  a  Church. 


455    Tune  49.       (cm.) 


ABRIDOE. 


1  (TjJREAT  Shepherd  of  thy  people,  hear! 
^    Thy  presence  now  display  ; 
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As  thou  hast  given  ■  place  for  prayer, 
So  give  us  hearts  to  pray  ! 
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The  Consecration  &' 
Opening  of  a  Church. 


2  Show  us  some  token  of  thy  love, 

Our  fainting  hope  to  raise ; 
And  pour  thy  blessings  from  above, 
That  we  may  render  praise. 

3  Within  these  walls  let  holy  peace, 

And  love  and  concord  dwell; 
Here  give  the  troubled  conscience  ease ; 
The  wounded  spirit  heal. 

4  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye, 

The  humbled  mind  bestow  ; 
And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
To  make  our  graces  grow. 


456    Tune  38.      (7's.) 

1  '  "  ORD  of  hosts,  to  thee  we  raise 
-■-^  Here  a  house  of  prayer  and  praise  ! 
Thou  thy  people's  hearts  prepare 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer  ! 

2  [Let  the  living  here  be  fed 

With  thy  word,  the  heav'nly  bread, 
Here  in  hope  of  glory  bless'd, 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest.] 

3  Here  to  thee  a  temple  stand, 
While  the  sea  .shall  gird  the  land 
Here  reveal  thy  mercy  sure, 
While  the  suu  aud  moon  endure. 

4  Hallelujah!  earth  and  sky 
To  the  toyftll  mhiiuI  reply  ! 

Hallelujah  I   Henc  a>cend 

Prayer  and  praise  till  time  shall  end! 


ULM. 
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TAe  Consecration  or    JJ  y  M  N  S 
Opening  of  a  Church. 


457 


Tu>'E   50.  (L.M.)  103th  PSALM. 

1  A  KD  will  the  great  eternal  God 
-*-*-  On  earth  establish  his  abode  ? 
And  will  he  from  his  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  for  his  own? 

2  These  walls  we  to  thy  honour  raise*, 
Long  ma)'  they  echo  with  thy  praise; 
And  thou  descending  fill  the  place 
With  choicest  tokens  of  thy  grace! 

3  And  in  the  great  decisive  day, 
When  Cod  the  nations  shall  survey, 
Mny  it  before  the  world  appear, 
That  crowds  were  born  to  glory  here. 

Missions  at  Home. 

4L<5o     Tune  37.       (l.m.)  bockingham. 

1  A  IJT^E,  my  tend'rest  thoughts,  arise! 
-l-^-  To  torrents  melt  my  streaming  eyes! 
And  thou,  my  heart,  with  anguish  feel 
Those  evils  which  thou  canst  not  heal ! 

2  See  human  nature  sunk  in  shame; 
See  scandals  pour'd  on  Jesu's  name! 
The  father  wounded  through  the  Son; 
The  world  abus'd ;  the  soul  undone. 

3  My  God,  I  feel  the  mournful  scene; 
IUy  bowels  yearn  o'er  dying  men; 
And  fain  my  pity  would  reclaim, 

And  snatch  the  firebrands  from  the  flame! 

But  feeble  my  com]  assion  proves, 
And  can  but  weep  where  most  it  loves; 
Thy  own  nll-5Sving arm  employ, 
An  1  turn  these  drops  ol  grief  to  joy. 

"  ! 


HYMNS.    Missions  at  Home. 

•459     Tune  20.       (l.m.)  beistol. 

1  OTIEPIIERD  of  souls,  with  pityingeye 
^  The  thousands  of  our  Israel  see! 

To  thee  in  their  behalf  we  cry, 

Ourselves  but  newly  found  in  thee. 

2  See  where  o'er  desert  wastes  they  err, 

And  neither  food  nor  feeder  have, 
Nor  fold,  nor  place  of  refuge  near  ; 
For  no  man  cares  their  souls  to  save. 

3  Still  let  the  publicans  draw  near; 

Open  the  door  of  faith  and  heav'n, 
And  grant  their  hearts  thy  word  to  hear, 
And  witness  all  their  sins  forgiven. 

4^()0     Tune  25.        (l.m.)  st.  thomas. 

1  TNDULGENT  Sovereign  of  the  skies, 
-*-  And  wilt  thou  bow  thy  gracious  car  ? 
"While  feeble  mortals  ra:se  their  cries, 

"Wilt  thou,  the  great  Jehovah,  hear? 

2  Loud  let  the  gospel  trumpet  blow, 

And  call  the  nations  from  afar: 
Let  all  the  Isles  their  Saviour  know, 
And  earth's  remotest  ends  draw  near. 

9  Triumphant  here  let  Jesus  reign, 

And  on  his  vineyard  sweetly  smile; 
While  all  the  virtues  of  his  train 
Adorn  our  church,  adorn  our  Isle. 

4  On  all  our  souls  let  grace  descend, 

Like  heav'niy  dew,  in  copious  showers, 
That  we  may  call  our  God  our  Fiiend  : 
That  we  may  h.  il  salvation  ours. 
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Missions  to  the 
Colonies 

461  TuNE  84-        (8's-) 

1  /CHURCHES  of  Christ,  by  God's  right  hand 
^-//  Thick  planted  in  this  favour' d  land, 

If  to  your  hearts  his  -word  be  dear, 
O  think  of  those  "who  pine  to  hear, 
Far  from  their  native  shores  exil'd, 
A  pastor's  voice  amid  the  wild! 

2  O  let  a  voice  of  comfort  bless 
The  lone  and  rugged  wilderness ! 
Send  faithful  shepherds  forth,  to  feed 
The  scatter'd  wand'rers  in  their  need : 
Straight  paths  for  feeble  knees  prepare, 
And  drooping  hands  sustain'd  by  prayer. 

3  The  heathen,  who  in  darkness  lay, 
"Wake  to  the  dawn  of  heav'nly  day  : 
But  shall  a  worse  than  pagan  ni^ht 
O'ertake  the  race  that  dwelt  in  light, 
And  Britain's  God,  to  Britons  thrown 
On  distant  shores,  become  unknown  ? 

4  Great  Shepherd  of  the  ransom'd  seed 
For  thy  dispersed  ones  we  plead! 
How  shall  these  multitudes  be  fed? 
'Tis  thine  to  multiply  the  bread: 
Richly  hast  thou  our  wants  supplied; 
By  us,  for  them,  for  all,  provide. 

Missions  to  the  Jews. 

462  TryE   19.         (S-M.)  MIDDLEHAM. 

1       A  LMIGIITYGodoflovc 
-*-*-  Set  up  th'  attracting  sign, 
And  summon  whom  thou  dost  approve, 


HYMNS. 


Missions  to 
the  Jews. 


I    Send,  then,  thy  servants  forth 

To  call  the  Hebrews  home ; 
From  east,  and  west,  and  south,  and  north, 

Let  all  the  wand'rers  come, 

j     Where'er  in  lands  unknown 

The  fugitives  remain, 
Bid  ev'ry  creature  help  them  on, 

The  holy  mount  to  gain. 

I     With  Israel's  myriads  seal'd, 

Let  all  the  nations  meet, 
And  show  the  mystery  fultill'd, 

The  family  complete. 


463     Tune  107.     (L.M.) 


ATIl. 


416 


For  messengers  divine! 


1     A  RISE,  great  God,  and  let  thy  jiracc 
-£*-  Shed  its  glad  beams  on  Jacob's  I 
Restore  the  long-lost  scatter'd  band  : 
Recal  them  to  their  native  land. 

9  How  long  6hall  Jacob's  offspring  prove 
The  sad  suspension  of  thy  love  P 
For  ever  shall  thine  anger  burn  ? 
And  wilt  thou  never,  Lord,  return? 

3  In  pity  their  backsliding!  heal; 
Their  trespass  hide,  their  pardon  seal' 
( )  God  of  Lerai  I,  hear  our  prayer, 

(irant  them  again  tl  y  love  to  share! 

4  Thy  qnick'ning  Spirit  now  impart, 

And  wake  to  joy  each  tuneful  heat 

May  Israel's  ransom'd  tribes  in  thee 

Their  bliss  and  lull  Bah  see. 
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Me  Jews. 


HYMNS. 
464    Tra  87.      (8.7.) 


EPWOETH. 


1  Q  ION'S  kino:  shall  reign  victorious; 
^  All  the  earth  shall  own  his  sway; 
He  will  make  his  kingdom  glorious, 

He  will  reign  through  end. ess  day: 
"What  though  none  on  earth  assist  him? 

God  requires  not  help  from  man; 
"What  though  all  the  world  resist  him? 

God  will  realize  bis  plan. 

2  Nations  now  from  God  estranged 

Then  shall  see  a  giorious  light, 
Night  to  day  shall  then  be  changed, 

Heav'n  shall  triumph  in  the  sight 
See  the  ancient  idols  tailing, 

Worthipp'd  once,  but  now  abhorr'd! 
Men  on  Sion's  King  are  calling. 


Sion's  King  by  all  ador'd ! 


'oi 


3  Then  shall  Israel,  long  dispersed, 

Mourning  seek  the  Lord  their  God, 
Look  on  him  whom  once  they  pierced, 

Own  and  kiss  the  chast'ning  rod 
Then  all  1  ball  be  saved, 

War  and  tumult  then  shall  cease, 
While  the  greater  Son  of  David 

Kales  a  conquer'd  world  in  peace* 

ty  King,  thine  arm  reveali 
>w  thy  glorious  cause  maintain, 
Bring  the  nations  iieip  and  oealin 
Mike  them  subject  to  thy 


HYMNS. 
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the  Jews. 


Ansel",  in  their  lofty  station, 
Praise  thy  name,  thou  only  wise ! 

O  let  e  irth  with  emula'ion, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  I 


Tu>-e  84.       (S's.) 


BPIB 


465 

1   Q  ION,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength, 
^  Resume  thy  beautiful  array! 
The  promis'd  Saviour  comes  at  length, 
To  chase  thy  guilt  and  grief  away  : 
Thee  for  his  purchase  God  shall  own, 
And  save  thee  by  his  dying  Son. 

•2  Jerusalem,  be  holy  now, 

Satan  no  more  shall  dwell  in  thee; 
Wash'd  from  sin,  and  white  as  snow, 

Prepare  thy  God-made-man  to  see; 
Prepare  Immanuel  to  behold, 
And  hear  his  peaceful  message  told  ! 

3  "Ye  desert  places,  sing  for  joy! 

Lost  man,  your  hymns  of  wonder  raise ! 
Let  holy  shouts  invade  the  sky, 

And  ev'ry  altar  flame  with  praise! 
Fori,  almighty  to  redeem, 
Have  comforted  Jerusalem." 

4  "  Look  out,  and  see  Immanuel  come, 

Myriads  to  sprinkle  with  his  blood! 
He  many  nations  shall  bring  home, 

And  save  them  from  the  wratli  of  God : 
And  earth's  remotest  bounds  shall  b  e 
The  great  salvation  wrought  by  nie." 
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dost,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead ! 
ugh  humbled  long,  awake  at  lee. 
gird  thee  with  th j  Saviour's  strength. 
from  on  high  thy  groans  will  hear; 

towers  and  battlements  shall  shine. 

1:   .*'■-  =:■-'    :-:•:  .  t:  ;      i . 
■ill  her  watchful  monarch 
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:  0 

D.^i,7!ath«  corning  world  around, 
Disown  d  of  hear  n,  by  man  oppressed, 

Onteaats  from  Sion s  hallowd ground ? 
0  God  of  Jacob,  view  their  race! 

Back  to  the  fold  the  wand'rers  bring: 
Teach  them  to  seek  thy  slighted  grace ; 

To  bail,  in  Christ,  their  promts  d  King. 
3  The  Teil  of  darkness  rend  in  twain, 

Which  hides  their  Shilofa  s  glorious  hxht  • 
Tbe  «Ter'd  olive  branch  again  ' 

Km  ta  Hi  nwm  Mock  savin, 
lai^orion.^  expected  long; 

„,  *Vbai  Jew  ***  Gw«  one  prarer  shall  raise. 

ii  nil  ea 

^  One  God  with  grateful  rapture  praise! 
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Vm  S3.       : 

aise  thee  ev'rv  day, 
rn'd  a 

g  sacriioe. 

£r<  <ri  jus  aTam 

ed  lame; 
is  worth  your  praise  exceeds; 
EsoeUcal  are  all  his  deeds. 

-rain  the  joyful  soun 

: 
v  this  is  he, 
God,  t  JUJ-,  dwehs  in  thee ! 
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~:-  469  :*.)  OihrsxLM. 


Q-MAT  rTiain,  hear  our  prcyer  ; 

Let  Abr'ham's  sted  thy  hk 
O  mar  the        w  ii  ;  ,r._.  -^ 


Jacobs  flock  of  c 
5  home  the  wane  .•  fold ; 

B  ■embcr1  too, I  rue  mss*<l  wo  ;. 
M  Israel  at  la*t  thall   etk  the  Lord." 
3  Lord,  put  thy  law 

eirin«arc 
A  darkless  rend  io  two, 
Which  hides  Messiah  from  their  ^iew. 

haste  the  dsy,  fore  to  u  so  Jong, 

orioosthron; 
One  house  shall  seek,  one  j  i^er  sUa. 
-  Redeemer  snail  ado 


=J 


128        REDEMPTION. 


11.11.12.11.10.10. 


T^Fffl 


t — l — r 


r= 
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Heathen. 
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4<7 0    Tune  44.      (cm.) 

1  OIXG  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  strains; 
^  Let  earth  his  praise  resound, 

Ye,  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell, 
And  fill  the  isles  around! 

2  O  city  of  the  Lord,  begin 

The  universal  song, 
And  let  the  scatter'd  Tillages 
The  cheerful  notes  prolong  ! 

3  Let  Kedar's  -wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  its  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 
With  accents  rude  rejoice  : 

4  Till,  'midst  the  streams  of  distant  land?, 

The  islands  sound  his  praise; 
And  all  combin'd,  with  one  accord, 
Jehovah's  glories  raise. 


HYMNS. 


Missions  to  I 
Heathen. 


O  let  the  day-spring,  Lord,  arise 
On  ev'ry  land  beneath  the  skies ; 
And  earth's  dark  climes  adoring  prove 
The  heights  and  depths  of  pard'ning  love  ! 


471 


Tune  25.      (l.m.) 


ST.  THOMAS. 


1  a\  LORD,  thine  ancient  churches  spare, 
^^  Which  still  thy  name,  though  fallen,  bear; 
"Where  once  thy  bold  Apostles  stood, 
And  scal'd  thy  truth  with  martyrs'  blood ; 

'2  Where  now  the  Turk  his  power  extends, 
And  vainly  to  his  prophet  bends, 
There  let  again  thy  gospel  shine 
With  beams  all  bright,  and  power  divine. 

o  Where  Jesus  rose  and  left  the  grave, 
There  let  the  cross  its  banner  wave  ; 
While  Syria  sees  her  church's  rise, 
And  hymns  to  Christ  ascend  the  ski  s. 

422 


472    TuNE  98-     (6-GA) 

1     rpHOU,  whose  almighty  word 
-*-   Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  llight: 

Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray ; 

And  where  the  Gospel's  day 

Sheds  not  its  glorious  ra}r, 

"Let  there  be  light!" 

2  Thou,  who  didst  com?  to  bring, 
On  thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  sight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
O  now  to  all  mankind 

"Let  there  be  light!" 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  thy  flight! 
Move  o'er  the  water's  face 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 
And,  in  earth's  darkest  place, 

"  Let  there  be  light !  " 

4  Jjlesscd  and  holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
llolling  in  fullest  pride, 
O'er  the  world,  far  ami  wide, 

"Let  there  be  light!" 


ABBEY  DOKr. 


1:! 
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EEDEMPTIO  It.— Continued. 


If  the  last  two  lines  be  repeated. 


*        7 

>U  coDies  have  been  una  ted. 


Missions  to  the 
Heathen. 


HYMNS. 


473 


Tfjte  21.       (7.6.) 


1    JlROM  Greenland's  icy  mountain* 

wi  J?ro™Ind,as  coral  strand, 
Where  Afnc's  sunny  fountains 

Koll  down  their  golden  sand; 
*rom  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
±hey  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

!    What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
I  hough  ev'ry  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile— 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown, 
I  he  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

CawWf'  whose  souls  are  Ifehted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high 
tan  we,  to  men  benighted,  C 

The  lamp  of  life  deny?' 
Salvation!  O  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
iill  each  remotest  nation 
Has  learnt  Messiah's  name  ' 


SALZBUBG. 


HYMNS.  Missions  to  the 

,T,,      ,  heathen. 

Hi  ,  oer  our  ransom'd  nature 
I  he  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Kedeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reim f 


ALCESTER. 


4     V,  aft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
like  a  sea  of  glory, 


Till 


It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole; 


4/4    Trxi35.       (7's.) 

1  HATRK!  Thes°ng  of  Jubilee; 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 
Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea, 
A\  hen  it  breaks  upon  the  shore : 

2  Hallelujah!  For  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign; 
Hallelujah!  Let  the  word 
Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

3  Hallelujah!  Hark!  The  sound, 

irom  the  centre  to  the  skies, 
Hakes  above,  beneath,  around. 
All  creation's  harmonics  : 

4  See  Jehovah's  banners  furl'd- 

Sheath'd  his  sword:   he  m^ki     •♦:„  a 

And  the  kingdoms  of  this  wi:r;jt,sd°nC' 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Sun. 

5  He >  shall nfaj  from  pole  to  pole 

"ith  illimitable  sway 
He  shall  reign,  when  life  ,  moll 
lender  hoavns  have  |  m 'd  awaj , 
G  Then  the  end;  beneath  hi,  rod 

tt  , ,\,ls  r51  enemJ  s,,:»'»  wii ' 

Hallelujah!  Chi 
God  in  Christ  is  all  in  al'l. 
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Missions  to  the 
Heathen. 

4**75    Tune  28.       (l.m.)  pabma. 

1  r*  APT AIN  of  thine  enlisted  host, 
^  Display  thy  glorious  banner  high! 
The  summons  send  from  coast  to  coast, 

And  call  a  num'rous  army  nigh. 

2  A  solemn  jubilee  proclaim  : 

Proclaim  the  great  sabbatic  day; 
Assert  the  glories  of  thy  Name  : 
Spoil  Satan  of  his  wish'd-for  prey. 

3  Bid,  bid  thy  heralds  publish  loud 

The  peaceful  blessings  of  thy  reign  ; 
And  when  they  speak  of  sprinkling  blood, 
The  myst'ry  to  the  heart  explain. 


476 


Tune  4.       (cm.) 


LONDON  NEW. 


1  /?[.REAT  God,  the  nations  of  the  earth 
^    Are  by  creation  thine; 

And  in  thy  works,  by  all  beheld, 
Thy  radiant  glories  shine  ! 

2  But,  Lord,  thy  greater  love  hath  sent 

Thy  Gospel  to  mankind  ; 
Unveiling  what  rich  stores  of  grace 
Are  treasur'd  in  thy  mind ! 

3  Lord,  when  shall  these  glad  tidings  spread 

The  spacious  eartli  around, 
Till  ev'ry  tribe,  and  ev'ry  soul, 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound? 

4  O  when  shall  Afric's  sable  sons 

Enjoy  the  heav'nly  word, 
And  vassals,  long  enslav'd,  become 
The  freedmen  of  the  Lord  ? 


HYMNS. 


420 


Missions  to  the 
Heathen. 

3  When  shall  th'  untutor'd  heathen  tribes, 
A  dark  bewilder'd  race, 
Sit  down  at  our  Immanuel's  feet, 
And  learn  and  feel  his  grace  ? 

6  Smile,  Lord,  on  each  divine  attempt 
To  spread  the  Gospel's  rays: 
And  rear  on  sin's  demolish'd  throne 
The  temples  of  thy  praise ! 

477     TuNE  5L       (L-M->  angels'. 

1  "Y^TTITH  sacred  joy  our  souls  survey 

'  '     The  glories  of  the  latter  day ; 
Its  dawn  already  seems  begun, 
Sure  earnest  of  the  rising  sun. 

2  The  men  of  God  assembled  stand, 
A  chosen  consecrated  band, 

The  standard  of  the  cross  display, 
And  cry  aloud,  "  Behold  the  way  !  " 

3  "  Behold  the  way  !  "     The  heralds  cry ; 
With  strength  they  raise  their  voices  high., 
And,  faithful  to  their  Master's  will, 
Their  sacred  embassy  fulfil. 

4  The  north  gives  up.     The  south  no  more 
Keeps  back  her  long  neglected  store. 
From  east  and  west  the  message  runs, 
And  either  India  yields  her  sons. 

5  Auspicious  dawn!     Thy  glorious  ray 
With  joy  we  view,  and  hail  the  day: 
()  Lord,  arise,  supremely  bright, 
And  fill  the  world  with  purest  light! 

427 
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478 


Tune  2. 


1TIK6TEE. 


(148th.) 

1  "WITH  sonSs  of  grateful  praise 

Surround  Jehovah's  seat, 
The  goodness  of  his  ways 
Through  all  the  earth  repeat; 
His  mercy  rose  Ere  time  was  known, 

And  from  his  throne   Eternal  flows ! 

2  He  bids  his  light  arise, 
And  sends  his  Gospel  forth ; 
From  east  to  west  it  flies, 
And  fills  the  south  and  north  : 

His  mighty  grace  Its  power  imparts 

And  willing  hearts         His  truth  embrace. 
1       Then  far  as  isles  extend, 

To  the  vast  ocean's  bound, 

Let  kings  to  Jesus  bend, 

And  pour  their  ofFrings  round  • 
Arabia  raise  The  song  divine, 

And  Afnc  join  T  cxalt'his  praise  I 

Let  India's  fertile  shore 

Its  L-ifts  and  honours  bring. 

To  hail  the  Saviour's  power, 

To  crown  Immanuel  King: ' 
Remotest  lands  Their  homage  pay 

Iill  all  obey  His  high  commands! 


479 

1  JLSUS,  arise  with  saving  might, 


Tune  107.       (l.m.) 


AMI. 


42S 


Send  forth  the  tidings  of  thy  love- 
Disperse  the  gloom  of  nature's  night,  ' 
With  beams  of  mercy  from  above  ! 


HYMNS. 


Missions  to  the 
Heathen. 


2  Look  down  from  heav'n,  incline  thine  ear, 

Ihou  Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kin  s  : 
Bright  Day-spring  from  on  high  appear, 
And  dawn  with  healing  on  thy  wmgs ! 

3  The  isles  await  thy  coming,  Lord ! 

A  herald  voice  prepares  thv  way  | 

0  haste  the  promise  of  thy  Word!  ' 

O  bid  the  heathen  own  thy  sway ! 


Temporal  Relief. 
480      TUKEl. 


(CM.) 


1  TWR  mercies  countless  as  the  sands 

N  hich  daily  I  receive 
From  Jesus  my  Redeemer's  hands, 
My  aonl,  what  canst  thou  g  n 

2  Alas!  from  such  ■  heart  u  mine, 

What  can  I  bring  him  forth  } 

My  best  is  rtain'd  and  dyed  with  sin 
My  all  is  nothing  worth. 

3  Yet  this  acknowledgement  I'll  make 
^  Tor  all  he  has  bestow'd; 

Salvation's  sacred  cup  Til  take, 
And  call  upon  my  (Jod, 

4  The  beat  return  for  one  like  me, 

Bo  wretched  and  M>  poor, 

U  lrom  hil  gift*  tO  draw  |  plea, 
And  a-k  him  still  for  more 

5  I  cannot  serve  him  ai  I  Ought, 

No  worki  bare  1  it; 

Yet  would  1  glory  in  th  -}.t 

'lhat  1  should  owe  him  . 


BEDFORD. 
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481    Tune  25.        (l.m.)  st.  thomas. 

1  /^UR  souls  shall  magnify  the  Lord, 
^-,  In  him  our  spirits  shall  rejoice; 
Assembled  here  with  sweet  accord, 

Our  hearts  shall  praise  him  with  our  voice. 

2  The  poor  are  his  peculiar  care, 

To  them  his  promises  are  sure ; 

His  gifts  "the  poor  in  spirit,"  share; 

O  may  we  always  thus  be  poor! 

3  God  of  our  hope,  to  thee  we  bow: 

Thou  art  our  refuge  in  distress : 
The  husband  of  the  widow  thou, 
The  father  of  the  fatherless  ! 

4  May  we  thy  law  of  love  fulfil, 

To  bear  each  other's  burdens  here; 
Suffer  and  do  thy  righteous  will, 
And  walk  in  all  thy  faith  and  lear! 

5  Then  may  our  union,  here  begun, 

Endure  for  ever,  firm  an  J  free; 
At  thy  right  hand  may  we  be  one, 
One  with  each  other,  and  with  thee! 

National  Humiliation. 

43  2     Tune  5.      (cm.)  Basel. 

1  ~YXT HAT  though  no  flowers  the  fig-tree  clothe, 

Y*     Though  vines  their  fruit  deny, 
The  labour  of  the  olive  fail, 
And  fields  no  meat  supplj\ 

2  Though  from  the  fold,  with  sad  surprise, 

My  Hock  cut  oil'  I  see : 
Though  famine  pine  in  empty  stalls 
AYhere  herds  were  wont  to  be! 
430 


HYMNS. 

3  Yet  in  the  Lord  will  I  be  glad, 

And  glory  in  his  love; 
In  him  I'll  joy,  who  will  the  God 
Of  my  salvation  prove. 

4  God  is  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 

The  source  of  lasting  joy ; 
A  joy  which  want  shall  not  impair, 
Nor  death  itself  destroy. 


National 

Humiliation- 


483  Tune  15-   (c-m-) 


ST.  MAKY. 


1  OEB,  gracious  God,  before  thy  throne 
^  Thy  mourning  people  bend  ! 

'Tis  on  thy  sovereign  grace  alone 
Our  humble  hopes  depend. 

2  Tremendous  judgments  from  thy  hand 

Thy  dreadful  power  display: 
Yet  mercy  spares  this  guilty  land, 
And  still  we  live  to  pray. 

3  Groat  God,  and  why  is  Britain  spared, 

Ungrateful  as  we  are? 
O  make  thy  awful  warnings  heard, 
While  mercy  cries,  "Forbear!  " 

4  What  num'rous  crimes  increasing  rise 

Through  this  apostate  isle! 
What  land  so  favour'd  of  the  skies, 
And  yet  what  land  so  vile? 

5  O  turn  us,  turn  us,  mighty  Lord, 

My  thy  resistless  grace  ! 
Then  shall  our  hearts  obey  thy  word, 
And  humbly  seek  thy  face. 


130        T  EI  N  I T  Y.—  Continued. 
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National 
Sumiliation. 

484    Tune  48.      (cm.) 

1  C°iv-Ei!  Iet  us  t0  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return! 

°1^,Go1d  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave, 
I  he  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave; 
And  though  his  arm  be  strong  to  sm:te, 
lis  also  strong  to  save. 

3  Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  rei^n'd  ■ 

The  dawn  shall  bring  us  light : 
God  thai]  appear,  and  we  shall  rise 
W  ith  gladness  in  his  sight 

4  Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know, 

Shall  know  him  and  rejoice  ; 
His  coming  like  the  morn  shad  be, 
Like  morning  songs  his  voice. 

5  As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb, 

Diffusing  fragrance  round  ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  Spring, 
And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground  : 

6  So  shall  his  presence  bless  our  souls 

And  shed  a  joyful  light; 
lhat  hallow  d  morn  shall  chase  away 
I  he  sorrows  of  the  night. 


HYMNS. 


485  row  64    (cm.) 

QUU  burner  is  th'  eternal  God, 
Nor  will  we  yield  to  fear; 


DUNDEE. 


432 


Amidst  ten  thousand  tierce  assaults 
His  mighty  aid  is  near. 


National 

Mumilia- 


2  To  him  the  hands  of  faith  we  stretch 
And  plead  experiene'd  grace  ; 
lo  him  the  voice  of  prayer  we  raise, 
Nor  will  he  hide  his  face. 

3  Our  fainting  hands  how  soon  they  droop! 
Hut  thou  the  weak  canst  raise ; 
And  m  the  mount  of  prayer  canst  leave 
An  altar  to  thy  praise. 


486     TrNE55.      (8.8.6.) 


BOVET. 


1      T0^  happy  are  the  IittIe  flock, 

Who,  safe  beneath  their  Guardian-n 
in  all  commotions  rest! 
When  war  and  tumult's  wares  run  hkfa 
Unmov  d  above  the  storm  they  lie, 
They  lodge  in  Jesus  breast 

2  The  plague,  and  dearth,  and  din  of  war 
Our  Saviour's  swift  approach  declare 

And  hid  our  hearts  ante: 
Earth's  basis  ihook  confirms  our  hone- 
Its  abas,  fall  but  lifts  ns  up  ' 

To  meet  thee  in  the 

3  Thy  tokens  we  with  joy  eonfi 

The  war  proclaims  thee  Prince  „l  Peace* 

1  he  earthquake  speaks  thv  power- 
The  famine  all  thy  felines*  brines;    ' 
rue  plague  pn 
And  nature's  final  hour. 


131 


CORINTH. 


8.7.7.7.8.5. 


PT=f 


2^=^j: 


-^ 


i=g 


3 


& 


Z2: 


zi 


-es*- 


:c^: 


f 


-& 


r 


cz 


7^ 


-Q. 


# 


23 


-&       -^?- 


-s>-      -is>-      -&-      -e 


-o- 


^ 


:& 


I: 


?z 


-o-- 


~£Z 


? 


BOVET. 


National  HYMNS. 

Humiliation. 

487  TuNB  55,  (8,a6) 

1  /4.REAT  God,  unchangeably  the  same, 
*-*    In  all  afflictive  scenes,  thy  Name 

Teach  me  engrav'd  to  view  ! 
Teach  me  to  see  thy  hand  divine 
Thy  providence  and  promise  join, 

And  own  thy  record  true. 

2  To  live  to  thee  be  all  my  care ; 
To  trust  thee  be  my  daily  prayer; 

To  honour  thee  my  aim. 
My  grand  concern  thy  grace  to  prove 
My  lesson  to  discern  thy  love, 

Through  ev'ry  change  the  same. 

3  The  veil  withdrawn,  thy  saints  shall  trace 
The  various  leadings  of  thy  grace, 

And  chant,  with  seraphs'  love, 
How  ^lory,  rich  in  heav'nly  fruits, 
Springs  from  afflictions  bitter  roots 

In  the  bright  world  above. 

National  Thanksgiving. 
488      TUNE   53'         (8-M)  BBFOBD. 

1  f\  THE  almighty  Lord! 

^  How  matchless  is  his  power  ! 
Tremble,  ()  earth,  beneath  his  word, 
While  all  the  heav'ns  adore  1 

2  The  arms  of  mighty  love 
Defend  our  Sion  well ; 

Ami  heav'nly  mercy  walls  us  round 
From  Babylon  and  hell. 

3  Salvation  to  the  King, 

AY  ho  sits  cnthron'd  above  1 
Thus  we  adore  the  God  of  might, 
And  bless  the  God  of  love. 
134 


HYMNS. 
489    Tttnb  83.      (8.7.) 


National 
Thanksgiving. 

VIENNA. 


LORD  of  heav'n,  of  earth,  and  ocean, 
Hear  us  from  thy  bright  abode, 
AVhile  our  hearts,  with  deep  devotion, 
Own  their  great  and  gracious  God! 
Source,  reveal'd  in  sacred  story, 

Of  each  good  and  perfect  thing, 
Lord  of  life,  of  light,  and  glory, 

Guide  thy  church,  and  guard  our  Queeu ! 

Thee,  with  humble  adoration, 

Laud  we  now  for  mercies  past ; 
Still  to  this  most  favour'd  nation, 

May  those  mercies  ever  last ! 
Britons  then,  through  future  story, 

With  their  prayers  shall  praises  sing ; 
Lord  of  life,  of  light,  and  glory, 

Guide  thy  church,  aud  guard  our  Queen  ! 


490    TuNE  62-       (7's> 


DURHAM. 


1  |DRAISE  to  God,  immortal  praise, 

■*-    For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ ! 

2  All  that  spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land; 

All  that  lih'ral  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  stores. 

3  These  to  thee,  my  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow! 
Ami  for  the-e  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows,  and  solemn  praise. 
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491     Tune  76. 


HYMNS. 


CAITHNESS. 


(CM) 

1  TflOUNTAIN  of  mercy,  Gorl  of  love, 
■*-    H<>w  rich  thy  bounties  are! 

The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  move, 
Proclaim  thy  constant  care. 

2  When  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth 

The  sower  hid  the  grain, 
Thy  goodness  mark'd  its  secret  birth, 
And  sent  the  early  rain. 

3  The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lord,  was  thine  ; 

The  plants  in  beauty  grew  : 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine, 
And  mild  refreshing  dew! 

4  These  various  mercies  from  above 

Matur'd  the  swelling  grain; 
A  kindly  harvest  crowns  thy  love, 
And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

5  We  own  and  bless  thy  gracious  sway ; 

Thy  hand  all  nature  hails; 
Seed-time  nor  harvest,  night  nor  day, 
Summer  nor  winter,  fails. 

492     Tune  80.       (l.m.)  evening. 

1  iy/I~Y  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise, 
-*--*-  Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  hear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  car! 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 

No  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 
430 


HYMNS.  Vatiomal 

Thanksgiving. 

3  Thy  truth  and  justice  I'll  proclaim; 
Thy  bounty  flows  an  endless  stream 
Thy  mercy  swift,  thine  anger  slow, 
But  dreadful  to  the  stubborn  foe. 

4  Thy  works  with  sov'reign  glory  shine, 
And  speak  thy  majesty  divine; 

Let  Britain  round  her  shores  proclaim 
The  sound  and  honour  of  thy  name ! 

5  But  who  can  speak  thy  wondrous  deeds? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds! 
Vast  and  unsearchable  thy  ways ! 

Vast  and  immortal  be  thy  praise ! 

49  O    Tune  56.       (l.m.)  wabbha.it. 

1  /^JJRTCAT  God,  from  thy  exhaustless  store, 
^    Thy  rain  relieves  the  thirsty  ground; 
Makes  lands,  that  barren  were  before. 

With  corn  and  useful  fruits  abound ! 

2  Thy  goodness  does  the  circling  year 

With  fresh  returns  of  plenty  crown; 
Where'er  thy  glorious  paths  appear, 
Thy  fruitful  clouds  drop  Witness  down. 

3  Large  flocks  of  fleecy  wool  idorn 

The  cheerful  plains;  the  rallies  bring 
Their  plenteous  oropi  Of  I'ul-earM  corn, 
They  seem  f  r  joy  to  shout  and  sin.1. 

4  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  power  divine; 

Through  evVy  month    by  -jiffs  appear] 
O'er  ev'iv  field  thy  glories  shine; 

Great  God,  thy  goodness  crowns  the  v 
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494  Tttne  3-     (l-m-) 

1  "TV/TY  Helper,  God,  I  bless  his  Name ! 

-*-*-■-  The  same  his  power !  His  grace  the  same ! 
The  tokens  of  his  friendly  care, 
Open,  and  crown,  and  close  the  year. 

2  Thus  far  his  arm  has  led  me  on ; 
Thus  far  I  make  his  mercy  known  ; 
And,  while  I  tread  this  desert  land, 
New  mercies  shall  new  songs  demand. 

3  My  grateful  soul,  on  Jordan's  shore, 
Shall  rise  one  sacred  pillar  more  ; 
Then  bear,  in  his  bright  courts  above, 
Inscriptions  of  immortal  love. 


495    T*ne  8.       (7's.) 


HAARLEM. 


1  TTTHILE  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

^  '   Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here : 

2  Fix'd  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 

But  how  Httle  none  can  know. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive  ; 

Pardon  for  our  sins  renew; 
Teach  us,  henceforth,  how  to  live 
With  eternity  in  view. 

4  Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old, 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
And  when  life's  short  talc  is  told, 
Mty  we  dwell  with  thee  above! 
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DEVONSHIRE.  498      TUNE  37.         (L.M.) 


Last  Sunday  in 
the  Year. 

ROCKINGHAM. 


1  INTERNAL  Source  of  ev'ry  joy, 

-*-^  Well  may  thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 

While  in  thy  temple  we  appear, 

Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year ! 

2  Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 

Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid, 
With  op'ning  light  and  evening  shade! 

3  O  may  our  more  harmonious  tongues 
In  worlds  unknown  pursue  the  songs ! 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore, 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more ! 


Close  of  the  Year. 

497    TuNE  105' 


(S's.) 


GRATITUDE. 


1  T^HE  Lord,  our  Salvation  and  Light, 

-*-   The  Guide  and  the  Strength  of  our  day?, 
lias  brought  us  together  to-night, 

A  new  Ebcnczer  to  raise: 
The  year  we  have  now  passed  through 

His  goodness  with  blessings  has  crown'd ; 
Each  morning  his  mercies  were  new  j 

Then  let  our  thanksgiving  abound! 

2  To  Jesus,  who  sits  on  the  throne, 

Our  best  hallelujahs  we  bring  ; 
To  thee  it  is  owing  alone 

That  we  are  permitted  to  sing: 
Assist  us,  we  pray,  to  lament 

The  sins  of  the  year  that  is  past : 
And  grant  that  the  next  may  he  spent 

Far  more  to  thy  praise  than  the  last, 
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cabby's 

1  GrRanAT  S?Urce  of  life'  our  sou,s  confess 
Ihe  various  riches  of  thy  grace ; 

Crown 'd  with  thy  mercy  we  rejoice, 

And  in  thy  praise  exalt  our  voice ! 

2  By  thee  heav'n's  shinin»  arch  was  spread- 
by  thee  were  heav'n's  foundations  laid; 
And  all  the  charms  of  men's  abode 
Proclaims  the  wise,  the  gracious  God. 

3  w!7  tender  hand  restores  our  breath 
When  trembling  on  the  verge  of  death: 
Gently  it  wipes  away  our  tears, 

And  lengthens  life  to  future  years. 

4  These  lives  are  sacred  to  the  Lord, 
Kindled  by  him,  by  him  rcstor'd ; 
And  while  our  hours  renew  their  race 
Still  would  we  walk  before  his  face. 

5  So  when  by  him  our  souls  are  led 
Through  unknown  regions  of  the  dead, 
With  joy  triumphant  shall  they  move 
lo  seats  of  nobler  life  above. 


The  years  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 
Ihe  breath  that  first  it  gave  • 

V  hate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be, 
We  re  traveling  to  the  grave. 

Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woe, 

Attends  on  ev'ry  breath, 
And  yet  how  unconcern'd  we  ^o 

Upon  the  brink  of  death! 

"Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowsy  sense, 
I o  walk  this  dangerous  road; 

And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence 
May  they  be  found  with  God! 
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Tr/NE  S2.        (p.m.) 


CASTLEFOBD. 


2 


npIILE  we  adore,  eternal  Name, 

And  humbly  own  to  thee, 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame! 

What  dying  worms  are  we  ! 
Our  wasting  lives  grow  shorter  still 

As  months  and  days  increase; 
And  every  beating  pulse  we  tell 

Leaves  but  the  number  let?. 


CHILTON. 

1  7\^VAKE.yc  ?aint9,  and  raise  votir  eves 
And  raise  your  voices  high: 
Awake,  and  praise  that  Bov'reign  love, 
That  shows  salvation  nigh  ! 

2  On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  ii 

Each  moment  brings  it  near: 
I  hen  welcome  each  declinin 

Welcome  each  clo        rearl 

3  Not  many  years  their  rounds  shall  run, 

^  Aot  many  mornin 

1  real]  ita  gloria  itand  reveal'd 

To  our  admiring  eye 

4  Ye  wlucls  of  nature,  speed  your  cou: 

^  e  mortal  powers  decay  ! 
Fail  ai  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 
Ye  brmg  eternal  day. 
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501  Tune  15.     (cm.) 

1  FN"  God  most  holy,  just,  and  true, 
-1-  I  have  reposed  my  trust, 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  flesh  can  do— 
The  offspring  of  the  dust. 

2  When  to  thy  throne  I  raise  my  cry 

The  wicked  fear  and  flee ; 
So  swift  is  prayer  to  reach  the  sky ! 
So  near  is  God  to  me ! 

3  Thy  solemn  vows  are  on  me,  Lord ! 

Thou  shalt  receive  my  praise ; 

I'll  sing  4khow  faithful  is  thy  word, 

How  righteous  all  thy  ways!  " 

4  Thou  hast  secured  my  soul  from  death ; 

O  set  thy  pris'ner  free, 
That  heart  and  hand,  and  life,  and  breath, 
May  be  employed  for  thee ! 

502  Tune  46.      (l.m.)  Munich. 

1  rpiIE  Lord  receives  his  highest  praise 

-1-   From  humble  minds  and  hearts  sincere  ; 
While  all  the  loud  professor  says 
Offends  the  righteous  Judge  s  ear. 

2  To  walk  as  children  of  the  day, 

To  mark  the  precept's  holy  light, 
To  wage  the  warfare,  watch,  and  pray, 
Show  who  are  pleasing  in  his  sight. 

3  Not  words  alone  it  cost  the  Lord 

To  purchase  pardon  for  his  own: 
Nor  will  a  soul,  by  grace  restor'd, 
Iteturn  the  Saviour  words  alone. 
Ill' 


HYMNS.        Miscellaneo  us. 

4  With  golden  bells,  the  priestly  vest, 

And  rich  pomegranates  border'd  round. 
The  need  of  holiness  express'd, 
And  call'd  for  fruit  as  well  as  sound. 

5  Easy,  indeed,  it  were  to  reach 

A  mansion  in  the  courts  above, 
If  swelling  words  and  fluent  speech 
Might  serve  instead  of  faith  and  love. 

6  But  none  shall  gain  the  blissful  place, 

Or  God's  unclouded  glory  see, 
Who  talks  of  free  and  sov'reign  grace, 
Unless  that  grace  has  made  him  free. 

503     Tune  66.      (cm.)  yoek. 

1  ]Vj"ISTAKEN  souls,  that  dream  of  hcav'n, 

And  make  their  empty  boast 
Of  inward  joys,  and  sins  forgiven, 
While  they  are  slaves  to  lust! 

2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights, 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead; 

None  but  a  living  power  unites 

To  Chiist  the  living  head. 

3  'Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart; 

'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love; 

That  bids  all  sinful  joys  depart, 

And  lifts  the  thoughts  above. 

4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell, 

Uy  a  celestial  power; 
This  is  the  <rrace  that  shall  prevail 
In  the  decisive  hour. 

443 


135 


STOENAAYAY. 


L.M. 


Z2I 


d\ 


¥=15- 


gg-p- 


i 


-2 


I  P    IT    I ^ 


^-<S>- 


>— «*■ 


zr: 


^ 


:<^~zc~y 


.«.» «m,iuii»,  ana  lOU.UUU  comes  have  been  Diluted. 


Miscellaneous.  HYMNS. 

504    Tune  40.      (cm.) 


ST.   JAMES. 


1  |"X  evVy  trouble  sharp  and  strong, 
-1-  My  soul  to  Jesus  flies; 

Its  anchor-hold  is  firm  in  him 
When  swelling  billows  rise. 

2  His  comforts  bear  my  spirits  up; 

I  trust  a  faithful  God: 
The  sure  foundation  of  my  hope, 
Is  in  a  Saviour's  blood. 

3  Loud  hallelujahs  sing,  my  soul, 

To  thy  Redeemer's  name! 
I"  joy,  in  sorrow,  life  and  death, 
His  love  is  stiil  the  same. 
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O     Tune  112.       (7.6.) 

1  OOMETIMES  a  light  surprises 

^  The  Christian  while  he  sings; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 
With  healing  in  his  vringg  i 

"When  comforts  are  declining 
He  grants  the  souls  again 

A  season  of  clear  shining, 
To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  Ciod's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new  : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
E'en  let  th'  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  n:a\  ! 


OLlfUlZ. 
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J  [It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  he  will  bear  us  through; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  his  people  too ; 
Beneath  the  spreading  heav'ns, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And^  he,  who  feeds  the  ravens, 

Will  give  his  children  bread  ] 

Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 
Their  wonted  fruit  shall  bear, 

Though  all  the  field  shall  wither, 
Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 

Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 

^  His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice; 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 
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iiVEnrooi. 
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rE  the  heav'ns'  created  rounds 
mercies,  Lord,  extend ! 
Thv  truth  outlives  the  narrow  bounds 
"\\  here  time  and  nature  end. 


2  From  thee,  when  creatnrc-.-treams  run  low, 
And  mortal  comforts  die, 

Perpetual  springs  of  life  shall  flow, 

And  rai.-e  our  pleasures  hidi. 

«'}  Though  all  created  light  deoij, 
And  death  close  Dp  OUT 

Thv  presence  makes  eternal  day, 

W  here  I  louds  can  never  rise. 
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Miscellaneous.         HYMNS. 
507    Tune  88.      (7's.) 


S03IEBLEY. 


1  /^J.REAT  the  joy  when  Christians  meet! 
"    Christian  fellowship,  how  sweet! 
When  (their  theme  of  praise  the  same) 
They  exalt  Jehovah's  Name ! 

2  Sing  we,  then,  eternal  love, 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move : 
He  beheld  the  world  undone; 
Lov'd  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love ; 
How  he  left  the  realms  above; 
Took  our  nature,  and  our  place ; 
Liv'd  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we  too  the  Spirit's  love ; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  he  strove ; 
Chas'd  the  mists  of  sin  away; 
Turn'd  our  night  to  glorious  day. 

5  Great  the  joy,  the  union  sweet, 
When  the  saints  in  glory  meet; 
Where  the  theme  is  still  the  same; 
Where  they  praise  Jehovah's  Name! 
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TXOLY  Bible  !     Book  divine ! 
_LJ_  precjous  treasure  !     Thou  art  mine  ! 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  came; 
Mine,  to  teach  me  what  I  am; 

Mine,  to  chide  me  when  I  rove; 
Mine,  to  show  a  Saviour's  love; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet: 
Mine,  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit 


HYMN  S.         Miscellaneous. 

3  Mine,  to  comfort  in  distress. 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless  ; 
Mine,  to  shew  by  living  faith, 
Man  can  triumph  over  death  ; 

4  Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel-sinners'  doom  ! 
O  thou  precious  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure !     Thou  art  mine ! 

509    Tune  92.        (cm.)  Manchester. 

1  (X  HAPPY  souls  that  live  on  high, 
^  AVhile  men  lie  grov'lling  here  ! 
Their  hopes  are  fix'd  above  the  sky, 

And  faith  forbids  their  fear. 

2  Their  conscience  knows  no  secret  stings, 

While  grace  and  peace  combine 
To  form  a  life,  whose  holy  springs 
Are  hidden  and  divine. 

3  Their  pleasures  rise  from  things  unseen, 

Beyond  this  world  and  time, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  ears  have  been, 
Nor  thoughts  of  mortals  climb. 

4  They  want  no  pomp  nor  royal  throne 

To  raise  their  honours  here : 

Content  to  live  and  die  unknown, 

Till  Christ,  their  life,  appear. 

5  They  look  to  heav'n's  eternal  height 

And  hasten  to  the  day, 
When  Jesus  to  their  ravish'd  sight 
His  glory  shall  display. 
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510  TuNE  14,«        (l-m.)  melcoube. 

1  TM  MOVEABLE  our  hope  remains  ; 
J-  Within  the  veil  our  anchor  lies; 
Jesus,  who  wash'd  us  from  our  stains, 

Shall  bear  us  safely  to  the  skies. 

2  Strong  in  his  strength,  we  boldly  say, 

For  us  Immanuel  shed  his  blood ; 
Who  then  shall  tear  our  shield  away, 
Or  part  us  from  the  love  of  God? 

3  Can  tribulation  or  distress, 

Or  persecution's  fiery  sword? 
Can  Satan  rob  us  of  our  peace, 

Or  prove  too  mighty  for  the  Lord  ? 

4  Founded  on  Christ,  secure  we  stand, 

Scaled  with  his  Spirit's  inward  seal; 

We  soon  shall  gain  the  promis'd  land, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  powers  of  hell. 

5  The  winds  may  roar,  the  Hoods  beset, 

And  rains  impetUOUS  descend; 
Yet  will  he  not  his  own  forget, 

But  love  and  save  them  to  the  end. 

511  Tune  104.      (S'a.)  amirs. 

1  rpiIOU  hidden  love  of  God,  whose  height, 
-*-  Whose  depth  unfstbom'd,  do  man  knows, 

I  see  from  far  thy  beauteous  light! 

Inly  1  sigh  for  thy  repose  : 
My  heart  is  |  ain'd,  nor  can  it  be 

At  rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in  thee! 

2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun, 

That  strives  with  thee  my  heart  to  share? 
Ah,  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone 
The  Lord  of  ev'ry  motion  there. 
4  IS 


H  Y  M  N  S .  Miscellaneous. 

Then  shall  my  heart  from  ear;h  be  free, 
When  it  has  lound  repose  in  thee ! 

3  [O  wean  this  self  from  me,  that  I 

No  more,  but  Christ  in  me  may  live! 
My  vile  affections  crucify, 

Nor  let  one  darling  lust  survive! 
In  all  things  nothing  may  I 
Nothing  desire  or  seek  but  thee. 

4  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 

My  heart  that  lowly  waits  thy  call! 
Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say 

"I  am  thy  love,  thy  (\od,  thy  All:  " 
To  leel  thy  power,  to  hear  thy  v  ice, 
To  taste  thy  love,  be  all  my  choic. 

512     Turn  17.       (cm.)  ST.  da vi n. 

1  "  "  OKI),  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice. 
-*-j  My  lasting  heritage! 

There  shall  my  noblest  powers  rejok 
My  wannest  thoughts  eng 

2  I'll  read  the  hist'ries  of  thy  love, 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  tight, 
While  through  the  |  romiaea  1  rove, 
With  ever  fresh  delight. 

5  'Hi  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  spi 

i  da  of  immortal  bliss  are  sown, 

And  hidden  glory  ki 

•1  The  best  relief  that  mourners  have, 
It  in  iki  i  oui  sorrows  bli 
Our  fairest  hop.  .1  the  gi  avc, 

And  oui  v 
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Miscellaneous.  HYMNS. 

513    Tune  57.     (l.m.) 


LTJNEBEEG. 


1 


SEE  how  created  nature  stands 


Obedient  to  its  Maker's  nod, 
And  in  the  wonders  of  his  hands, 
Holds  forth  to  all  the  praise  of  God. 

2  But  in  the  grace,  which  saveth  men, 

Jehovah's  glory  chiefly  shines, 
Engraven  by  Jehovah's  pen 

In  precious  blood  aud  strongest  lines. 

3  [Here  I  am  taught  to  read  his  heart, 

Where  grace  arid  vengeance  strangely  join ; 

Piercing  his  Son  with  sharpest  smart 
To  make  the  purchased  pleasure  mine.] 

4  O  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross, 

"Where  God  the  Saviour  lov'd  and  died ! 
Eternal  life  my  spirit  draws 

From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  side. 

5  I  would  for  ever  speak  his  Name, 

In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown, 
With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 


H  Y  M  N  S .       Miscellaneous. 

3  To  take  a  glimpse  within  the  veil, 

To  know  that  God  is  mine, 
Are  springs  of  joy  that  never  fail 
Unspeakable,  divine. 

4  These  are  the  joys  that  satisfy, 

And  sanctify,  the  mind ; 
Which  make  the  spirit  mount  on  high, 
And  leave  the  world  behind. 

5  "No  move,  believers,  mourn  your  lot ; 

But,  if  3tou  are  the  Lord's, 
Resign  to  them  that  know  him  not 
Such  joys  as  earth  affords  ! 


515    TuNE  9-       (88-G-) 


BRISBANE. 


514    Tune  GG.      (cm.) 


YORK. 


450 


1  "TOY  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 
*-*    In  nature's  barren  soil ; 

All  we  can  boast,  till  Christ  we  know, 
Is  vanity  and  toil. 

2  A  bleeding  Saviour  seen  by  faith, 

A  sense  of  pard'ning  love, 
A  hope  that  triumphs  over  death, 
Give  joys  like  those  above. 


1  npiIOU  sinner's  Advocate  with  God, 
-*-    Our  only  trust  is  in  thy  blood! 

Thou  all-atoning  Lamb, 
The  virtue  of  thy  death  impart, 
Speak  comfort  to  our  drooping  heart, 

And  tell  us  all  thy  Name  ! 

2  Give  us  thy  pard'ning  love  to  feel, 
And  freely  our  backslidings  heal, 

Repair  our  faith's  decay  ; 
Restore  the  sweetness  of  thy  grace, 
Reveal  the  glories  ef  thy  face, 

And  take  our  sins  away. 

3  Speak,  Lord,  and  let  us  find  thee  near! 
O  c  line  and  dissipate  our  fear! 

Declare  our  sins  forgiven. 
Return,  thou  Prince  of  Pence!     Return, 
Thou  Comforter  of  all  that  mourn, 


Aud  guide  us  safe  to  heav'n ! 


' 
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Miscellaneous.  JJ  y  M  N  S 

Ol6     Tr.vr  Ha 


(8's.) 


OKDINATION". 


HYMNS.  XisceUaneou*. 


Tl'oif  ?1    h",Jten.with  celestial  fire"  P     * 
J-'.ou  the  anointing  Spirit  art 

^  ^  dost  thy  seven.fo'ld  gifts  impart. 
2  Thy  blessed  unction  from  above 
£  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  lore? 
Enable  with  perpetnallight 

liiedulnesscf  our  blinded  sight. 

3  Anoint  and  cheer  our  soiled  flee 

^££^£*£* 

^^ethouarTgu^-K-tr 
l  Teach  us  to  know  the  Fathe-  «» 
And  t  ee,  of  both,  t0  j™J  « b^B, 
That,  through  the  tgt,  all  alon ' 
H"S,th,s  may  be  ou'r  endless  Too.- 


517 


Traise  to  thy  eternal  merit, 
father,  fcon,  and  iJoly  Spirit! 


Tun  45.     (en) 


1  ^O™. is  ^  bn'-htCSt  evidcnce 
Of  things  beyond  our  stent 
breaks  through  the  cloud,  m r       i        i 
AndMve.iSwS^ht       tnd-Cll8ei 

2  It  sets  times  past  in  present  view  • 

brings  ui.tant  prospects  home:' 
On  wonders  old  it  lives  anew,       ' 
4m      And  feeds  on  those  to  com,. 


3  It  sees  the  earth,  it  sees  the  skie* 
Obedient  to  the  Lord 

From  nothing  into  bein^  rise 
-At  ins  creative  word. 

4  The  holy  line,  in  sacred  page 
Enroll  d,  and  one  by  one 

Brought  unto  God  in  ev'rv  a-e, 
%  fiuth  have  kept  thur  cro.vn. 

5  And  Io,  within  th' eternal  , a- 

For  us  the  church  imperfecta. 
Until  the  perfect  day! 

518     Tr>-EG5.       (7s.}  GaosiroxT 

1   S0s^fGoV^bIcs^^"t! 

Tree  of  TM,rPI,,riny  *P*  •** 

Wfchti  LlK''tl,,nei"^'enc^hed! 
With  thy  sap  my  spirit  feed 

9  Tend're.t  branch,  alas,  ami! 
Wither  without  thee,  and  die! 
weak  as  helpless  infancy; 

O  confirm  my  soul  in  thee! 

3   *  in'dbytheo,  I  fall- 

&nd.the  tbforwhichlflgji, 

Weaker  than  a  braised  reed, 

Ji    'Pie!  iy  moment  need. 

4  ^llmJ  hopes  on  thee  depend: 
*e  me,  wren* 
Give  me  thy  continuing 
lake  the  erei  >\  £ 
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Miscellaneous.  HYMNS. 

519  Tune  26-    (L>M-)  ""^ 

1  TESUS,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

**    A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Scorn'd  be  the  thought  by  rich  and  poor ! 
0  may  I  scorn  it  more  and  more  ! 

2  Asham'd  of  Jesus  ?     Of  that  Friend 
On  whom  for  heav'n  my  hopes  depend? 
It  must  not  be  :  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  Name! 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus  ?     Yes,  I  may 
When  I've  no  crimes  to  wash  away ; 
No  tears  to  wipe,  no  joy  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

4  Till  then  (nor  is  the  boasting  vain,) 
Till  then  I'll  boast  a  Saviour  slain : 
And,  O  may  this  my  portion  be, 
That  Saviour  not  asham'd  of  me! 

•520      I'UNE  111.        (CM.D.)  HTTRSTB0URNE. 

1  TS  there  a  thing  that  moves  and  breaks 
-■-  A  heart  as  hard  as  stone  ? 

Or  warms  a  heart  as  cold  as  ice  ? 

Tis  Jesu's  blood  alone. 
One  drop  of  this  can  truly  cheer 

And  heal  the  wounded  soul ; 
What  multitudes  of  broken  hearts 

This  living  stream  m;ikes  whole! 

2  Hark !  O  my  soul !  What  sing  the  choirs 

Around  the  glorious  throne'/ 
Hark!  The  slain  Lamb  for  evermore 
Sounds  in  the  sweetest  tone. 
454 


HYMNS.         Miscellaneous. 

The  elders  there  cast  down  their  crowns, 

And  all,  both  night  and  day, 
Sing  praise  to  him,  who  shed  his  blood, 

And  washed  their  guilt  away. 

3  And  this,  while  here,  will  we  proclaim, 

Cheerful  in  our  degree, 
That,  through  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Lamb, 

Each  soul  may  happy  be. 
But  thou,  O  Lord,  make,  ev'ry  day, 

Thy  grace  to  us  more  sweet, 
Till  we  behold  thy  wounded  side, 

And  worship  at  thy  feet ! 

£)21     Tune  54.     (10.11.)  glasbuey. 

1  f~\  JESUS,  our  Lord,  thy  name  be  ador'd 
^  For  all  the  rich  blessings  convey 'd  through 

thy  word ! 
In  spirit  we  trace  thy  wonders  of  grace. 
And  cheerfully  join  in  a  concert  of  praise. 

2  The  trumpet  of  God  is  sounding  abroad 

The  language  of  mercy,  salvation  through  blood. 
Thrice  happy  are  they,  who  hear,  and  obey 
And  share  in  the  blessings  of  this  gospel-day ! 

3  The  people,  who  know  the  Saviour  below, 
With  burning  affection  to  worship  him  glow; 
The  people  arc  blest,  who  lean  on  his  breast, 
And  have  a  rich  foretaste  of  his  promis'd  rest. 

4  This  blessing  be  mine,  through  favor  divine ! 
But,  O  my  Redeemer,  the  glory  be  thine! 
The  work  is  of  grace  ;  thine,  thine  be  the  praise, 
And  mine  to  adore  Thee,  and  tell  of  thy  wavs! 

455 
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Miscellaneous.  HYMNS 

522       TrXECL  (L.M.)  ST.   OLATE. 

1  rpiIOU  only  sovereign  of  my  heart, 
My  refuge!  My  almighty  Friend  I 
And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart,      ' 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend  ? 
2  Whither,  ab,  whither  shall  I  «0 

A  wretched  wand'rer  from  my  Lord  ? 

Can  tins  dark  world  ofsin  and  woe       ' 
One  glimpse  of  happiness  afford? 

3  Eternal  life  thy  words  impart: 
On  thee  my  fainting  spirit  liveg  . 

Here  swcete  .  comforts  cheer         fa 

ihan  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

4  Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine: 

While  thou  art  near,  in  vain  they  call: 

One  smie,  one  bli.sful. .mile  of  thine,       ' 
Almighty  Lord,  outweighs  them  all! 

5  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie 
lo  hear  and  mark  thy  words  divine  : 

O  Jet  me  live  beneath  thine  eye 
I  or  life,  eternal  lift  is  thine! 

523     Tun.  80.       (l.m.)  ETEKINrr< 

1  B^LTu  Inc'  Lord»  where'er  I  go! 

U  *ph  me  what  thou  wouldst  bare  mc  do' 
Sngge*  Ahate'er  I  think  or  say, 
Direct  me  in  the  narrow  way. 

2  Prevent  mo,  lost  I  harbour  pride, 
L-est  I  m  my  own  •trength  confide : 
bhow  me  my  weakness,  lei  me  see 
1  have  my  power,  my  all  from  theo. 


HYMNS.         Miscellaneous. 


8  Enrich  me  always  with  thy  lore: 

My  kmd  protector  ever  prove  • 
Thy  signet  put .upon  my  breast 

And  let  thy  spirit  on  me  rest. 

4  Assist  and  teach  me  how  to  pray 
Incline  my  nature  to  obey: 
What  thou  abhorrest  may  [flee 

And  love  alone  what  pleases  thee. 

5  0  may  I  never  do  my  will, 
But  thine,  and  only  thine  fulfil' 
J-et  all  my  time,  and  all  my  w 

Be  spent  and  ended  in  tl.v'piu 


BTOrrjra. 


524    Tun  80.      (L.u.) 

1  S°met  ?ur  lips  a,ul  ]ivos  «P«ss 
/be  holy  |  we  profess: 

Jet  our  works  and  virtues  shine 

-lo  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine.    ' 

HlUs  shall  wc  best  proclaim  abroad 
Hie  honours  of  our  Saviour  God, 

W  ben  the  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Our  flesh  and  iense  must  be  denied. 
jassjon  and  envy,  tot  and  pride; 
VI  bile  justice,  temp'rance,  truth  and  love 
Uur  inward  piety  spprove. 

■i  Religion 

White  we  expect  that  blessed  hope, 
Jno  bright  appeal  rthe  I. 


.  «   I    sv.    v.i    nil :    liinu, 

And  iaitli  stands  leaning  o.i  his  word. 
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Miscellaneous.  HYMNS. 

525    Tuxe  112.      (7.6.)  oimtttz. 

1        LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God; 
lie  bears  them  all  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  spot  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  -wants  on  Jesus 

All  fullness  dwells  in  him 
He  heals  all  my  diseases; 

lie  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus; 

My  burdens  and  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases; 

lie  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  [I  re>t  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces; 

I  on  his  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes 

His  name  abroad  is  pour'd.] 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
1  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
The  Father's  holy  child. 


Hi  MiNlS.  Miscellaneous' 


'  -c> 


I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heav'nly  throng, 
To  sin?,  with  saints,  his  praises, 

To  learn  the  angel's  song. 

526    Tune  104.       (8's.)  cotiie>\ 

1  T^ATIIER  of  lights,  from  whom  proceeds 
•*-    "Whate'er  thy  ev'ry  creature  needs ; 
Whose  goodness,  providently  nigh, 

Feeds  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry: 
To  thee  I  look;  my  heart  prepare, 
Suggest  aud  hearken  to  my  prayer ! 

2  Since  by  thy  light  myself  I  see 
Naked  and  poor,  and  void  of  thee ; 
Thine  eyes  must  all  my  thoughts  survey, 
Preventing  what  my  lips  would  say; 
Thou  seest  my  wants  ;  for  help  they  call ; 
Ami,  ere  I  speak,  thou  know'st  them  all. 

3  Thou  know'st  the  baseness  of  my  mind, 
Wayward,  and  impotent,  and  blind; 
Thou  know'st  how  unsubdu'd  my  will, 
Averse  from  good,  and  prone  to  ill : 
Thou  know'st  how  wide  my  passions  rove, 
Nor  cluck'd  by  fear,  nor  charm'd  by  love. 

4  Ah,  give  me,  Lord,  myself  to  feel; 
My  sin  and  misery  reveal ! 

Ah,  give  me,  Lord,  I  still  would  say, 
A  heart  to  mourn,  a  heart  to  pray! 
My  busmen  this,  my  only  care; 
My  life,  my  cv'iv  breath  be  prayer ! 

459 
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u^u^cKcmmia,  ami  <±v\J.\JVU  cooies  have  been  printed. 


Miscellaneous.         HYMNS. 


Tune  5. 

1  IF^X™^  *"*■  of  jour  God! 

Ie  lieirsof  -lory,  hear! 
i'or  accents  so  divine  as  these 
Might  charm  the  dullest  ear. 

2  Baptiz'd  into  our  Saviour's  death 
w*owrsoulgto8inmustdie{ 

{r-^n!St-OUrLord3'eJiveanc.v; 
With  Christ  ascend  on  high. 

3  There  at  his  Father's  handle  sits 

iMithroii'd  divinely  fair; 
let  owns  himself  your  brother  still 
And  your  forerunner  there. 

4  Rise  from  the*  earthly  trifles,  rise 

On  wings  of  faith  and  love! 
Above  your  choicest  treasure  lies, 
And  be  your  hearts  above  ! 

5  But  earth  and  sin  will  drag  us  down, 

u  lien  we  attempt  to  fly 

Lord,  send  thy  strong  attractive  fo.ee 
lo  raise  and  hx  us  high  I 


528 


Trxn  17.       (cm.) 


1  pROMthefirrtdmwnofmf|iiit 

|hy  goodness  we  have  ahar'dj 

An  Is.wluel.v,  to  sin.Mhv  praise 
''.    SOV reign  mercy  sp-.uWl 

2  To  seek  thy  grace,  to  do  thy  will 
<>  Lord,  our  hearti  inc  in  • 
And  o'.  r  the  paths  of  future  life 
Command  thy  light  to  i     .    | 


ST.    DAVID'S. 


3  While  taught  to  read  the  word  of  ti 
May  wc  that  word  receive  f 

And  when  we  hear  of  Jesu's  name, 
In  that  blest  name  believe ! 

4  Let  not  our  icct  incline  to  tread 
Sin's  broad  destructive  road  ; 
But  trace  those  holy  paths  which  lead 
lo -lory  and  to  God. 


529 


Tun  56.      (L.ir.) 


WAJJEH 


l\   /  unt0  U9'  but  t0  thy  Brace, 

breat  Father  of  eternal  love, 
Belong,  the  ererlasting  praise, 
inat  sinners  hope  to  dwell  above  I 

2  Jehovah  sov'reign,  just  and  wise, 

l-aid  the (foundation  of  our  peace 
Before  he  built  the  lofty  skies! 
Or  iorm'd  the  earth,  or  fill'd  the  seal. 

3  Before  his  all-creating  voice 

Adorn'd  the  sun  and  moon  with  light, 
Or  bade  the  1 
His  aunts  were  precious  in  ht 

4  ^o  claim  had  we,  who  now 

7,  I;V","^<>.  "•  6od- 

Our  hearts  are  hi,  di 

5  Howfn    '  ,;  riousi, theme 

Winch  chose  oui 
And  from  that  el 
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EIDGE. 


S.M. 


HYMNS. 


Close  of 
Tuhlic  Worship. 


530    Tune  35.      (7's.) 


AXCESTEE. 


1  piIRISTIAXS!  Brethren!  Ere  we  part, 
^   Ev'ry  voice  and  ev'ry  heart, 

One  glad  hymn  to  God  should  raise, 
One  high  song  of  grateful  praise. 

2  Here  we  all  may  meet  no  more, 
J  hit  there  is  a  happier  shore  ; 
There,  relcas'd  from  toil  and  pain, 
Brethren,  we  shall  meet  again! 

3  Now  to  God,  the  Three  in  One, 
J ; ;  eternal  glory  done  ! 

Raise,  ye  saints,  the  sound  again, 
Gladly  join  the  loud  Amen  ! 

531   Tun  35-     (7>s-) 


532     Tune  40 

1 


HYMNS. 

,        (CM.) 


Close  of 
Public  Worship. 

ST.   JAME3'. 


ALCESTEE. 


1  /^OME,  dear  Lord,  thyself  reveal ! 
^  Come,  and  make  each  heart  to  feel ; 
Come,  and  warm  each  frozen  heart; 
Come,  and  bless  us  ere  we  part. 

2  Come,  and  ease  each  burthen'd  breast; 
Come,  and  we  shall  all  be  blest; 

ae,  and  speak  a  word  of  peace; 
Come,  and  make  our  faith  increase  : 

3  Come,  and  drive  all  doubt  away  ; 
(nine,  and  teach  our  souls  to  pray; 
Come,  and  melt  our  hearts  with  love  ; 
Come,  and  draw  our  souls  above. 

ome,  and  bid  each  soul  rejoice; 
Come,  and  lay,  "thou  art  my  choice;" 

:iic,  thy  flock  from  foes  to  keep; 
Come  and  blesi  HI  ;>s  thy  sheep.] 


4G2 


BLEST  be  the  dear  uniting  love. 
That  will  not  let  us  part ! 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove, 
We  still  are  one  in  heart. 

2  Join'd  in  one  spirit  to  our  Head, 

Where  he  appoints  we  go, 
And  still  in  Jesu's  footsteps  tread, 
And  show  his  praise  below. 

3  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace, 

The  same  in  mind  and  heart. 
Nor  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place, 
Nor  life,  nor  death  can  part. 


533     Tune  GO.      (8.7.) 


BENEDICTION. 


1  ~\TAY  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
-L'-*-  And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favour, 

Rest  upon  us  from  above. 
Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  aud  the  Lord, 
And  possess  in  sweet  communion 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 


I 


534    Tune  16.      (G.8.) 


GWEED0RE. 


1     r\N  what  has  now  been  sown 
^  Thy  blessing,  Lord,  bestow ! 

The  power  is  thine  alone 
To  make  it  spring  and  grow  : 
Do  thou  the  gracious  harvest  raise, 
And  thou  alone  shalt  have  the  praise. 
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^^luciCK-uuiis,  ami  tyu.UUU  cooies  have  been  printed. 


Close  of 
Public  Worship. 


HYMNS. 


HYMNS. 


535     Tfne38.       (7's.) 

1  ^\nFj  another  Sabbath's  close, 
Ere  again  we  seek  repose, 

Lord,  our  song  ascends  (0  thee, 
And  at  thy  feet  we  bow  the  knee ! 

2  For  the  mercies  of  the  day, 
For  this  rest  upon  our  way, 
Thanks  to  thee  alone  be  given, 
Lord  of  earth,  and  King  of  hcav'n  1 

3  Cold  our  services  have  been, 
Mingled  ev'ry  prayer  with  sin: 
Lut  thou  canst  and  wilt  forgive; 
hy  thy  grace  alone  we  live. 

4  While  this  thorny  path  we  trend, 
May  thy  love  our  footsteps  lead  ! 
When  our  journey  here  is  past, 
May  wc  rest  with  thee  at  last  I 

5  Let  these  earthly  Sabbaths  prove 
roretastes  of  our  joys  above j 
While  their  steps  thy  children  bend 
lo  the  rest  which  knows  no  end! 

5oG     Ti\vk5.       (cm.) 

1  [.ORD,  let  me  not  thy  courts  depart 

Nor  quit  thy  mcrcj  - 
'  feel  thee  in  my  h< 
And  there  the  Saviour  me< 

2  Water  the  seed  in  weakness  sown, 

And  evermore  improve : 
Make  me  a  garden  of  thing  own- 
May  ev'ry  flower  he  love! 
4G4 


cim. 


Close  of 
Public  Worship. 


3  0  send  my  soul  in  peace  away; 
For  both  my  Lord  hath  bought : 
And  let  my  heart  exulting  sav, 
11  I've  found  the  pearl  I  sought !  " 


'37  Tr-vE  114 


(P.M.)  SPANISH   CHANT. 


1  0^~CE  more  oefore  Ave  part, 
Bless  the  Redeemer's  lame  I 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  and  heart 
Praise  and  adore  the  same  ! 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend, 

Him  whom  our  souls  adore, 
His  praises  have  no  end, 
Praise  him  for  evermore! 
2  Still  on  thy  holy  v. 

We'd  live,  ami  feed,  and  grow, 
Go  on  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practise  what  we  know 
08,  &c. 


538 


Wl9L      (8.8.G.) 


nxn  1 

rrilOU  God  of  p  »wer  and  God  of  Love, 
Whose  glory  fills  t  mi  aim 

"  n«  b  archangels  sins 

And  veil  the;  .  w-hUe  f 

"  rhnceholy!Mtotheir(  i  Hirii, 

"  Cnnceholyl "  to  their  K. 

Thee  as  our  God  we  1  ;:„t 

A,,':  theSavionj  -name, 

,,.l::'  1  grace  is  give 

Who  bore  the  cun  [„• 

W  ho  rorm'd  our  ruin 
uakes  a 
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Close  of 
Public  WorsJiip. 


HYMNS. 


539      TuNEl.        (0J£.) 


1  T  ORD,  help  us  on  thy  "word  to  feed ; 
-*-^  h\  peace  dismiss  us  hence; 

Be  thou,  in  ev'ry  time  of"  need, 
Our  rciii'jrc  and  defence! 

2  "We  now  desire  to  bless  thy  Name; 

And  in  our  hearts  record, 
And  -with  our  thankful  tongues  proclaim 
The  goodness  of  the  Lord. 


DEVONSIIIEE. 


540    Tune  3.       (i.ii.) 

1  T\ISMISS  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord ! 
■*-J  Help  us  to  ieed  upon  thy  word; 
All  that  has  been  amiss  forgive, 

And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good; 
"Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesu's  blood : 
Give  ev'ry  fetter' d  sonl  release, 

And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 

041    Tune  G9.       (8.7.)  benediction. 

1         ORD,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing! 
-*-^  Bid  us  nil  depart  in  peace: 
Still  on  gospel  manna  feeding. 

Pure  seraphic  love  incrense: 
Fill  each  breast  with  consolation: 

Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  rai>c, 
Till  we  reach  that  blissful  station, 

"Where  we'Jl  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

166 


HYMNS.  Close  of 

Public  Worship. 


bedfoed.  542     Tune  31.       (8.7.4.) 


BICKLEIGU. 


1  "  ORD,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing  ! 
-*-^  Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  : 
Let  us  each  thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 

O  refresh  u*, 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness  ! 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation, 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ! 

Ever  faithful 
To  the  truth  may  we  be  found ! 

3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given 

Us,  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heav'n, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day  ! 

543     Tune  83.      (8.7.)  Vienna. 

1   T)RAISE  the  God  of  all  Creation! 

-*-     Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love  ! 
Praise  the  Lamb,  on."  Expiation, 

Priest  and  King,  cnthron'd  abovel 
Praise  the  Fountain  of  salvation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live! 
Undi\  ided  adoration 

To  the  One  Jehovah  giro! 
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~w  ^uslCKalluus,  aua  *au.wu  cooies  have  been  priuted. 


(lose  of 
Public  Worship. 


HYMNS. 


544    Toot  116.      (P.ir.) 


HAjcsrar. 


1     T?TERXAL  hallelojabs 
Be  to  the  Father  given, 

M  ho  lov  d  bis  own     Ere  time  be-un 

And  mark'd  them  out  for  heav'n  ' 

Anthems  of  equal  glory 

Asciibe  we  to  the  Saviour, 
WhoHv'd  and  died    That  we,  his  bride, 

Might  Jive  with  him  for  ever! 

2    Hail,  co-eternal  Spirit  I 

Thy  church's  new  Creator! 
The  saints  he  seals,     Their  fears  dispels, 

And  sanctifies  their  nature. 

We  laud  the  glorious  Triad, 

The  mystic  One  in  essence, 
riUcairdtojoin    The  hosts  that  shine 

in  ins  immediate  presence. 

3     Faithful  is  he  that  promis'd, 
And  stands  engag'd  to  save  us: 
The  '1  riune  Lord     Has  pass'd  his  word 
lnat  he  will  never  leave  us. 
A  kingdom  he  assign'd  us 
Before  the  world's  foundation : 
Thou  God  of  grace,    Be  thine  the  praise 
And  ours  the  consolation! 


>  > 


45 


Tune  11G. 


\^ 


(r.M.)  Nv 

1         pEAD  of  the  church  triumphant. 
We  joyfully  adore  thee! 


HYMNS. 


Close  of 
PulUc  Worship 


Till  thou  appear,     Thy  members  here 

Shall  sing  like  those  in  glory. 

We  lift  our  hands  and  voices, 

With  blest  anticipation, 
And  cry  aloud,     And  give  to  God 

The  praise  of  our  salvation 

2     While  in  affliction's  furnace, 

And  passing  through  the  fire, 
Thy  love  we  praise     In  grateful  lays, 
Which  ever  brings  us  nigher: 
We  clap  our  hands,  exulting 
In  thine  almighty  favour  : 

The  love  divine,     That  made  us  thine, 
Shall  keep  us  thine  for  ever. 

3     Thou  dost  conduct  thy  people 

Through  torrents  of  temptation  ; 
Nor  will  we  fear,     While  thou  art  near, 

The  fire  of  tribulation. 

The  world,  with  sin  and  Satan, 

In  vain  our  march  oppoa 
liy  thee  we  shall    Break  though  them  all 

And  sing  the  song  of  MOMS. 

A     By  faith  we  see  the  glory 
^  To  which  thou  sh  .re  us; 

The  shame  desni  high  prize 

Which  thou  1  before  u^ : 

And  if  thou  count  us  wort    1 . 
We  each,  with  dyin  ,  ',,, 

Shall  see  Hue  stand     At  God  it  hand 

To  call  us  np  to  heav'n. 
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Additional. 


HYMNS. 


LEAMINGTON. 


546    Tune  117. 

1  piIIRISTIAN"S,awalce !  salute  the  happy  morn 
^  Whereon  the  Saviour  of  mankind  was  born, 
Rise  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love 

Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above; 
With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
Of  God  incarnate  and  the  virgin's  Son. 

2  Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told 
Who  heard  th* angelic  herald's  voice,  ''Behold 
"I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 

"  To  you  and  all  the  nations  of  the  earth, 

"  This  day  hath  God  fulfilled  his  promised  word, 

"  This  day  is  born  a  Saviour — Christ  the  Lord." 

3  lie  spake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir 
In  hymns  of  joy  unknown  before  conspired, 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sang, 
And  heav'n's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rang; 
God'fl  highest  glory  was  their  anthem  still, 
Peace  upon  earth  and  unto  men  good  will. 

4  Oh !  may  we  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  Baying  lost  mankind, 
Trace  we  the  Babe  who  hath  retrieved  our  loss, 
From  the  poor  manger  to  the  bitter  era 
Tread  in  his  steps  assisted  by  his  grace, 

Till  man's  first  hcav'nly  State  again  takes  place. 

."  Then  may  we  hope  th' angelic  ho^ts  among 
To  join  redeem'd  a  glad  triumphant  throng; 
He  that  was  born  upon  this  joyful  day 

Around  us  all  his  glory  shall  display; 
170 


HYMNS. 


Additional. 


Sav'd  by  his  love  incessant  we  shall  sing 
Eternal  praise  to  heav'n's  Almighty  King. 


547 


Tune  29. 


(CM.) 


IRISH. 


1  T\7"HILE  shepherds  watch'd  their  flocks  by 

*  *  night, 

All  seated  on  the  ground ; 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 
And  glory  shone  around. 

2  Fear  not,  said  he,  (for  mighty  dread 

Had  seiz'd  their  troubled  mind,) 
Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 

3  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day, 

Is  born  of  David's  line, 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord  ; — 
And  this  shall  be  the  sign : 

m 

4  The  hcav'nly  Babe  you  there  shall  find 

To  human  view  displayed, 
All  meanly  wrapt  in  Bwathing  bands, 
And  in  a  manger  laid. 

5  Thus  spake  the  seraph,  and  forthwith 

Appcar'd  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  and  thus 
Addrcss'd  their  joyful  song  : 

6  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
And  to  th  '  earth  be  pea  » ; 

Good-will,  henceforth,  from  heav'n  to  men 
and  never  cease. 


jin, 
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149        MOEAVIA. 


S.M. 
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. .'    "ilional. 


HYMNS. 


nit. 


548     TuNE  38.        (7's.) 

1  TXAIL  the  day  that  sees  him  ri 
-*--*-  Ravish'd  ironi  our  wishful  eves 
Christ  awhile  to  mortals  given, 
Re-ascenda  his  native  heaven. 

2  There  the  glorious  triumph  waits; 
"Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates: 
'•Wide  unfold  the  radiant  seen  ', 

"  Take  the  King  of  Glory  in  !  " 

3  Circled  round  with  angel  powers, 
Their  triumphant  Lord,  and  OUTS, 
Conq'ror  over  death  and  sin, 
Take  the  King  of  Glory  in  ! 

4  Him,  tho'  highest  heav'n  receives, 
Still  he  loves  the  earth  lie  leaves; 
Though  returning  to  his  throne, 
Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own. 

5  Grant,  tho'  parted  from  our  sight, 
High  ahove  yon  azure  height, — 

(I rant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
Following  thee  beyond  the  ski 

6  There  we  shall  with  thee  remain, 
Partners  of  thy  endless  reign, 
There  thy  face  unclouded  see, 

Find  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  thee! 


519     Try e  33.        (l.m.) 

1      A  WAKE,  my  heart,  with  joy  record 
-£*-  The  triuin:  y  glorious  Lord; 

My  tongue,  dit  in  i  oled,  sing 

Messiah's  praise,— th' eternal  Ring! 


17-2 


HYMNS. 


Ad  iilional. 


2  Hide  on  and  conquer,  mighty  Lord! 
Direct  the  arrows  of  thy  Word  ; 

Thy  foes  subdue,  thy  conquests  spread  ; 
Let  mercy's  triumph  crown  thy  h 

3  Thy  throne,  O  God,  shall  ever  I 
Ages  to  come,  from  ages  past ; 
And  all  the  willing  nations  bli 
The  sceptre  of  thy  righteouan< 

4  Thou  lovest  truth,  thou  Holy  ()• 
Grace,  mercy,  peace,  adorn  thy  throne; 

And  God,  thy  G     .  hath  largi  I 
The  oil  of  gladness  o'er  thy  head. 


550    Tune  4.        (cm.) 


L0N1 


l  rpHOUartthe  Way:  totheealoi 

-*-    From  sin  and  death  we  flee; 

And  he  who  would  the  Father  SM 
M  .  him,  Lord,  in  tfa 

3  Thou  art  the  Truth-,  thy  Word  ah 
True  wisdom  can  impart  ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 
And  purity  the  heart. 

Thou  art  the  Life:  the  rending  ton. 

Proclaims  thy  conq'i  tn ; 

And  those  who  put  tiieir  trust  in  t. 

Nor  death  n  \l  hell  shall  harm. 

-1  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  t: 

that  way  to  km 
'1  bal  Truth  1 1  keep,  that  Lift  I  i  \ 
Wh 


150        LUCKNOW.     * 


888.888.  or  SS.84.S8.84. 


Additional. 


HYMNS. 


551    TuxeIG.         (6.8.) 


GWEED0EE. 


1 


/^OME  ye  who  love  the  Lord, 

^  And  feel  his  quick'ning  pow'r, 

Unite  with  one  accord 

His  goodness  to  adore, 
To  heav'n  and  earth  aloud  proclaim, 
Your  great  Itedeemer's  glorious  name. 

2  He  left  his  throne  above, 
His  glory  laid  a^ide, 

Came  down  on  wings  of  love 
And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died  : 
The  pangs  he  bore,  what  tongue  cr.n  tell, 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell? 

3  He  burst  the  grave;  he  rose 
Victorious  from  the  dead, 
And  thence  his  vanquish'd  foes 
In  glorious  triumph  led: 

Up  through  the  heav'ns  the  Conqueror  rede 
Triumphant  to  the  throne  of  God. 

4  He  soon  again  will  come, 
(His  chariot  will  not  stay,) 
To  take  his  children  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day; 

We  then  shall  see  him  face  to  face, 
And  sing  the  triumphs  of  his  grace. 


KK,9 


ASnBURTOX. 


OOZ     Tune  23.     (8.7.4.) 

1  TyilY  those  fears  ?    Behold  'tis  Jesus 
*  '     Holds  the  helm  and  guides  the  ship  : 
Spread  the  sails,  and  catch  the  brccz  I 
Sent  to  waft  us  thro'  the  deep 
To  the  regions  Where  the  mourners  cease  to  wee; 
•171. 


HYMNS. 


Additional, 


2  Though  the  shore  we  hope  to  land  on 

Only  by  report  is  known, 
Yet  we  freely  all  abandon 
Led  by  that  report  alone, 
And  with  Jesus    Thro'  the  trackless  deep  move  on. 

3  [Led  by  that,  we  brave  the  ocean ; 

Led  by  that,  the  storms  defy : 
Calm  amidst  tumultuous  motion, 
Knowing  that  our  Lord  is  nigh 
"Waves  obey  him,     And  the  storms  before  him  fly.] 

4  [Render'd  safe  by  his  protection 

We  shall  pass  the  wat'ry  waste, 
Trusting  to  his  wise  direction 
We  shall  gain  the  port  at  last, 
And  with  wonder  Think  on  toils  and  dangers  past.] 

5  O !  what  pleasures  there  await  us  ! 

There  the  tempests  cease  to  roar : 
There  it  is  that  those  who  hate  us 
Can  molest  our  peace  no  more : 
Trouble  ceases    On  that  tranquil,  happy  shore. 


553 


Tr.N'E  49.      (c.M.) 


ABEIDGE. 


1  {f\  THOU,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 
^   The  life,  the  truth,  the  wav  ! 
The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod: 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray! 


475 


1150         LUCKNO  W.— Continued. 
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HYMNS. 


554    Tune  31.      (d.c.it.) 


HAYES. 


1  fFHE  Son  of  God  is  gone  to  war 
A  kingly  crown  to  gain  : 
His  blood-red  ban:.  ms  afar  ! 

Who  follows  in  bis  train? 
Who  best  can  drink  the  cup  of  woe, 

Triumphant  over  pain, 
Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below, 
He  follows  in  bis  train ! 

2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eaMe  eye 
Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave. 
U  ho  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 

And  called  on  him  to  save. 
Like  him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue 
In  midst  of  mortal  pan  ' 

U\?lay)\?or  them  that  (]'id  th*  wrong! 
\\  ho  follows  in  his  train? 

3  A  noble  army,  men,  and  boys, 

I  he  matron  and  the  maid, 
Around  the  Saviour's  throne  rejoice 

In  robes  of  light  an  ay'd 
They  climb'd  the  steep  ascent  of  heax'n 

lhronghperil,  toil,  and  pain! 
Oh  (rod     to  us  may  grace  be  »i von 

lo  follow  in  their  train.' 


Bin 


555    Tram  8a      (l.m.) 

1   F*?M  *?*?  stormy  irhld  that  bl< 
From  evry  swelling  tide  of  woei 

Ihcrc  is  a  calm,  a  sure  ret., 
ihe  Saviour,  on  his  mercy- 


HYMNS. 


Additional. 


2  He  welcomes  sinners  there,  and  sheds 
Ihe  Holy  Spirit  on  their  heads  • 

And  gives  with  God  communion  sweet 
At  this,  the  blood-staind  mercy-seat.  ' 

3  This  is  the  place  where  spirits  blend 
And  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend- 
Though  sunder'd  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat 

4  Ah  |  whither  could  we  fly  for  aid 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismay 'dp 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat. 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

fi  There,  there  on  ea.de  wing  we'd  soar, 

luES"*  ^  no  more, 

All  neavn  come  down  our  soul  to  -re, 
And  glory  crown  the  mercv-seat 
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556    Tun  40.     (cm.) 

1       TOW  precious  is  the  book  divi 
7"  By  inspiration  giv'nl 

L>:         f  *  lamp  its  doctrines  shine 

I o  guide  our  souls  to  heav'n. 

-   i      ^etly  cheers  our  drooping  heart. 
In  this  dark  vale 

Lir?  !?SUt«  n: •  ■  ■  arts, 

And  quells  our  ri 

3  This  lamp  throng*  all  the  tedio, 
Jill  we  behold  the 
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Additional. 


HYMNS. 


557     TuNE  98-       (6-6.4.) 


ABBEY  DOEE. 


1 


478 


QOUND,  sound  the  truth  abroad, 
^  Bear  ye  the  word  of  God, 

Through  the  wide  world : 
Tell  what  our  Lord  has  done, 
Tell  how  the  day  is  won, 
And  from  his  lofty  throne 

Satan  is  hurl'd. 

Far  over  sea  and  land 

(Tis  our  Lord's  own  command) 

Bear  ye  his  name ; 
Bear  it  to  ev'ry  shore, 
Regions  unknown  explore, 
Enter  at  ev'ry  door, 

Silence  is  shame. 

Speed  on  the  wings  of  love, 
Jesus,  who  reigns  above, 

Bids  us  to  fly ; 
They  who  his  message  bear, 
Should  neither  doubt  nor  fear, 
He  will  their  friend  appear; 

lie  will  be  nkh. 

When  on  the  mighty  deep, 
He  will  their  spirits  keep 

Stay'd  on  his  word  : 
When  in  a  foreign  land, 
No  other  friend  at  band, 
Jesus  will  by  them  stand, 

Jesus  their  Lord. 


HYMNS. 

5  Ye  who,  forsaking  all 
At  your  lov'd  Master's  call, 

Comforts  resign ; 
Soon  will  your  work  be  done ; 
Soon  will  the  prize  be  won; 
Brighter  than  yonder  sun 
Then  shall  ye  shine. 

558    Tune  77.      (7's.) 


Additional. 


BEEITN. 


SAFELY  through  another  week, 
^  God  has  brought  us  on  our  way, 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 
On  th* approaching  sabbath-day! 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 
Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 
Mercies  multiply'd  each  hour 
Through  the  week  our  praise  demand 
Guarded  by  almighty  pow'r, 
Fed  and  guided  by  his  hand : 
Though  ungrateful  we  have  been, 
Only  made  returns  of  sin. 
When  the  morn  shall  bid  us  rise, 
May  we  feel  thy  presence  near! 
May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes 
When  we  in  thy  house  appear! 
There  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

May  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Bring  relief  to  all  complaints: 
Thus  may  all  our  sabbaths  prove, 
Till  we  join  the  church  above. 
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Additional. 


HYMNS. 


559    TuxeIOS.       (utj 


3I0BXIXG. 


NE^'  evry  ra.ornm?  is  &«  Jove 

Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove  ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
R.stor'd  to  life,  and  power,  and  thought 

2  New  mercies,  each  returning  dxy, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray; 

New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiv'n, 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heav'u. 

3  J  f  on  our  daily  course,  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 
New  treasures  still  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

4  We  need  not  bid,  for  cloister'd  cell, 
Our  neighbour  and  our  work  farewell 

r  strive  to  wind  ourselves  too  hi-h 
For  sinful  man  beneath  the  sky. 

The  trivial  round,  the  common  talk, 

\\ould  furnish  all  we  01 

Room  to  deny  ourselves;  a  road 

To  bring  us,  daily,  nearer  ( I 

G  Seek  we  no  more;  content  with 
Let  present  rapture,  comfort,  c  . 
As  hcav'n  shall  bid  them,  com  >: 

I  he  secret  this  of  rest  below. 

7  Onty,  ()  Lord,  in  thy  dear  love 
Pit  us  for  perfect  rest  aboi 
And  help  us,  this  and  cv'rv  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 
480 


H  Y  M  N  S. 


560  rmn  107.    (L.ir.) 


Additional. 


ATU. 


1  "pORTTI  in  thy  name,  O  Lord,  I 
-1-    My  daily  labour  to  pr. 
Thee,  only  thee,  resolv'd  to 
In  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

•2  The  task  thy  wisdom  hath  assign'd 
O  let  me  cheerfully  fulfil ; 
In  all  my  works  thy  presence  find, 
And  prove  thine  acceptable  wi 

3  [Preserve  me  from  my  callin  re, 

And  hide  my  simple  heart  abc 
Above  the  thorns  of  choking  care, 
The  gilded  baits  of  worldly  love.] 

4  Thee  may  I  set  at  my  right  hand, 

Whose  eyes  mine  inmo  ee, 

And  labour  on  at  thy  command, 
And  ofTjr  all  my  works  to  thee. 

5  Give  me  to  bear  thy  easy  yoke, 

And  ev'ry  moment  watch  and  pra 
An  1  still  to  I  eternal  look. 

And  batten  to  thy  glorious  dav. 

6  F>»r  thee  delightfully  t 

What*  bourn,  tee  hath  gj 

And  run  my  course  with 
And  oloaeJy  walk  with  thee  to'hca\ 
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HYMNS. 


HYMNS. 


562     TDM  50.       (l.m.)  100th  HUHf.  564    Tune  318.     (8.7  s.) 


1    Y\TE  ule5S  tnee>  Lord,  for  this  our  food  ; 
But  more  for  Jesus'  flesh  and  blood, 
The  manna  to  our  spirits  giv'n, 
The  living  bread  sent  down  from  heav'n. 


563 


Tuhe  80.       (l.m.) 


EVENING. 


] 


CjUN  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear, 
'^  It  is  not  night  if 


thou  be  near; 
Oh  !  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

lie  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live: 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  If  some  poor  wand'ring  child  of  thine 
Has  spurn'd  to-day,  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

■~j  Watch  by  the  sick:  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store  : 
Ik  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night 
Like  infant  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

G  Come  near  and  bleu  us  when  we  w;ik  \ 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heav'n  above. 
482 


Additional. 


Clxvedo: 


1  Q  AVIOUR,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

^  Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal, 
»Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing: 
Thou  canst  save  aud  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us; 
We  are  safe  for  thou  art  nigh. 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  drear}', 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  thee. 
Thou  art  he,  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heav'n  awake  us, 
Clad  in  light,  and  deathless  bloom. 

OOO     Tune  58.       (l.m.)  saxony. 

1  rpiIAT  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  clay, 
-*-    When  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinners  stay? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  ? 

2  When  shriv'ling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heav'ns  together  roll; 

When  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  drea !, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead; 

3  Oh!  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 

^  h  d  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 

thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stav, 
Though  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
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Additional. 


HYMNS. 


566    Tun  17.      (7's.)  nmjSt 

1  CIJ^IST'  rhose  e,0I7  filIs  the  skies, 
Christ,  the  true,  the  oniy  light. 

Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night' 

Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near!  ' 

Day-star,  in  my  heart  appear! 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn 

Unaccompanied  by  thee; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see; 
Till  thou  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit  then  this  soul  of  mine, 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief! 
Fill  me,  Radiancy  divine, 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief  1 
More  and  more  thyself  display 
Shining  to  the  peifect  day  ! 

567    Tow  14       (l.m.)  wloow* 

1  ]N~0aV  dolh  tlie  SIU1  asccml  thc  ■ky 

And  wake  creation  in  its  !v 

Be  present  with  us,  Lord,  most  hMi 

llirough  all  the  actions  of  the  day 

2  Create  in  us  a  heart  sin  ere, 

Simplicity  of  word  and  mil; 
Ami  may  the  morn  so  pure  and  clear 

Its  own  sweet  calm  in  us  instil. 

3  Keep  us,  eternal  Lord,  this  day, 

From  ev'ry  sinful  passion  fr« 
Grant  us  in  all  we  do  or  say 
In  all  our  thoughts  to  honour  ttfee. 
4S  k 


HYMX^. 


Additional. 


APOSTLES. 


4  So  when  the  evening  stars  appear, 

And  in  their  train  the  darkness  bring, 
May  we,  ()  Lord,  with  conscience  clear'' 
To  thee  our  grateful  praises  sin/. 

568     TOW  52.       (cm.) 

1  A  CCORDIXG  to  thy  gracious  word, 

■*-*■  In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  thee. 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 

My  bread  from  he  all  'he: 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  t 
And  thus  remember  thee. 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget  ? 

Or  there  thy  conflict  • 
Thine  agony  an  1  bio  eat, 

And  not  remember  thee? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  e\'c*, 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifioeJ 
I  must  remember  thee  : 

5  Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains 

And  all  thy  lore  to  me ; 

***•  .rjnjIc  •  breath,  ;>  poia  remains, 
W  ill  I  remember  thee. 

G  And  when  these  failing  U>  -row  dumb, 
An  1  mind  an  1  mem'ry  t! 
When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  t 
•J ->us,  remember  1 
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Additional. 


HYMNS. 


569  Tu:N'E   m-      (10'S-)  ELLINGHA1I. 

1  TjWTHER,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet, 
-*-    And  bow  in  penitence  beneath  thy  feet; 
Again  to  thee  our  feeble  voces  raise, 

To  sue  for  mercy  and  to  sing  thy  praise. 

2  Lord,  we  would  bless  thee  for  thy  ceaseless  care, 
And  all  thy  work  from  day  to  day  declare  : 
Is  not  our  life  with  early  mercies  crown'd? 
Does  not  thine  arm  encircle  us  around  ? 

3  Alas !  unworthy  of  thy  boundless  love, 

Too  oft  with  careless  feet  from  thee  we  rove ; 
Lut  now,  encourag'd  by  thy  voice,  we  come, 
Returning  sinners  to  a  father's  home. 

4  01),  by  that  name  in  whom  all  fulness  dwells, 
Oh,  by  that  love  which  ev'ry  love  excels, 
Oh,  by  that  blood  so  freely  shed  for  sin, 
Open  blest  mercy's  gate  and  take  us  in ! 

570  Tune  45.      (cm.)  bt.  Stephen. 

1  /Tl  LORD,  another  day  is  flown, 
^  And  we,  a  feeble  band, 

Are  met  once  more  before  thy  throne, 
To  bless  thy  fost'ring  hand. 

2  Thy  heav'nly  grace  to  each  impart; 

All  evil  far  remove; 
And  shed  abroad  in  ev'ry  heart 
Thine  everlasting  love. 

3  Our  souls  obedient  to  thy  sway, 

In  Christian  bonds  unite  : 
L  t  peac  ■  and  love  conclude  the  day, 


48G 


And  hail  the  morn  ng  light. 


HYMNS. 


Addition?.!. 


4  Thus  cleansed  from  sin,  and  wholly  thine, 

A  flock  by  Jesus  led, 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  shine 
In  glory  on  our  head. 

5  0  still  restore  our  wand'ring  feet, 

And  still  direct  our  way; 
Till  worlds  shall  fail  and  faith  shall  greet 
The  dawn  of  endless  day. 


571 


Tune  3. 


(L.M.) 


DEVONSHIRE. 


1  FESU,  be  endless  praise  to  thee, 

"    Whose  boundless  mercy  hath  for  me, 
For  me  a  full  atonement  made, 
An  everlasting  ransom  paid. 

2  Ah,  give  to  all  thy  servants,  Lord, 

With  power  to  speak  thy  quick'ning  word, 
That  all,  who  to  thy  wounds  will  flee, 
May  find  eternal  life  in  thee. 

3  O  bid  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice, 
Now  bid  the  banish'd  ones  rejoice, 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
Jesu,  thy  blood  and  righteousness. 

5/2      TuNE     131       (P-H-)  CORINTH. 

1   OOME  sweet  savour  of  thy  favour, 

^  Shed  abroad  in  ev'ry  heart, 

Heav'nward  as  to  thee  we  go, 

Leaving  guilt  and  fear  below. 

Blessing,  praising,  without  ceasing, 

Lid  us,  Lord,  depart. 
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Additional. 


1  GR?uAT  Go(1!  wh«t  do  I  see  and  hear  J 

1  he  end  of  things  created  ! 

The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  ' 
The  trumpet  sounds;  the  gravel  restore 
I  he  dead  which  they  contain'd  before- 

Irepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him. 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
At  the  last  trumpet's  soundin  r; 

Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies, 
N  jth  joy  their  Lord  surroundin ■'. 

Ao  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay" 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepar'd  to  meet  him. 

3  But  sinners,  fill'd  with  guilty  fears 

Behold  his  wrath  prevail  ng 
For  they  shall  rise,  and  find  their  tears 

And  sighs  are  unavailing. 
The  day  of  grace  is  j  aat  an  1  none- 
Trembling,  they  stand  before  the  throne 

All  nnprepard  to  meet  him. 

4  Great  God  !  what  do  I  see  and  hear  I 

lhe  end  of  things  created! 
The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  .' 
Low  at  his  cross  I  riew  the  day 
When  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 


Tuxe  127.      (13.11's.)        resignation. 


1  'THOU  art  gone  to  the  grave:    but  we  will 
-^    not  deplore  thee, 

Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the 
tomb  : 

The  Saviour  hath  passed  through  its  portals 
before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  his  love  is  thy  guid:  throu  h 
the  gloom ! 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave:    we  no  looser 

behold  thee, 

Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by  thy 

side;  J 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold 
thee, 

And  .sinners  may  die,  for  the  sinless  has  died ! 

3  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave:   and  its  mansion 

lor.>akii)Lr, 
Perhaj  |  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  linger'd  long  ; 
But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beanVd  on  thy 
waking, 

And  the  sound  which  thou  heardst  was  the 
seraphim's  son"- ' 

4  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave:    but  we  will  not 

deplore  thee; 

Who.e  Cod  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian, 

and  guide !  *   °  ' 

He  TiuV11"0' he  took  thcc' aml  he  wil1  rcst 

A'diedt!ath  '  ^  n°  Stin"'  f°r  t,1C  Savi0Ur  "f" 
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575    Tune  10. 


IIAUFTON. 


(ML) 

1  QFT  as  the  bell,  with  solemn  toll, 
^-^    Speaks  the  departure  of  a  soul: 
Let  each  one  ask  himself,  "Am  I 
Prepar'd,  should  I  be  called  to  die?" 

2  Only  this  frail  and  fleeting  breath 
Preserves  me  from  the  jaws  of  death  : 
Soon  as  it  fails,  at  once  I'm  gone, 
And  plung'd  into  a  world  unknown. 

3  Then,  leaving  all  I  lov'd  below, 
To  God's  tribunal  I  must  go  : 

Must  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  fate, 
And  fix  my  everlasting  state. 

4  Lord  Je«u«,  help  me  now  to  flee, 
A  nd  fix  my  hope  alone  on  Thee  : 
App  y  thy  blood,  thy  Spirit  give, 
Subdue  my  sin,  and  let  me  live! 

O  4  6      TuNE    10.        (L.M.)  HAMPTON. 

1  O.REAT  ruler  of  the  earth  and  skies, 
^*    A  word  of  thy  almighty  breatli 
Can  sink  a  world,  or  bid  it  rise,- 

Thy  smile  is  life,  thy  frown  is  death, 

2  When  angry  nations  rush  to  arm*, 

Atid  rage  and  noise  and  tumult  reign, 
And  war  ivsounds  its  dire  alarms, 

And  slaughter  spreads  the  hostile  plain  ; 

3  Thy  sovereign  eye  looks  Calmly  down, 

Ami  marks  their  course,  and  bounds  their 
-x  pow'rj 

Thy  wo  (1  the  angry  nations  own, 

And  noise  and  war  are  heard  no  more. 


HYMNS. 


Additional. 


4  Then  peace  returns  with  balmy  wing, 

(Sweet  peace !  with  her  what  blessings  fled!) 
Glad  plenty  laughs,  the  valleys  sing, 
Reviving  commerce  lifts  her  head. 

5  Thou  good,  and  wise,  and  righteous  Lord, 

All  move  subservient  to  thy  will; 
And  peace  and  war  await  thy  word, 
And  thy  sublime  decrees  fulfil. 

6  To  thee  we  pay  our  grateful  songs, 

Thy  kind  protection  still  implore; 
O  may  our  hearts,  and  lives,  and  tongues 
Confess  thy  goodness  and  adore. 


577     TuNE  1-      (cm.) 


EEDPOr.D. 


1  f  ORD,  look  on  all  assembled  here, 
-*~*  Who  in  thy  presence  stand 

To  intercede  with  prayer  sincere 
For  this  our  sinful  land. 

2  O  may  we  all,  with  one  consent, 

Fall  low  before  thy  throne; 
With  tears  the  nation's  sins  lament, 
The  churches',  and  our  own. 

8  Great  God  of  Hosts,  dcliv'rance  bring; 
Guide  those  who  hold  the  helm; 
Support  the  state,  preserve  the  queen, 
And  spare  the  guilty  realm. 

4  Or,  should  the  dread  decree  be  past, 
And  we  must  feel  the  rod, 
Let  faith  and  patience  hold  us  fast 
To  our  correcting  God. 
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SOAPKB. 


>~ORBIS. 


WUKlCKauuuB'  uuu  <±UU.UUU  comes  Lave  been  printed. 


Additional.  HYMNS 

578    TuwllS.     (8.7's.)  CLETEDOy. 

1  J)READ  Jehovah,  God  of  nations, 

r-rom  thy  temple  in  the  skies 
Hear  thy  people's  sUj,plications, 
JNow  for  their  deli v 'ranee  rise. 

2  Lo  !  with  deep  contrition  turning 

Humbly  at  thy  feet  we  bend ; 
Hear  us,  lasting,  praying,  mournin" 
iiear  us,  spare  us,  and  defend.     ° 

3  Though  our  sins,  our  hearts  confounding 

Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  call,       * 
liiou  hast  mercy  more  abounding 
Jesus  blood  can  cleanse  from  all. 

4  Let  that  love  veil  our  transgression. 

Let  that  blood  our  guilt  efface; 
bave  thy  people  from  oppression, 
kave  from  spoil  thy  holy  place. 


HYMNS. 


Additional. 


3  But  chiefly  when  thy  lib'ral  hand 
Scatters  new  plenty  o'er  the  land. 
\\  hen  sounds  of  music  fill  the  air 
As  homeward  all  their  treasures  bear 

We  too  will  raise     Our  hymn  of  praise, 
*or  we  thy  common  bounties  share 


4  Lord  of  the  harvest!  all  is  thine: 


•^j  ««»  uuiw  auuunc 

New  every  year,     Thy  gifts  appear 
New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound. 


580 


Tune  98.     (p.M.) 


AEBEF   D0EU. 


COTHEX. 


5/9    Tttne  104.       (8's.) 

1  Tj°£P  of  the  harvest!  thee  we  hah; 

1  lime  ancient  promise  doth  not  fail : 
1  lie  varying  seasons  haste  their  round, 
U  ith  goodness  all  our  years  are  crown'd: 

Our  thanks  we  ,  ay,     This  holy  day; 
O  let  our  hearts  in  tunc  he  found. 

2  If  spring  doth  wake  the  song  of  mirth, 
Ifjummer  warms  the  fruitful  earth 
H  hen  winter  sweeps  the  naked  plain, 
Or  autumn  yielda  its  ripen'd  -rain 

Still  do  we  sin^,      To  thee,  our  king; 
Through  all  their  changes  thou  dost  refen. 


1     L°/?D'  thy  ^  blessin^"  died 

On  our  loved  monarch's  liLad; 

hound  her  abide. 

h  her  thy  holy  will, 
Shield  her  from  ev'ry  ill, 
Guard,  guide,  and  speed  her  still, 

oale  to  thy  ftj 

2  Under  thy  mighty  wir, 
Keep  her,  0  KingofKngij 
Answer  her  prayer: 

Till  she  shall  hence  remove 
Up  to  thy  courts  a  I  ove, 
To  dwell  in  light  and  love, 

Evermore  there. 
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DEYONSHIEE. 


581  Tune  3.       (l.m.) 

1  (^H  Saviour  is  thy  promise  fled  ? 
^-^  No  longer  will  thy  grace  endure, 
To  heal  the  sick,  to  raise  the  dead, 

And  preach  thy  gospel  to  the  poor  ? 

2  Lord  Jesus !  come  !  return  again  ; 

With  brighter  beam  thy  servants  bless, 
"Who  lorn?  to  feel  thy  perfect  reign, 
And  share  thy  kingdom's  happiness! 

3  Come,  Saviour!  come!  and  as  of  yore 

The  prophet  went  to  clear  thy  way, 
A  harbinger  thy  feet  before, 

A  dawning  to  thy  brighter  day  : 

4  So  now  may  grace  with  heavenly  shower 

Our  stony  hearts  for  truth  prepare; 
Sow  in  our  souls  the  seed  of  power, 
Then  come  and  reap  thy  harvest  there. 

582  Tune  129.      (8.10.) 


6YEIA. 


I 


TTOSANNA  to  the  living  Lord! 
J-J-  Hosanna  to  th*  incarnate  Word! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heav'n,  hosanna  sing. 

Hosanna!  Lord!   hosanna  in  the  highest. 

2  "Hosanna,"  Lord,  thine  angels  cry; 
"Hosanna,"  Lord,  thy  saints  reply: 
Above,  beneath  US,  and  around, 

Th-  dead  and  Living  Bwell  the  sound. 

Hosanna!  Lord!   hosanna  in  the  highest. 

3  O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care 

Return  to  this  thy  house  of  prayer, 
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Assembled  iu  thy  sacred  name, 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim. 
Hosanna !  Lord !  hosanna  in  the  highest. 

4  But  chiefest  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal,  bid  thy  Spirit  rest ; 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure  and  worthy  thee. 

Hosanna !  Lord  !  hosanna  in  the  highest. 

5  So  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 

When  earth  and  heav'n  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock  redeem'd  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 
Hosanna!  Lord!  hosanna  in  the  highest. 


583    Tune  124      (11. 10.) 


EnrnASY. 


] 


T>  RIGHT  EST  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the 
-^     morning! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid ! 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 

Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid! 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining, 

Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall ! 
Angels  adore  him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all ! 

3  Sa}%  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion, 

Odours  of  Edom  and  off'rings  divine? 
Gems  of  the  mountain  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine? 

•1  A' a  inly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation  : 

Vainly  with  L^il'ts  would  his  favour  secure : 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

•105 
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84     TtJlfc  10.       (l.at.) 

GPw^Z  G°id  !.0'er11Iieav'n  a» J  earth  supreme, 

U  hose  glories  all  creation  fil  , 
Our  souls  adore  thine  awful  name, 

And  humbly  wait  to  do  thy  will. 
'Tis  ours  to  feed  thy  tender  lambs, 

And  train  their  footsteps  on  to  heav'n- 

We  hail  with  joy  the  charge  divine, 

And  freely  give  as  thou  hast  giv'n. 

On  them,  on  as,  thy  grace  bestow, 

^  The  contrite  heart,  the  lowly  mini, 
The  love  of  God  in  Christ  to  know, 
The  wisdom  from  above  to  find. 

Defend  us  from  the  power  of  sin; 
Save  us  from  all  self-righteous  pride; 

Our  sure  support,  thy  peace  within  ; 
Our  only  plea,  that  Christ  hath  died. 


HYMNS. 


Additional. 


By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Ot  th' insulting  tempter's  power, 
lurn,  O  turn,  a  fav'ring 
Hear  our  solemn  litauy  ! 


585 
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Tune  102.      (7*3.) 


It  IN'. 


400 


UAVIOUR,  when  io  dust  to  thee 
**  Low  we  bow  th' adoring  knee; 
When  repentant,  to  the  ska 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes : 
0  by  all  thy  |  ains  and  woe, 
Buff  r'd  «>nce  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

By  thy  helpless  infant  rears, 
By  thy  life  of  want  an.i  tears, 
I3v  thy  days  of  sore  distress 

In  the  savage  wildern 


By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 

O'er  the  -rave  where  Lazarus  slept; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flow'd 

Over  Salem's  lov'd  abode: 
By  the  ansnuah'daifffa  that  told 

Ireach'ry  lurk'd  within  thy  fold; 
from  thy  seat  above  the  sky 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

%  thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 
Hy  thine  agony  ofprayV, 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 

lercing  spear,  and  torfring  soorn 

By  the  -loon,  that  veii'd  the  ikj 
OCT  the  dreadful  sacritiee, 

Listen  to  our  humble  en 

Hear  our  solemn  litany'! 

Jjy  thy  deep  izririnf  groan, 
By  the  sad  sepulehraJ  stone, 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  rain  the  rising  G 

0!    f  o:n  earth  to       ftl   D  reStOT'd, 

Mighty  re-ascend  d  Lord; 
Listen,  listen  to  the  \ 
(  ':  OUT  Solemn  litany  ! 
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586    Tune  14.       (l.m.) 

1  "DOUR  out  thy  Spirit  from  on  high ; 

■*■    Lord,  thine  assembled  servants  bless ; 
Graces  and  gifts  to  each  supply, 
And  clothe  thy  priests  with  righteousness. 

2  Within  thy  temple,  where  we  stand 

To  teach  the  truth,  as  taught  by  thee, 
Saviour,  like  stars  in  thy  hand  right 
The  angels  of  the  churches  be. 

3  Wisdom  and  zeal  and  faith  impart 

Firmness  with  meekness  from  above, 
To  bear  thy  people  on  our  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  thou  dost  love : 

4  To  watch  and  pra)',  and  never  faint ; 

By  day  and  night  strict  guard  to  keep  ; 
To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint, 
Nourish  thy  lambs,  and  feed  thy  sheep. 

5  Then  when  our  work  is  finished  here, 

In  humble  hope  our  charge  resign. 

When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 

O  God,  may  they  and  we  be  thine. 

587    TuNEl2-      (8-m-)         mount  epheaim. 

1  VE  servants  of  the  Lord, 

-*-   Each  in  his  office  wait, 

Observant  of  his  heav'nly  word, 
And  watchful  at  his  ^ate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame  ; 

Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  his  sight, 
For  awful  is  his  name. 
498 
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Watch ;  'tis  your  Lord's  command 
And  while  we  speak,  he's  near ; 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  his  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

0  happy  servant  he, 

In  such  a  posture  found ; 

He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honour  crowned. 


teinitt. 


588    Tune  130.    (p.m.) 

1  TJOLY,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty! 
JJ-  Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to 

thee ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy!  merciful  and  mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all  the  saints  adore  thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the 
glassy  sea, 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  belore 

thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy!   though  the  darkness  hide 

.  thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may 
not  see, 
Only  thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  puiity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 

All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name  in  eartli, 
and  sky,  and  sea  ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy!  merciful  and  mighty! 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity. 
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PADDINGTOX. 

1     (xPFEoffnG0d!-'thhe-trnd  tongue, 

t  or  all  our  youth  we  pray  ; 
Oh  may  they  learn,  while  they  are  youn-, 
lo  walk  in  wisdom's  way.  c 

2  iNTow,  in  their  early  days, 

Teach  them  thy  will  to  know: 
O  God,  thy  sanctifying  grace, 
On  ev  ry  heart  bestow. 

3  Make  their  defenceless  youth, 
I  he  object  of  thy  care; 

Am/iPr10  Ch°0Se  the  way  of  truth, 

AncJ  fly  from  every  snare. 

■i     Their  hearts,  to  folly  prone 
Kenew  by  newer  di vine; 
Unite  them  to  thyself  alone, 
And  make  them  wholly  thine. 
5     Lord,  let  thy  sacred  word, 

^^•.r  warmot  thouuhts  employ; 
There  jet  theni  daily  find  the  road 
Wnieh  leads  to  endless  joy. 

590    Tune  b*.       (lu) 

1  LN>,?e.  Wi(,e  roa!rn  of  W*  night, 
J  heir  parents  wander  far, 

*obid  the  heathen  bail  the  bright 
ioe  glorious  Morning  Star. 

yw i  their  children  they  resign, 

>>ith  many  a  starting  tear- 
And  shall  we  not  in  love  combine, 

lo  bid  them  welcome  here? 


3  And  shall  we  not,  with  glowing  seal, 
li:ch  contorts  still  imparl 
lo  those  who  now,  like  orphan?,  feel 
bad  loneliness  of  heart  ? 

4  °  kfc  Vs  with  parental  love, 
Their  ev'ry  want  supply; 
And  train  them  for  the  realms  above, 
H  ith  influence  from  on  high. 

5  'Twere  but  an  act  of  duty,  done 
To  those  of  precious  name; 
U  ho  have,  as  faithful  heralds,  gone 
i-he  gospel  to  proclaim. 


591     TuxeIIO. 


(d.c.m.)         nrHSTBorByE. 


2  To  i 


;oo 


1  YEnChildrcn  of  a  favo«r'd  band, 
Committed  to  our  care; 
Whose  parents  in  a  lieatheu'land, 

Are  labouring  afar; 
Come  to  our  arms  m  filial  love, 

And  at  our  homes  reside  • 
And  we  will  gladly  seek  to  prove 
>\  hat  kindness  can  provide. 

2  It  were  no  charity  to  give. 
While  feelings  thus  entwine; 

Nor  l.a^e  dependence  to  receive, 

While  hearts  in  love  combine: 
Well  cherish  you  with  constant  care, 

Embrace  you  as  our  own  : 
Ami  bring  yon  In  the  arms  of  prayer 

Before  our  Father's  throne. 
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592  Tune  126- 

i 


(10'S.) 


OEISOSS. 


ABIDE  with  me  !  fast  falls  the  even-tide ; 
The  darkness  deepens ;  Lord, with  me  abide! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  O  abide  with  me  ! 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim ;  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

O  thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me ! 

3  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word  ; 
But  as  thou  dwell'st  with  thy  disciples,  Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  tree, 
Come  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me ! 

4  Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings ; 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  thy  wings; 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea: 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  'bide  with  me! 

5  Thou  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile; 
And,  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile, 
Thou  hadst  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  thee, 

On  to  the  close,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

6  T  need  thy  presence  ev'ry  pas-ing  hour : 
What   hut   thy  grace  can   foil   the   tempter's 

power  ? 
Who  like  thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  clouds  and  sunshine,  O  abide  with  me ! 

7  I  fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless : 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness: 
Where    is   death's   sting?     where,  grave,  thy 

victory  ? 
I  triumph  still  if  thou  abide  with  me  ! 
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8  Hold  then  thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ! 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the 

skies ! 
Heav'n's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  sha- 
dows flee; 
In  life  and  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 


593      TTJNE  52.         (CM.)  AP0S1LE3. 

1  T  ORD,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 
J-^  With  rev'rence  and  with  fear  : 
Though  dust  and  ashes  in  thy  sight, 

We^may,  we  must  draw  near. 

2  "We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer ; 

O  grant  us  power  to  pray ! 
And  when  to  meet  thee  we  prepare, 
Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

3  Give  deep  humility;  the  sense, 

01"  godly  sorrow  give; 
A  strong  desiring  confidence, 
To  hear  thy  voice  and  live ; 

4  Faith  in  the  only  sacrifice 

That  can  for  sin  atone; 
To  cast  our  hopes,  to  fix  our  eyes, 
On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone ; 
o  Taticnce  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  weep, 
Though  mercy  long  delay; 
Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep, 
And  trust  thee  though  thou  slay. 
6  Give  these;  and  then  thy  will  be  done  ; 
Thus  strengthen^  with  all  might, 
We,  by  thy  Spirit,  and  thy  Son, 
Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 
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594    Trai  4.      (cm.) 


LONDON   NEW. 


1  /^  HELP  u<5.  Lord,  each  hour  of  met], 
^-^    Thy  luav'n  y  succour  give  ; 

Help  us  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed, 
Each  hour,  on  earth,  we  live. 

2  O  help  us  when  our  spirits  bleed 

With  contrite  anguish  sore  ; 
And  when  our  hearts  are  cold  and  dead. 
O  help  us,  Lord,  the  more. 

3  0  help  us  through  the  prayer  of  faith, 

More  firmly  to  believe; 
For  still  the  more  thy  servant  hath, 
The  more  shall  he  receive. 

4  0  help  us,  Saviour,  from  on  high, 

We  know  no  help  but  thee! 
O  help  us  so  to  live  and  die, 
As  thine  in  heav'n  to  be. 

595     Tune  77.       (7's.)  beblin. 

1  XVTIIEN  this  passing  world  is  done, 

**     "When  has  sunk  yon  radiant  sun  ; 
When  I  stand  with  Christ  on  high, 
Looking  o'er  life's  history, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, 
Not  till  then,  how  much  I  owe. 

2  When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Dress'd  in  beaut}'  not  my  own  ; 
"\\  hen  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Love  thee  with  unsinning  heart, 

Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  km  w, 
Not  till  then,  how  much  I  owe. 
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E'en  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
Darkly  let  thy  glory  pass; 
Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet, 
Make  thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet, 
E'en  on  earth,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  the  debt  I  owe. 

Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
Waken'd  up  from  wrath  to  flee, 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour's  side, 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified; 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

Oft  I  walk  beneath  the  cloud, 
Dark  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud; 
But  when  fear  is  at  the  height 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light  ; 
Blessed  Jesus!  bid  me  show 
Doubting  saints  how  much  I  owe. 


596    Tun*. 

l 


(CM.) 


BASEL. 


^IXCE  all  the  downward  tracks  of  time 
^  God's  watchful  eye  surveys, 
O  who  so  wise  to  choose  our  lot, 
And  regulate  our  ways? 

2  Why  should  we  doubt  his  constant  love, 

Immeasurably  kind  P 
To  his  unerring  gracious  will, 
Be  every  wish  u-.-Ln'd. 

3  Good  when  he  gives,  supremely  good, 

Nor  less  when  he  denial ; 
E'en  crosses  from  his  BOv'reign  hand 

Are  blessings  in  disguise. 
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597 


Ttjne  31.     (8.7.4.) 


BICKLEIGH. 


1  "DRAISE,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 
-*-     To  his  feet  thy  tribute  bring ! 
Ransom'd,  heal'd,  restor'd,  forgiv'n, 

Who  like  me  his  praise  should  sing? 

Praise  him !  praise  him  ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King ! 

2  Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favour 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ! 
Praise  him  still  the  same  for  ever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless ! 

Praise  him  !  praise  him, 
Glorious  in  his  faithfulness ! 

3  Fatherlike  he  tends  and  spares  us; 

Well  our  feeble  frame  he  knows, 
In  his  hands  be  gently  bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes. 
Praise  him!  praise  him, 
Widely  as  his  mercy  Hows ! 

4  Frail  as  summer's  flower  we  flourish ! 

Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone. 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
God  endures  unchanging  on. 
Praise  him;  praise  him; 
Praise  the  high  eternal  One  I 

0  Angels,  help  us  to  adore  him  : 
Ye  behold  him  face  to  face; 
Sun  and  moon  bow  down  before  him; 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 

Praise  him  ;   prai-e  him  ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 
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598     Tttne  2.    Paet  I.     (6 A)        minstee. 

1  O  WEET  place !  sweet  place  alone ! 
^  The  court  of  God  most  high, 
The  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  the  throne 

Of  spotless  majesty! 
Oh  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God !  with  thee, 
To  see  thy  face  ? 

2  The  stranger  homeward  bends, 

And  sigheth  for  his  rest : 
Heav'n  is  my  home :  my  friends 
Lodge  there  in  Abraham's  breast.     Oh,  &c. 

3  Earth's  but  a  sorry  tent, 

Pitch'd  for  a  few  frail  days, 
A  short-leas'd  tenement; 
Heav'n's  still  my  song  of  praise.      Oh,  &c. 

4  These  lower  rooms,  these  here 

Thou  dost  with  roses  pave, 
And  ceil'st  with  crystal  clear: 
But  heav'n,  oh  !  heav'n  I  crave.     Oh,  &c. 


5  No  tears  from  any  eyes 
Drop  in  that  holy  choir, 
But  death  itself  there  dies, 
And  highs  themselves  exoire. 

G  There  should  temptations  cease, 
My  frailties  there  should  end; 
There  should  I  rest  in  peace, 
In  th'  arms  of  my  best  friend. 


Oh,  &c. 


Oh,  &c. 
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599    Tune  67.    PabtII.    (6.4.)    darwell's. 


1  JERUSALEM  on  high 
^    My  song  and  city  is: 
My  home  whene'er  I  die, 

The  centre  of  my  bliss. 
Oh  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be 
My  God !  with  thee 
To  sec  thy  face  ? 

2  Thy  walls,  sweet  city !  thine, 

With  pearls  are  garnished; 
Thy  gates  with  praises  shine 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread. 

3  No  sun  by  day  shines  there, 

Nor  moon  hy  siknt  night; 
Oh!  no;  these  needless  are; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 


4  There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  Kin 
Judg'd  here  unfit  to  live  ; 
There  angelfl  to  him  sinj, 
And  lowly  homage  give. 


Oh,  &:. 


Oh,  &c 


Oh,  &c 


5  The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease; 
The  prophet'  there  behold 

Their  long'd-for  Prince  of  Peac:.     Oh,  &  \ 


6  The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  [flight  with  joy  behold  : 
The  harpers  I  might  hear 

Harping  on  harps  of  gold. 
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Oh,  &c. 


7  The  bleeding  martyrs,  they 

Within  those  courts  are  found  ; 
Clothed  in  pure  array 

Their  scars  with  glory  crown'd.     Oh,  &c. 

8  Ah  me!  ah  me!  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay  ! 
No  place  like  this  on  high; 

Thither,  Lord  !  guide  my  way,     Oh,  &c. 

600      Tr/NE35.         (7'S.)  ALCESTER. 

1  "  ET  us  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
-*-^  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind  : 

For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  Let  us  sound  his  nime  abroad, 

For  of  gods,  he  is  the  God:  For,  &c. 

8  He,  with  all-commanding  might, 

FilTd  the  new-made  world  with  light :   For,  &  \ 

4  He  the  golden-tressed  sun 

Caus*d  all  day  his  course  to  run  :  For,  &  •. 

5  All  things  living  he  doth  feed, 

His  full  hand  supplies  their  need:         For,  &c. 

6  He  his  ehosen  race  did  bh 

In  the  wasteful  wildenu  For,  &c. 

7  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 

Looked  upon  our  miaery:  For,  &c. 

8  Let  us  then,  with  gladsome  mind, 
Pi  ai-e  the  Lord  lor  he  i-  kind  : 
For  \n>  mercies  ihall  endure, 

i  faithful,  ever  sure. 
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601 

1 


Tune  122.    Pae   I.    (7.6.)       aueelia. 


T)RIEF  life  is  here  our  portion. 
-^  Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 
The  tearless  life  is  there. 

2  When  grief  is  turn'd  to  pleasure ; 

Such  pleasure,  as  below 
No  human  voice  can  utter, 
No  human  heart  can  know. 

3  And  now  we  watch  and  struggle, 

And  now  we  live  in  hope, 
And  Sion  in  her  anguish 
With  Babylon  must  cope ; 

4  But  lie,  whom  now  we  trust  in, 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known, 
And  they  that  know  and  see  him 
Shall  have  him  for  their  own. 

5  The  morning  shall  awaken, 

The  shadows  shall  decay, 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 
Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day. 

6  Then  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fulness  of  his  grace, 
Shall  we  behold  for  ever, 
And  worship  face  to  face. 

602     Tune  122.    Tart  II.     (7.6.)     aueei.ta. 

1      Tj^OR  thee,  O  dear,  dear  country, 
-*-     Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep, 
For  very  love  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  they  weep.  ' 
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2  The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness. 
And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

3  O  one,  O  only  mansion ! 

O  Paradise  of  joy ! 
Where  tears  are  ever  banish'd 
And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 

4  The  Lamb  is  all  thy  splendour; 

The  Crucified  thy  praise ; 
His  laud  and  benediction 
Thy  rausom'd  people  raise. 

5  With  jasper  glow  thy  bulwarks, 

Thy  streets  with  em'ralds  blaz?, 
The  sardius  and  the  topaz 
Unite  in  thee  their  rays. 

6  Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unprie'd, 
The  saints  build  up  its  fabric, 
Its  corner-stone  is  Christ. 


Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean ! 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day ! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away. 

Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages 
They  raise  thy  holy  tower; 

Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 
And  thine  the  golden  dower. 
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603    Tune  122.   Part  III.    (7.G.)    aueelia. 

1  JERUSALEM,  the  golden, 
**    With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
licneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest. 

2  I  know  not,  0 !  I  know  not 

What  joys  await  us  there, 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 

Wiiat  light  beyond  compare  ! 

3  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 
And  all  the  martyr  throng. 

4  The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 
Are  deck'd  in  glorious  sheen. 

5  There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there,  from  care  releas'd, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 
The  song  of  them  that  feast. 

6  And  they  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquer'd  in  the  fight, 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

7  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect, 
O  sweet  and  blessed  country 
That  ea  ;ei  hearts  expect. 
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8     Je>us,  in  mercv  bring  us 


Addit'u 


To  that  dear  land  of  rest, 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 
And  Spirit  ever  blest. 


604 


TU2TE  119.       (S.7.) 


ALL  SOULS. 


1  TXALLELUJAH !  song  of  gladness, 
-*-■-  Song  of  everlasting  joy ; 
Hallelujah  !  song  the  sweetest 

That  can  nngel-hosts  employ: 
Hymning  in  God's  holy  presence 
Their  high  praise  eternally. 

2  Hallelujah!  church  victorious, 

Thou  may'st  lift  this  joyful  strain: 
Hallelujah  !  songs  of  triumph 

Well  befit  the  ransom'd  train: 
We  our  song  must  raise  in  sadness, 

While  in  exile  we  remain. 

3  Hallelujah!  strains  of  gladness 

Suit  not  souls  with  anguish  torn; 
Hallelujah!   notes  of  sadness 

Best  befit  our  state  forlorn  : 
1'  r  in  this  dark  world  of  sorrow, 

Wc,  with  tears,  our  sin  must  mourn. 

A  But  our  earnest  supplication, 
Holy  God,  we  raise  to  thee, 
Bring  us  to  thy  blissful  pi 

.Make  us  all  thy  joys  to 

Then  we'll  sing  our  Hallelujah, 

Dg  to  all  ty. 
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605    ItnrsC      (cm.) 


1KEB3KN. 


1  TESU !  the  very  thought  of  thee 
^    With  sweetness  fills  the  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  thy  face  to  see, 

And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2  No  voice  can  sing,  no  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Jesus'  name, 
The  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  0  hope  of  ev'ry  contrite  heart! 

0  joy  of  all  the  meek ! 
To  those  who  fall  how  kind  thou  art! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?     Ah  !  this 

No  tongue  or  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  his  loved-ones  know. 

5  Jesu  !  our  only  joy  be  thou, 

As  thou  our  prize:  wilt  be  ; 
In  thee  be  all  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 


G06     Tunk123.     (G.4.) 

l    TVTEARER,  my  God,  to 

-^    Nearer  to  Thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  r&iseth  me ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
rer,  my  Cod,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  the-- ! 


[UNION. 


Thee, 
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Though  like  a  wanderer, 
The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  come  over  me, 
My  rest  a  stone  ; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


There  let  my  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heav'n; 

All  that  thou  sendest  me 
In  mercy  giv'n ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethels  I'll  raise ; 

S  >  by  my  woes  to  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


And  when  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 
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607      TUNE  39-        (S-M-)  DONCiSTEE. 

1  Tj^OR  ever  with  the  Lord! 
-*-    Amen !  so  let  it  be ! 

Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 
And  immortality ! 

2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  from  him  I  roam, 

Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  hou=^  on  high, 
Home  of  mv  soul!  how  near. 

At  times  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear  ! 

4  Ah!  then  my  spirit  faints 
To  reaeh  the  land  I  love, 

The  bright  inheritance  of  taints: 
Jerusalem  above! 

5  Yet  clonal  wiL  intervene, 
And  all  my  prospect  fl:> 

Like  Noah's  dove  I  flit  between 
Rough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 

G     Anon  the  clouds  depart, 
'1  he  winds  and  waters  cease  : 
While  sweetly  o'er  my  gladden"d  heart 
Expands  the  bow  of  peace  ! 

7     Beneath  its  glowing  arch, 
Along  the  hallow'd  ground, 
I  see  cherubic  armies  march, 
A  camp  of  fire  around. 
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8  I  hear  at  morn  and  even, 
At  noon  and  midnight  hour, 

The  choral  harmonies  of  heav'n 
Earth's  Babel-tongues  o'erpower. 

9  Then,  then  I  feel  that  he, 
Remember'd  or  forgot. 

The  Lord  is  never  far  from  me, 
Though  I  perceive  him  not. 

608    Tune  61.      (uc.)  st.  olav::. 

1  TV"E  sing  the  praise  of  Ilim  who  died, 

Of  him  who  died  upon  the  cross  ; 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride, 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscrib'd  upon  the  cross  we  see 

In  shining  letters,  God  is  love  ; 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 
lie  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

.'3  The  cross !  it  takes  our  guilt  away 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  op; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 
And  sweetens  ev'ry  bitter  cup; 

4  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave, 

And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light, 

5  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 

The  angels'  theme  in  heav'n  above. 


M 


[ 


Additional. 


HYMNS. 


000    Tune  1.      (cm.)  bedfoed. 

1  "V"E  golden  lamps  of  heav'n,  farewell, 

J-    With  all  your  feeble  light; 
Farewell  thou  ever-changing  moon, 
Pale  empress  of  the  night. 

2  And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  array 'd, 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 
No  more  demands  thy  aid. 

;;  Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 
Of  my  divine  abode, 
The  pavement  of  those  heav'nly  courts, 
Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

4  The  Father  of  eternal  light, 

Shall  there  his  beams  display  ; 
Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

5  There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints, 

Shall  in  one  song  unite; 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view, 


With  infinite  delight. 


GIO 


Tune  29.      (cm.) 


IRISH. 


1  rpiIERE  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  i 
-*-    Which  heav'nly  truth  imparts, 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need, 

Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 

2  The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

"Within  us  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book  to  show 
How  God  him!   If  is  found. 
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3  The  moon  above,  the  church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 
Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 

4  The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heav'n ; 

What  are  the  saints  on  earth  ? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given, 
Our  Eden's  happy  birth. 

5  Faith  is  their  fix'd  unswerving  root, 

Hope  their  unfading  flower, 
Fair  deeds  of  charity  their  fruit, 
The  glory  of  their  bower. 


G  The  dew  of  heav'n  is  like  thy  grace, 
It  steals  in  silence  down  ; 
But  where  it  lights,  the  i'avour'd  place 
By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

7  One  name  above  all  glorious  names 
With  its  ten  thousand  tongues, 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs. 

S  The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind, 
Thy  boundless  power  display: 
But  in  the  gentler  brecz::  we  find 
Thy  Spirit's  viewless  way. 

9  Thou  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  sec, 
And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 
(live  me  a  heart  to  find  out  thee, 
And  read  thee  everywhere. 
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611    Tu>-e115.      (p.m.) 


HAEBKIDGE. 


1   f~\  HOLY  Saviour  ;  friend  unseen ! 

^-^    Since  on  thine  arm  thou  bid'st  me  lean, 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  wearying  scene, 
By  faith  to  cling  to  thee. 

•2  Blest  with  this  fellowship  divine, 
Take  what  thou  wilt,  I'll  ne'er  repine, 
E'en  as  the  branches  to  the  vine 

My  soul  would  cling  to  thee. 

3  Far  from  her  home,  fatigued,  opprest, 
Here  she  has  found  her  place  of  rest, 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest, 

"While  she  can  cling  to  thee. 

4  Without  a  murmur  I  dismiss 

My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  consolation  this, 

Each  hour  to  cling  to  thee. 

5  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove, 
With  patient  uncomplaining  love, 

Still  would  I  cling  to  thee. 

6  Oft  when  I  seem  to  tread  alone 

Some  barren  waste,  with  thorns  o'ergrown ; 
Thy  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone, 
Whispers,  "  Still  cling  to  me." 

7  Though  faith  and  hope  may  long  be  tried, 
T  ask  not,  heed  not,  aught  beside; 

How  iafe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied, 

The  souls  that  cling  to  thee. 
520 


HYMNS. 


Ad.. 


8  They  fear  not  Satan  nor  the  grave ; 
They  feel  thee  near  and  strong  to  save ; 
Nor  dread  to  cross  e'en  Jordan's  wave, 

Because  they  cling  to  thee. 

9  Blest  is  my  lot ;  whate'er  befall, 
What  can  disturb  me?  who  appal? 
While,  as  my  Strength,  my  Rock,  my  All, 

Saviour !  I  cling  to  thee. 


612     Tr*E  120-       (6's.) 

1  rpnY  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 
-*-    However  dark  it  be; 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand. 

Choose  out  the  path  for  in  . 

2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  thou  for  me,  my  Go  J, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

3  The  kingdom  that  I  seek, 

Is  thine;  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  thine  ; 
Else  I  must  surely  Btray, 

4  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friend, 

My  ricknesa  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  thou  my  cares  tor  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

5  Not  mine,  not  mine,  the  choice 

In  thin  reat  or  bum 

B    thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 


AEEAy. 
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613     Tune  3.        (u.) 


DEVONSHIRE. 


1 


"V^HO  shall  the  Lord's  elect  condemn? 
"^     "Tis  God  that  justifies  their  souls; 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream, 
O'er  all  their  sins  divinely  rolls. 

2  "Who  shall  adjudge  the  saints  to  hell  ? 
'Tis  Christ  that  suffer'd  in  their  stead ; 
And  the  salvation  to  fulfil, 

Behold  him  rising  from  the  dead ! 

3  He  lives!  he  lives!  and  sits  ahove, 
For  ever  interceding  there  : 

"Who  shall  divide  us  from  his  love? 
Or  what  should  tempt  us  to  despair? 

4  Shall  persecution  or  distress, 
Famine,  or  sword,  or  nakedness? 

He  that  hath  loved  us  bears  us  through. 
And  makes  us  more  than  conquerors  too. 

5  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 
Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  powers  below, 
Shall  cause  his  mercy  to  remove, 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Christ,  our  love. 


614    TuNE  4-      (cm.) 


LONDON   NEW. 


1  U  ING,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord. 

Your  great  deliv'rer  sing  ; 
Pilgrims  lor  Zion'e  city  hound, 
Be  joyful  in  your  king. 

2  Sec  the  fair  way  his  hand  hath  rais'd ; 

How  holy  and  how  plain  ; 
Nor  shall  the  simplest  traveller  err, 
Nor  ask  the  track  in  vain. 


HYMNS.  Addition  1. 

3  A  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on, 
Through  all  the  blissful  road; 
Till  to  that  sacred  mount  you  rise, 
And  see  your  gracious  God. 


615    Tl™E  12L      (d.s.m.) 


BATn. 


1 


r\  WHERE  shall  rest  be  found, 


Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole  : 

The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh ; 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 

Nor  all  of  death,  to  die. 

2  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years, 

And  all  that  life  is  love. 

There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath  ! 
O  what  eternal  horrors  hang 

Around  the  second  death  ! 

3  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 

Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 

And  evermore  undone! 

Here  would  we  end  our  quest; 

Alone  are  found  in  thee 
The  life  of  perfect  love,  the  re  t 

Of  immortality. 
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CLEYEDO>*. 


616    Turns  lia       (8.7.) 

1  f^  OD  is  love,  his  mercy  brightens 
^~  All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens; 

God  is  wisdom ;  God  is  love. 

2  Death  and  change  are  busy  ever, 

Man  decays  and  ages  move  : 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never  : 
God  is  wisdom ;  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour,  that  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  mist  his  brightness  streameth : 
God  is  wisdom ;  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Ev'rywhere  his  glory  shineth, 
God  is  wisdom  ;  God  is  love. 

617      TryE   54'  C11'8-)  GLASBrilY. 

1  rpiIE  Lord  is  our  refuge,  the  Lord  is  our  guide, 
-*-  "We  smile  upon  danger  with  bim  at  our  side, 
The  billows  may  blacken,  the  tempest  increase, 
Though  earth,  may  be  shaken,  his  saints  shall 

have  peace. 

2  A  voice  still  and  small,  by  his  people  is  heard, 
A  whisper  of  peace  from  his  life-giving  word  ; 
A  stream  in  the  desert,  a  river  of  love, 
Flows  down  to  their  hearts  from  the  fountain 

above. 

3  Be  near  us,  Redeemer,  to  shield  us  from  ill, 
Speak  then  butthe  word,  and  the  tempest  is  still: 
Thy  presence  to  cheer  ns,  thy  arm  to  defend, 
A  worm  grows  almighty  with  thee  for  a  friend. 


HYMNS. 


Addith 


The  Lord  is  our  helper:  yc  scorncrs  b:  awed! 
Ye  earth  lings,  be  still,  and  acknowledge  your 

God. 
The  proud  He  will  humble,  the  lowly  defend ; 
O  happy  the  people  with  God  for  a  friend! 


618 


TrxE  21. 


(7.6.) 


SALZBUr.O , 


1  YV"^^-^*  ^ls  sa^vat'on  bringing, 

*  *  To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name  : 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him, 

But,  as  he  rode  along, 
He  bade  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 

2  Then  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

1  lis  love  for  children  still ; 
Though  now  as  King  he  reigncth, 

On  Zion's  heav'nly  hill ; 
We'll  flock  around  his  banner, 

"Who  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  sing  aloud  hosannah  ! 

To  David's  royal  Son. 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeem  r'a  praise 
The  stones,  our  silence  shami:. 

Would  thc>r  hosannaha  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  i 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
N  \  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 
They,  too,  shall  be  the  I 


f 


HYMNS. 


litional. 
6X9      Tu>TE  30.         (3.M.)  PADDXffGTON. 

1  "  ORD,  thou  art  love  divine  ! 
-*-^  I  yield  my  heart  to  thee; 

Fetters  and  darkness  long  were  mine; 
But  grace  has  set  m:  free. 

2  The  Saviour's  blood  is  spilt ; 
The  day  of  mercy  come  : 

The  prodigal  from  shame  and  guilt 

Has  Bought  his  Father's  home. 
0       Thy  work,  O  Lord,  complete ; 

Thy  daily  grace  inr  art ; 
Direct  aright  my  wandering  feet; 

Upsta}'  my  sinking  heart. 
4       Still  let  me  onward  move, 

lie joicing  more  and  more ; 
Till  I  behold  thy  face  above, 

Ami  at  thy  feet  adore. 

620     TuHll28l      (140tii.)         eedemption. 

1  Q  ION,  the  marvellous  story  be  telling, 

^  The  Son  of  the  highest,  how  lowly  his  birth  ! 
The  brighest  archangel  in  glory  excelling, 
He  stoops  to  redeem  thee,  he  reigns  upon 
earth ! 
Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing, 
Jerusalem  triumphs!  Messiah  is  King! 

2  Tell  how  he  cometh,  from  nation  to  nation, 

The  heart-cheering  news  let  the  earth  echo 
round ; 
How  free  to  the  faithful  he  oilers  salvation, 
How    his   people   with  joy  everlasting   arc 
crown'd. 
Shout  the  glad  tidings,  cxultingly  sin   . 
Jerusalem  triumphs !  Messiah  is  King  ! 
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3  Mortals,  your  homage  be  gratefully  bringing, 
And  sweet  let  the  gladsome  hosanna  arise ; 
Ye  angels,  the  full  hallelujah  be  singing; 
One  chorus  resound  through  the  earth  and 
the  skies! 
Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing, 
Jerusalem  triumphs  !  Messiah  is  King  ! 

621    Tune  7.        (cm.)  saul. 

1  TESUS,  exalted  far  on  high, 

**    To  whom  a  name  is  given, — 
A  name  surpassing  every  name 
That's  known  in  earth  or  heav'n. 

2  Before  whose  throne  shall  ev'ry  knee 

Bow  down  with  one  accord  : 
Before  whose  'hrone  shall  ev'ry  tongue 
Confess  that  thou  art  Lord. 

3  Jesus,  who  in  the  form  of  God 

Didst  equal  honour  claim, 
Yet,  to  redeem  our  guilty  souls, 
Didst  stoop  to  death  and  shame; 

4  O  may  that  mind  in  us  be  formed, 

Which  hhone  so  bright  iu  thee; 
A  humble,  meek,  and  lowly  mind, 
From  pride  and  envy  free. 

o  May  we  to  others  stoop,  and  learn 
To  emulate  thy  love  ; 
Bo  shall  we  bear  thine  image  here, 
And  share  thy  throne  above. 

T,27 
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622     Tune  62.      (7's.) 

1  r^LORY  be  to  God  on  high, 

"    God,  whose  glory  fills  the  sky; 
Peace  on  earth  and  man  forgiv'n, 
Man,  the  well-beloved  of  heav'n. 

2  Hail,  by  all  thy  works  ador'd ! 
Hail,  the  everlasting  Lord ! 
All  thy  glories  we  confess, 
Infinite  and  numberless. 

3  Holy  Spirit,  thee  we  own : 
Thee,  O  Christ,  the  only  Son  ! 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain, 
Saviour  of  offending  men. 

4  Praise  the  name  of  God  Most  High  ; 
Praise  him  all  below  the  sky ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heav'nly  host, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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623 


Tune  102.      (7's.) 


DEMMi:.". 


T\7"IIO  are  they,  whose  little  feet, 

'  *     Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 
Xow  have  reach'd  the  blissful  seat, 

They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 
"I  from  Greenland's  frozen  land," 

"I  from  India's  sultry  plain," 
11 1  from  Afric's  barren  sand," 

'•  I  from  Islands  of  the  Ham." 

A.11  our  earthly  journey  past, 
Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 

Here  together  met  at  last, 
At  the  portal  of  the  sky; 


Each  the  welcome  "  Come"  awaits, 
Conqu'rors  over  death  and  sin. 

Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates! 
Let  the  little  travellers  in ! 


624    T™"E  125-       (6.4.) 

1  rpHERE  is  a  happy  land, 
-*-   Far,  far  away, 
"Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh  !  how  they  sweetly  sing. 

"Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  : 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

2  Come  to  this  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away  ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand  ? 

Why  still  delay? 
Oh  !  we  shall  happy  be, 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee  ! 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

.    Ight  in  that  happy  land 

Beams  evi  i  v  i  \ 
Kept  by  a  Fathers  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
On  then  to  glory  run  : 

I  crown  and  kingdom  won; 
1  bright  above  the  sun 
Wo  r^ign  for  aye. 


IDEX. 
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TrxE  27. 


5 


(S.M.) 


CARLISLE. 


6 


"I  EHOVAH,  thee  we  praise, 
**  The  Father  and  the  Son, 
Joined  with  the  Spirit,  fo,<it  of  grace, 
And  own  the  Godhead  one! 


2     Tune  66.  (cm.) 

rPO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
■*"    The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  Lc  evermore. 


YORK. 


3     Tune  50. 


100th  PSALM. 


(L.M.) 

IVTOW  let  united  songs  proclaim 
■*~*    The  glory  of  the  Father's  name, 
The  Son  adore,  the  Spirit  praise, 
One  God  of  everlasting  grace. 


4i    Tune  35.  (7's.) 

Q ING  we  to  our  God  above 
^  Braise  eternal  as  his  love : 
Praise  him  all  ye  heavenly  host, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Tine  72.  (10.11.) 


ALCESTER. 


HANOVER. 


A  LL  trlory  to  God,  the  Father  and  Son, 
-^  And  Spirit  of  grace,  the  great  Three  in  One! 
Let  highest  ascriptions  for  ever  be  given, 
liv  all  the  creation  on  earth  and  in  hcav'n  ! 

►30 


7 


9 


Tune  78.  (8's.)  old  113th. 

"MOW  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
-^    The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  glory  given, 
Through  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known, 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  heav'n. 

Tune  55.  (8.8.6.)  bovey. 

rpO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

-*-  The  God  whom  heav'n's  triumphant  host,  % 

And  saints  on  earth  adore, 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last, 

When  tin:e  shall  be  no  more. 

Tune  67.  (6.4.)  daewell's. 

rpo  God  the  Father,  Son, 
-*-   And  Spirit  ever  blest, 
Eternal  Three  in  One, 

All  worship  be  addrest, 
As  heretofore  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  so  for  evermore. 

Tune  95.  (6.8.4.)  judah. 

/^\UR  songs  Jehovah  bless, 

^  The  Father  and  the  Son, 
With  thee  the  Spirit,  Source  of  grace, 

In  Godhead  One! 

Ere  time  arose,  thy  name 

Was  o'er  the  heav'ns  ador'd, 
So  let  eternal  songs  proclaim, 

Th'  eternal  Lord. 
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10 


Tune  84. 


(8 


■a.) 


TN  highest  strains,  which  earth  can  raise, 
-*-  Now  let  his  church  Jehovah  praise : 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  own, 
One  God,  on  one  eternal  throne : 
As  ages  past  ador'd  his  Name, 
Let  endless  years  his  praise  proclaim. 


Ill 


11 


Tr>-E  31. 


(8.7.4.) 


BICKEEIGU. 


O,  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee : 
AJ  God  the  Father;  God  the  Son  ; 
God  the  Spirit ;  join'd  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne  : 

Endless  praises, 
To  the  three  in  Godhead  One ! 


DOXOLOGIES. 


sriEzs.  12     t^-ve  80.      (tit) 


EVENING. 


T)RAISE  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  How; 
-*-    Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below  ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heav'nly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 


13     Tune  2. 


(6.8.) 


MISSTEI 


pRAISE  God  the  Father,  praise, 
-*-  The  Spirit  and  the  Son  ; 
Your  hearts  and  voices  raise, 
To  bless  the  Three  in  One : 

To  whom  all  praise  and  glory  be, 

In  time  and  in  eternity. 


fi 


Dedicated  by  'Permission  to  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty  the  Queen, 

THE  EUROPEAN  PSALMIST, 
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commonly  used  in  the  Churches  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  ;  also  many  original  Tunes 
composed  for  Peculiar  Metres,  and  a  complete  Collection  of  the  best  Double  and  Single  Chants, 
the  Sanctus,  and  Responses,  by  various  Composers  ;  Short  Anthems,  Introits,  a  Chant  Service, 
i.e.  Te  Deum,  Jubilate,  Magnificat,  and  Nunc  Dimittis,  by  8.  S.  Wesley;  and  a  careful 
Selection  from  the  Chorales,  harmonised  by  Bach,  which  may  be  viewed  as  the  most  charming 
practice  for  all  Choirs.  t 

Amongst  the  Foreign  Tune3,  there  are  many  which  have  never  before  been  published  in 
England  and  which  are  of  the  most  interesting  character,  aud  also  those  which  have  been 
introduced  by  the  great  Masters  in  their  Oratorios  and  other  works. 

The  size  of  the  Work  is  super-royal  octavo,  and  may  be  had  in  either  One  Volume  or  in  Two 
Volumes ;  the  whole  to  consist  of  at  least  Five  Hundred  pages. 

The  whole  collected,  most  carefully  revised,  re-harmonised  (where  necessary),  and  arranged 

for  Four  Voices, Treble,  Alto,  Tenor,  and  Bass, — with  Organ,  Harmonium,  or  Pianoforte 

Accompaniment,  for  Public  or  Private  use.  This  Work  has  been  under  consideration  for  many 
years. 

By  SAMUEL  SEBASTIAN  WESLEY. 

Subscription  Copies,  23s.  ;  or  in  Two  Volumes,  12s.  each.     Price  to  a  Choir,  for  five  copies,  £5. 

Members  of  the  Musical  Profession  and  others  arc  Informed  that  this  large  Collection  is  intended  for 
professional  reference,  and  as  a  standard  work,  containing  the  finest  and  most  useful  Tunes,  rather  than 
as  competitive  for  use  in  connection  with  any  particular  Hymn-Book;  hut  the  Work,  from  the  great 
varietu  of  its  2une»Metres,  will  be  abundantly  useful  in  connection  with  all  Boohs  of  Words  whatsoever. 

Names  of  Subscribers  to  be  addressed,  by  post,  to  John  F.  Shaw  &  Ci  ,    Paternoster 

Row,  London;  or  they  may  besenl  to  the  Autuok,  the  Close,  RTincheaterj  or  to  Novello  &  Co., 
00,  Dean  Street,  Soho,  London.     W, 


PSALMS   AND   HYMNS,  (880). 

Arranged  for  the  Public  Services  of  the  Church 

of  England. 

By  The  Rev,  CHARLES  KEMBLB,  li.A,, 

Wadham  Coll.,   Oxford.     Rector  of  Bath. 

Allow  us  most  respectfully  to  direct  attentiou  to  this  New  Selection  of 
PSALMS  AND  HYMNS  adapted  to  the  Services  of  our  Church,  and 
forming  an  admirable  companion  to  its  beautiful  Liturgy. 

The  general  acceptability  of  the  book  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact, 
that,  since  its  publication  in  July,  1853,  it  has  been  adopted  by  above 
1,000  congregations,  and  4-50,000  copies  have  been  printed. 

It  is  Stereotyped  in  five  different  sized  types. 

The  Price  iS  lOWer  (for  its  size)  than  that  of  any  other 
similar  work. 

It  has  been  appended  to  the  Prayer  Book,  and  may  be  had  in 

all  its  sizes,  in  plain  and  elegant  styles  of  binding. 

The  selling  price  ranges  from  6d.  per  copy  upwards,  according  to  size 
and  binding,  and  the  allowance  of  25  per  cent,  to  the  Clergy,  (on  appli- 
cation direct  to  the  Publishers)  has  always  been  found  sufficient  to  enable 
thorn  to  supply  the  working  classes  and  school-children  either  gratuitously 
or  at  a  very  small  cost,  without  any  expense  to  themselves.  Thus  one  of 
the  strongest  objections  urged  against  a  change  of  hymn-book  is  altogether 
removed. 

To  the  Clergy,  its  excellent  arrangement,  and  copious  indices  of  texts 
and  subjects,  will  be  found  to  be  a  saving  of  valuable  time  j  as  hymns 
can  readily  be  found  to  suit  all  subjects,  and  uniformity  in  the  entire 
service  is  insured. 

It  is  found,  (as  the  Index  for  Sunday  School  Hymns — see  No.  2  and 
No.  30 — will  shew)  that  there  are  in  it  a  sufficient  number  of  Hymns 
suited  for  children;  thus  the  necessity  of  having  two  books  in  use  in  a 
parish  is  obviated. 

All  the  Psalms  and  Hymns  have  a  tune  affixed 

which  can  be  easily  sang  by  the  iv/iolc  Congregation,  great  care  having 

been  exercised  in  avoiding  any  that  may  be  at  all  difficult. 


We  beg  to  invite  your  special  attention  to  the  testimony  of  Bishops, 
and  Clergymen  by  whom  the  book  has  been  used  :  and  we  would  only 
state,  in  conclusion,  that  this  Collection  will  be  found  to  be  most  in- 
valuable either  for  the  Services  of  our  Church,  the  Closet,  the  Sick  bed, 
or  as  a  Pocket  Companion. 


N.B.— Our  usual  course,  in  the  first  supply  of  a  Church, 
is  to  send  to  the  Incumbent  a  sufficient  number  of  copies  in  various  sizes 
and  bindings — (every  copy  is  wrapped  up  separately,  and  to  facilitate  the 
sale  the  price  marked  inside  the  book  and  also  on  the  wrapper  of  each  ;) 
at  the  end  of  a  month  the  unsold  copies  are  returned,  and  the  sold  ones 
paid  for,  deducting  25  per  cent.  (Threepence  on  the  Shilling.)* 

On  receipt  of  Manuscript,  any  similar  Pew  notice  to  those  on  the 
accompanying  specimens,  will  be  printed  and  sent  free  of  charge. 


48,  Paternoster  Row,  London.     B.C. 


JOHN  F.  SHAW  &  Co. 


* 


List  of  Prices  and  Bindings. 


Selling  Price  to 
Price     Clergy 


1  Demy  32mo  Brevier  typo  CLOTH 
1*  ditto        limp       

2  Ditto  sewn  particularly  strong  and  bound 

in  leather  (flexible  back)  this  binding 
is  recommended  for  its  durability  and 
economy  as  being  well  adapted  for  con- 
gregational use  and  has  in  addition  a 
lull  Index  for  Sunday  Schools      

3 fine  paper  strongly  sewn  CLOTH 

red  or  gilt  ed^es 

5 I'll  10  X  ci  I  MOROCCO  red  or  gilt  ed. 

7  COLOURED  CALF       ditto 

8  TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto 

9  Royal  32mo  fine  paper  with  3  In- 
dices CLOTH      1 

9*  Ditto  sewn  particularly  strongand  bound 
in  leather  [flexible  back)  this  binding 
is  recommended  for  its  durability  and 
noiny  as  being  well  adapted  for  con- 

gregational  use   2 

10 line  paper  strongly  sewn  CLOTH 

red  or  gilt  edges 2 

12 FRENCfl   MOROCCO  ditto 2 

u  colour  i;i>  <  IALF      ditto \ 

15 TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto B 

16  Demy  18mo  Small  Pica  type  with 
3  [udicee  CLOTH     

16*  Ditto  sewn  particularly  strong  and  bound 

in  leather  (flexible  back)  this  binding 
is  recommended  for  its  durability  ana 
economy  as  being  well  adapted  for  con- 
gregational USe        

17  —  ditto  (LOTH  red  or  gill  edges    ... 

10 FRENCH   MOROCCO  ditto 

21 COLOURED  calf       ditto 

22 TURKEY  Morocco  ditto 

23  **.oyai  18mo  line  paper  with  8  fa- 

dies  CLOTH  boards  

2.-, FRENCH  MOROl  CO  red  or  gilt  ed. 

27 COLOURED  CALF       ditto 

28 TURKEY  .Morocco  ditto 

30  2imo   Pearl  typo  fine  paper 
limp  cloth       

31  FRENCH  Mount  <  Oredorgilted. 

82  COLOURED  CALF       ditto 

S3 TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto 
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Selling  Pric«  to 
Trice    Clergy 


Bound  with  Common  Prayer  2imo 

34  Pearl  type  ROAN      

35 FRENCH  MOROCCO  red  or  gilt  ed 

37  TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto 

38  Long  Prim.  &  Bourg.  Psalms  FRENCH 

MOROCCO  ditto       

41  TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto 

42  Sml.  Pica  &  Sml.  Pica  Psalms  FRENCH 

MOROCCO  ditto       ,    

45 TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto 


Bound  with  Common  Prayer  and  Bible  2-imo 

46  Bible  Pearl  type-Common  Prayer 
Nonpareil  type  and  Psalms  Pearl  type 
bound  together  KRLNCll  MOROCCO    6    0 

43 ditto  ditto  TURKEY  MOROCCO  10    0 
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TURKEY  MOROCCO  ditto... 


A  New  Edition  with  appropriate 
Tunes  in  one  vol  Royal  8vo  Barmonized 
and  arranged  by  I  > "i i .  B.  B.  Wsslby, 

Organist  \e  of  tne  Cathedral  and  Col- 
lege of  Winchester    

Iiargo  Edition  of  the  Psalms  and 
hymns  Demy  8vo,  in  Pica 
Typo,  adapted  for  the  Communion 
Tablet  /'/'//)/V.and  Reading  /v*/,,  with 
the  names  of  tnreetunee  to  each  Hymn, 

and  more  extensive  and  revised  Indices 

of  Texts,  Subjects.  kc— 

PURPLE  CALF        12 

TURKEY  MOROCCO    14 


li 

6 
9 
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2 
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56 


0    0 
0  10 


The  Halfpenny  Hymn  Book  no 

11  vnins  for  Special  Services— Price  3s  6(/ 

per  LOO    

The  Penny  Hymn  Book  ill  Hymns 

Price  8s.  per  L00 

Ditto  bound  in  limp  cloth  id,  vvlis.  per  LOO 


49  Crown  8vo  Pica  type  cloth  boards  5    0    8    0 

50  FRENCH  MOROCCO  red  or  gilt  ed.    7    6    5    8 


12    0    0    0 
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KEMBLE'S  PSALMS  AND  HYMNS,  (880). 
CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


This  Selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  has,  since  its  publication  in  1853,  been 
introduced,  among  others,  into  the  following  Churches  and  Chapels: — 


ACTON,  Middlesex,  Rev.EDWARDPARRT, 
Domestic  Chaplain  to  the 

LORD  BISHOP  OF  LONDON. 
Abbeston,  Suffolk    ..      ..    Rev.  Robert  James 
Aberavon,  Glamorganshire    —  D.  M.  Evans 
Abercarn,  Monmouth    . .      —  E.  John 
Abertillery,  Monmouthshire  —  D.  Morgan 


Aberystwith 

Aberystwith  School  Eoom 

Abinger 

Achureh,  Oundle 
Aldeburgh,  Suffolk 
Aldeby,  Norfolk 
Allestree,  Derby 


E.  0.  Phillips 


. .      _  J.  ]V.  S.  Powell 

—  Lnvis  F.  Potter 
. .      —  H.T.  Bowler 
. .     _  j.  jr.  Boycott 

—  John  Eullett 

Alton,  Hants —  T.  Woodroffe 

Althorpe,  Notts       . .      . .      —  A.  Charlton 

Arkingarthdale,  Yorkshire     —  A.  K.  MacSorley 

Ashchurch,  Gloucestershire  —  11.  Parr 

Ashill,  Ilmiuster,  Somerset    —  •/.  MicTcleburgh 

Ashted,  Birmingham,  St.  James,  R.  Stephenson 

Askham,  Penrith     . .      . .      —  J.  T.  War! 

Athelhampton  andl  D        t_  g  B   Miles 
Burleston,  J 

Australia,  Sydney,  St. Barnabas — T.  Smith 

Avenbury,  Bromyard,  Hertford  —  J.  Shepherd 

Aylesbury,  Bucks    ..      ..     —  F.  Young 


Bahia,  Bwusili 

Bampton,  Cumberland  . , 
Barford-St.-Martin,  Wilts 
Barkcstonc,  Leicestershire 


C.  G.  Sicolay 
J.  Darling 
(\   Ilinxman 
PP.  L.  Fawke 


Barnsley,Yorkshire,St.John's,  Rev.  W.J.Biader 

Worsborough     —   W.  Banham 

St.  George's        —  R.  E.  Roberts 

St.Paul'sSch.&W-DaySer.—  R.  Nicholson 

Barton-li«Street,  Yorkshire    "\ 

Butter  wick  „  >  —  C.  Hodgson 

Coneysthorpe      „  j 

Barton  Steeple,  Oxfordshire —  W.  Green 

Barton-le-Clay,  Bedfordshire—   W.  Gill 

Barrow,  Chester      . .      . .      —  E.  G.  Arnold 

Barrowhill,  Derbyshire  ..      --  T.  Devine 

Bath.,  Abbey  Church    . . 

St.  James's  . .      •• 

Corn  Street  Chapel 

Old  Widcombe    . . 

St.  Matthew's      ..      — 

Trinity         ..      ..      —  J.  Murray  Dixon 

Queen  Square  Chapel  —  T.  Loughnan 


—  Charles  Kemble 

—  H.  T.  Cavell 

—  J.  Buttanshaw 

—  G.  E.  Tate 


Downside 

United  Hospital  . . 
Battersea,  St.  George's  .. 
Bcccles,  Suffolk 
Beilby  with  Hayton,  York 
Belper,  St.  Peter's  .. 

Heage 

Christ  Church     . . 


—  J}'.  Leay 

—  E.  J.  Wright 

—  B.  Cassin 

—  J  T.  Johnston 

—  T.  Arundell 

—  Robert  Hey 

—  //.  M.  Mossc 
--  S.  Danby 

—  F.  P.  Le  Maitrt 


Berraondsey,  St.  Paul's  . . 
Bt-'thlein  Royal  Hospital  Chapel — 
Bcxley  and    Bexlcy    Heath, 

Kent         —  T.Harding 

Bidborough/Ionbridgc  Wells —   C.  Bigsby 
Bigbury,  Devon       . .      . .      —  T.  Livingston 
Billiugborough,  Lincolnshire —  John  Kunasion 


CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


Islington,  Bedford shire,   Rev.  E.  Bradshaio 


—  R.  Kettle 

—  II.  B.  Bowlby 

—  R.  Pi! son 

—  W.  R.  Ogle 

—  F.  B.  Gourrier 

—  //.  Battiscombe 

—  R.  G.  Lewis 

—  R.  H.  Tillard 

—  J.  Parry 


Binsted,  Alton,  Hants  .. 
Birmingham,  Oldbury  .. 
Birtsmorton,  Tewkesbury 
Bishop's-Teignton,  Devon 
Bisley,  Surrey 
Blackheath,  St.  German's 
St.  John's  . . 
Blakeney,  Norfolk  . . 
Qlakenhill,  St.  Luke's  . . 
3olam,  Newcastle -on-Tyne  —  S.  S.  Meggison 
^onchurch,  Isle  of  Wight  —  J.  G.  Gregory 
'Jonnington  and  Bilsington, 

Kent —  M.  Cameron 

Gottesford,  Nottingham..      —  F.  Norman 
']rabourne,  St.  Mary      ..      —  J.  Brothers 

Monk's  Horton  — 

Bradford,  St.  Stephen's         —  T.  A.  Slowell 

..    Girlington,  St.  Philip's—   T.K.Allen 
Bradford,  Yorkshire,  St.  Luke's,  Thos.  R.  Flynn 

St.  Thomas's,  R.  Donagan 
Bradley,  Ashborne,  Derbyshire,  F.  Thomas 
Brailes,  Shipston-on-Stour    —  T.  Smith 
Bransgore,     Chris  tchurch, 

Hants       —  T.M.  Macdonogh 

Brathay,  near  Ambleside       —  S.  P.  Boutjlower 
Breedon,Ashby-de-la-Zouch  —  J.  G.  Mallinson 
Brccdon,  Leicestershire         —  Robert  Martin 

"Worthington  ..      —  J.  Bean 
Bretherton,Chorley,Lancash —  R.  W.  King 


:-with-  "\ 
unton,  > 
->  ) 


—  Melville  L.  Lee 

—  W.  G.  Frit  chard 

—  W.  de  Quetteville 

—  W.  Bruce 

—  II.  C.  Bruce  . 

—  Thomas  C.  Price 


Bridport,  St.  Mary's 

Brignall,  Yorkshire 

Brinkworth,  Wilts 

Bristol,  St.  James' 

St.  Peter's     . . 
St.  Augustine's 

St.  Mary-le-port  —  5.  A.  Walter 
St.  Matthias  —  R.  C.  Rowley 

St.Bartholomew's —   W.  Bruce 
St.  Michael,  Two 
Mile  Hill         ..      ..     —  W.  II.  Sage 
Kingswood     ..      —   W.  Sandford. 
Eoyal  Infirmary   -  -   W.  II.  Sage 
Bedminstcr.St.Lukc's,  1).  A.  Doudney 
Northstoko     ..      —  E.  llarman 
Warmley       ..     —  T.  II.  Howard 
fc't.  Andrew's. Cliewstoko,  W,  P.  Wail 


Brompton     Patrick-with- 
Brompton     -    Huntoi 
Bedale,  Yorkshire, 

Bronington      -  J.  R.  Fchliu 


Rev.  Hugh  Rigg. 


Builth,  Breconshire 


—  R.  LZ.  Harrison 


Bulkington,  Nuneaton  . .      —  R.  Potter 
Burton  Cherry,  Beverley      —  Robert  Sioann 
Burton  Latimer      ..      ..      —  Thomas  Bartlett 
Bury,  Lancashire,  St.  Paul's  —  /.  Walker 


Canada  West  t  Diocese  op  Hueox. 
Used  in  most  of  the  Churches  in  this  Diocese. 

Toeonto. 
Cathedral  Church   of  St. 

James Rev.  H.  J.  Grasseit 

Cemetery  Church       . .     —  S.  Boddy 
Trinity —  A.  Sansum 

Ontaeio. 
Portsmouth,  St.  John's,  Rev.  F.  Dobbs 
Kingston,  St.  James's,    —  R.  Rogers,  R.  Bean 
CamberweU, Camden  Ch. —  Daniel  Moore 

Camden  Lie.  Sch.  R. 

..     St.Matthew'sLic.Sch.R.  S.  Bridge 
Cadoxton,  Cardiff  . .      . .      —   W.  Morgan 
Caldbcck,  Cumberland  . .      —  /.  Thwaytes 

Calne,  Wilts —  Canon  Guthrie 

Canterbury,  Upper  Hardres  —  E.  S.  Lumsdaine 
Stelling . . 

Carlton-in-Lindrick,    Work- 
sop, Notts        . .      . .      —  C.  G.  Smith 

Cascob,  Radnorshire      . .      —  J.  R.  Lewis 

Cerne  Abbas,  Dorset      ..      —   //'.  //.  Da  vies 

Chapcl-le-dale,  Yorkshire       —  E.  Smith 

Chapel-in-the-Frith,  Peak 

Forest        —  W.  P.  Rigge 

Charminster,  Dorset       . .      —  C.  Tucker 

Chatham,  St.  Paul's        . .      —  A.  T.  Edwardt 

Chelsea,  Park  Chapel     . .      —  C.  J.  Goodhari 

Cheshunt,  Parish  Church      —  J.  G.  Faith  full 

Chester,  Christ  Church  ..      —  R.  D.  Thomas 

Chichester,  St.  Peter's    ..      —  G  Braiihwait 

Merston       ..     --  R.  Chambers 

Child's  Wickham,  Broadway —    W.  Hartley 

Markott      —  T.  II.  Howard 

Chilthornc,  Yeovil,  Somerset—  W.  T.  Dixon 

Chin  i,  Seaman'*  Ch.  Shangai,  W.  J.  Pomatt 


CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


Clapham,  Surrey,  Trinity  Rev.   W.  K.   W.  A. 

Boicyer 
St.  Paul's  . .      —  E.  S.  Greville 
St.  John's  . .      —  &  R.  Cattley 
Christ  Church  —  Bradley  Abbott 
All  Saints  —  J.  Scott 

Clapton,  Clevedon,  Somerset  —  //.  I.  Marshall 

Clareborough,  St.  Saviour's, 


—  J.  W.  K.  Disney 

—  T.  Woodman 

—  //.  Gamble 

—  T.  Blackburne 

—  R.  H.  Tillard 

—  G.  Coleby- 

—  H.  Caddell 


Notts        

Claypole,  Notts       . . 

Clifton 

Clotliall,  Baldock,  Herts 

Cockthorpe,  Norfolk 

Colby,  North  Walshana 

Colchester,  St.  Peter's    . 

Coleford,      Gloucestershire, 

St.  Saviour's    ..      ..      —  W.  H.  Taylor 

Colwinstone,  Glamorganshire —  T.  Jones 

Conisholme,Louth,Lincolnsh.     W.  Malpass 

Coulston,  East        . .      . .      —  E.  C.  Deshon 
Copt  Oak  Church,  with  the 

Oaks,  Leicestershire        —  /.  T.  Foster 

Cratfleld,  SufFolk     . .      . .      —  M.  F.  Dudgeon 
Crockham,  Kent     ..      ..      »-  R.  Vincent 
Crux  Easton,  Newbury  . .      —  /.  Bagge 
Cul worth,  Northamptonsh.  —  C.  Hill 
Cundall,     with      Norton-le- 

Clay,  Yorkshire       . .     —  S.  Gray 
Cwmbran,  Monmouth    ..     —  J.  T.  Clarice 


Dagenham.  Essex  .. 
Darfield,  All  Saints 

Wombwell  Church 
Houghton  Church 
Dauntsey,  Malmsbury    . . 
Deal,  St.  George's  .. 
Deerhurst,    Gloucestershire, 

Apperley 
Deeping,  Lincolnshire,  St. 

James's — 

Delamere,  Chester  . .      . .      — 

Derby,  St.  Michael's       . .      — 

Darley  Abbey      . .      — 

Qimrndon     ..      ..      — 

Christ  Church  School — 

Derwen,  Corwen     . .     . .     — 


R.  Bewick 
E.  B.  Cooke 
B.  Charlesworth 
H.  Clayforth 
W.  E.  Ehoell 
H.  II.  Dombrain 

—  G.  Butterworth 


J.  George 

W.  D.  Fox 

J.  Erskine  Clarke 

~E.  J.  Jones 

II.  Cheetham 
R.  M.  Mason 
J.  C.  Davies 


Dorchester,  Martin's  Town, 
Long  Breedy 

Dorking,  St.  Paul's 

Dover,  Trinity 
Dowdeswell,  Gloucestershire 
Drayton,  Somerset  . . 
Drayton-in-Hales,Shropshir 
Drax,  Yorkshire 
Dunkeswell,  Honiton,  Devc: 
Dunstable,  Bedfordshire 
Dunston,  Lincolnshire   .. 
Durston,  Somerset. . 
Duxford,  St.  Peter's 
St.  John's 
Dymchurch,  Kent  . . 


Rev.  Edward  Ludlow 

—  L.  Foot 

—  W.  B.  Calvert 

—  II,  J.  Wccd7iousc 

—  TF.  ii.  C.  Eogers 

—  W.Alfori 

3 —  Gec.'qe  Clate 

—  S.  II.  Hupcr 
.—  R.  Croix 

—  Frederick  Hose 

—  VF.  Crofts 

—  T.  J.  Built* 

—  IF.  H.  Market 

—  F.  H.  Margetis 

—  C.  Cobb 


East  Donyland,  Essex   — 

East  Grinstead  ..  ..  — 
East  Tistead,  Hampshire 
Ellesmere  Port,  Cheshire  — 
Elmsett,  Hadleigh,  Suffolk  — 
Elsecar,  Eotherham  . .  — 
Elsenham,  Essex 
Epsom  Church  . .  . .  — 
. .  Clayhill,  Christ  Churol  1— 
Erith,  Kent,  All  Saints  . . 
Eskdale,  Witham 
Evedon,  Sleaford,  Lincoln 


V.  M.  Tor  'iano 
John  IV.  H  ir wood 
F.  M.  Cunmngham 
T.  Iruin 
W.  H.  MoVneu.i 
S.  Hodge* 
Sparks  Byirs 
B.  B.  BocUtt 


J.  II.  Bern  iv 

J.  W.  WWmm 

E.  Foliar  J 


Fangfoss,  Yorkshire  . .      —  R.  Taylor 
Farmhurst,      Haslemere, 

Surrey      

Farncombe,  Surrey..      ..      — 
Farnley,  Leeds 

(New)        ..      ..      — 
Farnworth,  Warrington  . 

Farsley,  Leeds 

Festiniog,  Carnarvon  . ,  — 
Fcwston,  Otlcy,  Yorkshire  — 
I  uhgnavd,  Pembroke  ..  — 
Fordhani,  Cambridgeshire  — 
France.  Koucn  (English  Chc\y), 
Frickloy-cum-Clayton  ..  — 
Friczland,  Kochdale,  Y<?T'* 
FvlicKl,  {rcsex. . 


E.  H.  Marti*:. 
■  C.  R.  Dalles 
John  El  is  on 
A.  Armitagt 
W.  Jeff 
P.  J.  JLTi!  iin$ 
R.  Killxt 
J.  Gwytlsr 
IF.  Botriimd 
J.  Bill 

s.  d.  a  c  u 

n.  im* 

G.  }*nm    i 
H.  tt  If  i 


'    . 
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CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


GawCOtt,  Backs..      ..Bev.  T.  C.  Whitehead 
Garveston,  Norfolk..      ..     —  F.  L.  J.  Valpy 
Gateshead  Durham : — 


Trinity 

St.  Cuthbert's., 
St.  Edmunds  ., 
Gateshead  Fell 


F.  Prest 


—  A.  F.  Ford 

—  J.  C.  Fdwards 

—  W.  H.  Bond 

—  B.  Bingham 


Gloucester,    St.   Matthew 

Twigworth 
Goadby,  Leicester  . . 

Goldington,  Beds 

Gosport,  St.  Matthew's  . . 

Trinity      . .      . .      —  ■ 

Graham's  Town,  South  Africa     Bishop  of 

(Br.  Cotter  ill)  850  copies 
Grappenhall,  Warrington 
Latchford . . 
Great  Bud  worth,  Cheshire 
Great  "Warley,  Brentwood 
Grimston,  Norfolk  . . 


—  T.  Greenall 

—  J.  Wright 

—  8.  H.  Ccoke 

—  T.  H.  Bunlury 

—  J.  Rowlands 


Halifax,  Salterhebble . . 
Huron,  West  Canada.. 

Hailsham,  Sussex    .. 
Hamblcton,  Lancashire  . . 
Hambledon,  Rutlandshire     — 
Harapstead,  St.  Saviour's       — 

St.  John's  . . 
Handler,  Salisbury. . 
Happisburg,  North  Walsham — 
Harby,  Leicestershire     . .      — 
IJarsley,  East,  Yorkshiro       — 
Haslingfield,  Cambridge. 
Haslington,  Lawton,  Cheshire, 
Hatherleigh,  N.  Devon  . .      — 

Haverfordwest — 

Hatfield  Broad  Oak,  Holy 

Trinity      — 

Hawkesbury,  Chippenham     — 
Haxey,  Lincolnshire        . .      — 
Hcighingtcn,  Darlington       — 
Hcmington,  Oundle,  North- 
amptonshire    . . 
Hcmington- with-IIardington, 

Somerset 

ITenham,  Essex 
Hidley,  Wigan  . 


J.  H.  Warneford 
Lord  Bishop  of, 

4256  copies 
G.  G.  Harvey 
W.  Hough 
T.  Davidson 
J.  P.  Fletcher 
J.  Kirhnan 
A.  Anstey 
James  Slater 
M.  O.  Norman 
J.  W.  Steele 
G.  C.  Clements. 
C.  White 
J.  Phelps 
J.  H.  A.  Phillips 

W.  C.  Bullen 
W.  II.  Boothhy 
C.  J.  Hawkins 
ir.  Beckett 


-  F.  Johnson 

C.  J.  Down 
A-  H.  Bellman 
P.  Jones 


Higham,  Kent,  St.  John's   Bev.  C.  Cay 


—  H.  Long 

—  T.  J.  Avard 

—  C.  F.  Childe 

—  W.  B.  Stately 

—  2f.  J.  Baven 

—  B.  J.  McGhee 

—  J.  Connell 

—  Thos.  Griffith 


Hilperton,  Wilts  .. 
Hinckley,  Trinity  .. 
Holbrook,  Ipswich 

Holden,  Kent 

Holme-next-the-Sea 
Holywell,  St.  Ives 
Homerton,  St.  Barnabas 
Eam's  Chapel 

Hooe,  Sussex •  N.  Maning 

Hope,  Hanley,  Trinity    . .      —  S.  Fisher 
Houghton,  Norfolk. .      . .     —  J.  H.  Broome 
Houghton,  Carlisle,  St.  John's    J.  Buck 
H.M.S.  Gibraltar  ..      ..      —  F.  LZamman,  Chap 
Hucclecote,  Gloucestershire  —  S.  F.  Bond 
Iluddersfield,  Holmfirth. .      —  B'  F.  Leach 
Meltham  Mills  —  F.  C.  Ince 
. ,       . .      Milnbridge         —  J.  Jones 
Hunrnanby,  Scarboro',  York- 
shire       —  B.  M.  Taylor 

Hunstantworth,  Blacbland,  W.  H.  Simmonds^L.D. 


Ipswich,  St.  Clement..      "I 
St.  Helen    . . 


Ireland,  Dublin,  Harold's 
Cross  Church 


Harold's  1 
J 

. .    Ballinamore,  Leitrim     — 

. .    Killochonnigan,  Balliver — 

. .    Kinlough — 

Ipplcdon,  Devon     . .      . .      — 

Isle  of  Wight,  West  Cowcs    — 

Cansbrooke    . .      — 

. .    Northwood,  Cnrisbrookc — 

. .      . .     St.  Peter's,  Ryde  — 

St.  Lawrance..     — 

West  Cowes,  Trinity, 

Islington,  St.  Michael's  (Temp), 


W.  W.  Wodehouse 

W.  B.  Askin 

D.  0.  Ftough 
0.  T.  Dobbin,i.LD 
W.  Ashe 

B.  Harris 
F.  Silver 
F.  D.  Scott 
S.  Seaman 

F.  M.  Cunningham 

C.  Levingston 
S.  E.  Bond 
L.  B.  Ayre 


Jamaica,  West  Indies,  Clarendon,  J.  Cork 

Chichester  Rample      —  J.  S.FarquJi arson 
Gilnock        ..      ..     —  C.  J.  Douet 
Surrey,  St.  Thomas 

in  tho  East       . .     JL.IU,  F.  Macdermont 


Kendal,  St.  Georgo's  . .      —  F.  Gabriel 
King6do\vn,  Dover,  St.  George's,  B.  Charlton 


CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


Kirby,  Colchester    . .     . .  Bev.  W.  L.  Coxhead 
Kirby  Ravensworth,  York.     —  F.  Whitfield 
Kirby- Wharfe,  Yorkshire 
Kirk  Arbory,  Isle  of  Man 
Kirk  Oswald,  Cumberland 
Knockholt,  Kent    .. 


—  B.  Wilton 

—  J.  Qualtrough 

—  John  Best 

—  J.  Kail 


—  W.  S.  Trout 

—  F.  A.  Gardiner 

—  L.  Tugwell 

—  J.  F.  Lingham 

—  C.  Green 

—  /.  B.  Starey 


Lakenheath,  Suffolk 

Ladgate,  Todmorden 
Lambeth,  St.  Andrew's 
. .      St.  Mary's  . .      .  • 
. .     Verulam  Chapel. . 

St.  Thomas1 
. .     St.  Thomas'  (Temp.) 
St.  Stephen's  (Temp.) 
Stockwell,  St.  Michael's,  H  Thompson 

. .   Dorset  Street  Koom 

Stockwell  Chapel. .      —  J.  Wallis 
. .     Stockwell,  St.  Stephen's-  G.  H.  Tidcombe 

Brixton,  St.  Matthew's,  N.  A.  Garland 
, .     North  Brixton,  Christ  ChM  J.M.  C.  Hussey 

S.  Kennington,  St.  Barnabas,  G.  S.  Drew 
. .     Up.Tulse  Hill,Holy  Trinity,  J.  TV.  Watson 
..     Norwood,  St.  Luke's  —  J.  W.  Lester 
Laister  Dyke,  Bradford,  York —  G.  Collins 
Lapford,  Devon        ..      ..      —  J.  Tickers 
Leake,  Boston,  Lincolnshire  —  H.  Barfoot 
Leamington,  Warneford  Hospital,  J.  P.  Arnold 
Legbourn,  Louth,  Lincoln.     —  H.  J.  Overton 
Lewknor,  Oxon 
Lichfield,  St.  Chad..      . 
Lingfield,  Surrey    .. 
Linstead,  Suffolk     . . 
Liverpool,  Toiteth  Park  —  W.  Clementson 
New  Brighton,  St.  James'  B.  B.  Foicell 
Birkenhead,  St.  James's   George  Burnett 

Trinity   —  J.  T.  Daylee 
St.  Columba..      ..      —   Wray  B.  Hunt 
St.  Stephen's       ..      — F.  P.  Hodgins,  T>.D. 
Melling        . .      . .      —  J.  K.  Glazebrook 
St.  Aidan's  College   —  Br.  Baylee 
Llandwrog,  Carnarvon  ..      —  B.  Morgan 
Llanelly,  St.  Paul's,  Carmar.—  B.  F.  Williams 
Llanfair,  Harlech    ..      ..      —  W.  Mason 
Llanhennock,  Caerlon,  Mon. —  W.  Powell 
Llaniahen,  Cardiff  . .     • .     —  T.  Bees. 


—  W.  II.  Freemantle 

—  John  Graham 

—  James  Fry 

—  J.  Matthews 


Llanthewy-Skirrid,  Abergav.  Bev.  J.  Farquhar 
Llanwarne,  Herefordshire  —  W.  B.  Mynors 
London,  Covent  Grarden, 

St.  Paul's        . .     . .     —  E.  Hutton 
. .     Bayswater,  St. Matthew's  C.  Smalley 
..     Dalston,St.Mark's(Temp.)  W.  Y.  Boolie- 
. .     Fitzroy  Chapel    . .     —  B.  Parrott 
Haggerstone,  St.  Mary's,  J.  Boss 
Kingsland,  All  Saints —  A.  M.  Myers 
Marylebone,  St.Thomas,  H.  J.  Lamsden 
Pentonville,  St.  James's,  A.  L.  Courlnay,  d.d 
Spitalfields,  Christ  Ch.,  John  Patte&on 
..     St.  Giles-in-East,  St. 

Matthew's    . .      —  T.  Richardson 
King  Sq.,  St.  Barnabas,  A.  Ward 
West  Ham  . .      . .     —  A.  J.  Bam 
Bloomsbury,  Bedford 

Church    . .      . .      —  C.  T.  Pizey 
Curtain    Boad,    St. 

James's     . .     . .     —  J.W.  MarTcwell 
Clerkenwell,  St.  James's  A.  S.  Herring 
BethnalGr., St. Matthias,  J.  Swinbourne 
. .      Pimlico,  St.  Peter's     —  W.  B.  Veitch 
Bow,  St.  Stephen's     —  B.  Parnell 
Long  Whatton,  Leicestershire,  B.  Mann 
Longhor,  Carmarthenshire    —  J.  P.  Jones 

Loose,  Kent      —  B.  Boys 

Louth,  Trinity —  B.  W.  WoUeley 

Lowton,  Warrington      . .      —  T.  Forster 

St.  Mary's  . .      —  T.W.S.  Simpson 

Ludgvan,  Cornwall..      ..      —  B.J.  Harrison 
Lydgate,  Todmorden      . .      —  F.  A.  Gardiner 
Lydney,  Gloucester,  St.  Marj's  B,  Philpot 
Lytchett  Minster,  Poole,  Dorset,  F.  P.  Blunt 


Maidstone,  St.  Philip's     —  I.  C.  Mattheuv 

Madeley,  Shropshire       . .      —  G.  F.  Tate 

Malta,  Protestant  College. 

Manchester,  St.  Jude's     —  J.  McCartie 
Chorlton,  St.  Luke's    —   W.  A.  Barby 
Oldham  Eoad,  St.  Peter's,  F.  W.  Davis 
Pendleton,  St.  George's,  S.  Morley 
St.  Catherine's     ..     —  A.  Haworth 
Walkden      ..      ..      —  Geo.  Whitlock 
Ramsbottom        ..      —  I.  H.  Butcher 
Chorlton,  St.  Saviour's —  F,  Birc) 


' '  ■' 
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CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


-Manchester,  All  Souls,  Ancoats,  Rev.  C.  B.  Holder 
Mansfield,  Notts,  St.  John's  —  J.  T.  Brameld 
Manton,  Kutland    . .      . .      —  R.  G.  Anderson 
Harden,  Hereford  . .      . .  "  —  T.  F.  Layng,  d.d. 
Mareham,  Lincolnshire  . .      —  William  Sharp 
Mareham-le-Fen,  Lincolnsh.  —  W.  Sharpe 
Mayland,  Essex       . .      . .      —  J.  Badger 
Merston,  Chichester       . .      —  R.  Chambers 
Metton,  Koughton,  Norfolk  —  W.  K.  Belts 
Minster,  Sheppy    . .      . .      —  W.  R.  L.  Bennett 
Mithian,  Cornwall,  St.  Agnes —  A.  Lord 
Monkswood,  Monmouth        —  £.  C.Baker 
MountainAsh, Aberdare,S.Wales,  W.  Williams 
Mountfield,  Sussex        ..      —  R.  Marqesson 
Monkton,  Cambridge     ..      —  F.  Pocock 
Mortlake  (2  Churches)  . .      —  J.  Manley 
Mumby,  Alford,  Lincolnshire — J.  B.  Travers 


Naseby,  Northamptonshire,  James  Jones 
Newcastle-on-Tyne,  All  Saints,  Walter  Irvine 

Jesmond  Ch.  —  Berkley  Addison 
Newchurch,  Eadnorshire      — *  J.  B.  Byers 
Newhall,  Burton-on-Trent  —  W.  II.  Marker 
New  Seaham,  Sunderland    —  W.  A.  Scott 
New  Swindon,  Wilts     ..      —  G.  Campbell 
Newington     Bagpath     and 

Kingcote —A.G.Cornwall 

Norbiton,  Kingston,  St.  Peter's,  R.  Holberton 
North  Curry,  Taunton  . .      —  W.  G.  Gibson 
North  Shields  (Sailors'  Temp.)  T.  Featherstone 
Nottingham,  St.  Luke's. .     —  H.  C.  Daniel 

. .  County  Chapel  —  E.  Rogers 


Oxford,  St.  Aldate's  .. 
Oakridge,  Stroud    .. 
Old  Hutton,  Kendal      .. 
Osbournby,  Lincolnshire 
Overton-with-Tetley,  Hants 


WM.  Christopher 
0.  Heywood 
J.  Richardson 
J.  Pearson 
J.  C.  Hawkins 


Paglesham,  Kochford,  Essex,  G.  F.  W.  Wallis 
Parr,  St.  Helen's,  Lancash.    —  A.  A.  Nunn 
Patterdale,  Penrith         . .     —  W.T.  Roolce 
Penally,  South  Wales     . .      —  John  Hughes 
Penn  Street,  near  Amersham —  Alfred  S.  Butler 


::}- 


Perrith,  Cumb.  Christ  Ch.  Rev, 

Petworth,  St.  Mary's      ..  — 

Pickering,  Yorkshire      . .  — 

Pickwell,  Oakham  .. 

Plymouth,  Trinity, 
Mariner's  Church 

East  Stonehouse 

Christchurch. . 

Plumstead,  St.  Margaret's 

Plungar,  Leicestershire 

Poole,  Dorset,  St.  James 

Poplar,  Christ  Church   .. 

Portswood,  Southampton, 

Christchurch   . .      . . 

Potter'sBar,Herts,St.  John's 

Preston,  near  Yeovil 

Pulloxhill,  Beds      . .      . . 


/.  R.  Wood 
C.  Holland 
G.  A.  Cockbum 
R.  Lovett 

F.  Barnes 

W.  H.  Nantes 
W.  C.  Bullen 
Wm.  Acworth 
W.  M.  Hutton 
A.  Wilkinson 
W.  J.  Caparn 

G.  S.  Fitzgerald 
H.  G.  Watkins 
J  N.  Lenth. 

W.  Harker 


Queen-Charlton,  near 

Bath         ••     .. 
Queen  Camel,  Somerset 


■G.D.W.Ommanney 
•  R.  C.  Langdon 


Hamsgate,  Christ  Church  —  T.  Hart  Davis 
Kadford,  Semele,  Somerset    —  W.  R.  Davies 
Rainford,  Prescot,  Lancas.    —  Samuel  Cavan 
Retford,  Notts,  St.  Saviour's  —  J.  W.  K.  Disney 
Ridlington,  Rutlandshire      —  C.  R.  Hay 
Risca,  Monmouth  . .      . .     —  W.  Phillips 
Roche,  St.  Austell,  Cornwall —  R.  F.  Gardiner 
Rochester,  St.  Nicholas         —  W.  Conway 
Romford  Union  Chapel . .      —  G.  Bailey 
Romsey,  Abbey  Church 
Rotherham  Parish  Church 

Kimberworth      . . 
. .     Went  worth 

Swinton 
Rothwell  and  Orton,    Nor- 
thampton       . .     . .     —  R.  Morton 
Ruckinge,  Ashford,  Kent      —  W.  B.  Staveley 
Rudbaxton,  Pembrokeshire  —  W.  Adley 
Runcorn,  Trinity    ..      ..      —  John  Booker 
Ruport's  Land,  Red  River,  St.  Paul's 

St.  Andrew's       ..      —  Archd.  Hunter 

St.  John's    ..      ..     —  Archd.  Cochran 

St.  Peter's    ».      i. 
..     Assiniboine,  St.  James's,  W.  11.  Taylor 
. .     Headingley,  Trinity  —  Thos.  Cochran 


—  E.  L.  Berthon 

—  R.  Mosley 

—  P.  L.  Sandberg 

—  J.  S.  Upton 

—  J.  Levett 


CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION. 


Rushall,  Norfolk     ..      ..   Rev.  Robert  Cooper 
ltusholrne,  Manchester,  Tri- 
nity        —  H.  T.  Veness 


Calford,  Warwickshire       —  5".  E.  Garrard 
Sandhurst,  Kent      . .      . .      —  G9  Ridov.t 
Scotby  Church,  near  Carlisle —  J.  McAlister 
Seacombe,  Wallasey,  Cheshire,  Edw.  Roberts 
Seaton,TTppingham,Ruthnd  —  W.  Purdon 
Seavington,     St.    Mary's, 

Ilminster —  E.  T.  Hoare 

3emperingham  with  Pointon, 

Lincolnshire     . .      . .     —  J.  C.  K.  Saunders 
Shackerstone,  Leicestershire  —  Edw.  Robinson 
Sheffield,  the  Parish  Church,  Rev.  Thos.Sa!?,T>.Ti. 
lion.  Canon  of  York  and  Rural  Dean 
£t.  James's  ..      ..    Rev.  Thomas  Best 
Eccleshall     . .      . .      —  E.  Newman 
S.  Mary's     ..      ..      —   W.  Wilkinson 
St.  Thomas's,  Crookes —  C.  G.  Coombe 
St.  Jude's     . .      . .      —  <?,  Sandford 
..      St.  Matthew's      ..      —  J.  F.  Whiltt/ 
Trinity  Church,  Wicker,  John  Aldous 
St.  Stephen's       . .      —  J.  Burbridge 
..      St.  Mark's   ..      ..      —  T.  Sale 

St.  Simon's  . .      . .      —  J.  Battersby 
Cemetery  Church 
Dyer's  Hill  Room 
. .      The  Infirmary  Chapel—  T.  Smith 


Bolsterstone 
. .     Wadsley 

Attercliffe  . . 
Shermanbury,  Sussex 
Sheinton,  Oxford  .. 
Shidfield,  Hants      . . 


—  John  Bell 

—  F.  C.  Morton 

—  C.  T.  Wilkinson 

—  J.  31.  Glubb 

—  P.  Bailey 

—  W.  Bray 


Shipton  Moync,  Gloucester  —  T.  G.  Gob'ghllg 
Shrewsbury,  St.  Michael's     —  R.  G.  Young 
Shrigley,  Macclesfield     ..      —  /.  Sumner 
Sierra  Leone,    Freetown   late    Vt.    Rev.    Dr. 

Wc  Is  (Bishop),  3700  copies 
Silton,  Dorset         . .      . .    Rev.  W.  II.  Shorland 
Sissinghurst,  Staplehurst       —   W.  Peterso.i 
Smyrna        ..      ..         W.  B.  Lewis^Chaplain) 

(English  ChapeT)     —  J.F.  Wal 
Southampton,  St.  James's    —  W.  II.  White 
..     Holy  Trinity       ..      —  A.  B.  Burton 


—  J.  X.  Griffin 

—  T.  Harrison 

—  R.  C.  C.  Barclay 

—  T.  W.  Cockell 


South  Africa,  Port  Elizabeth, 

Algca  Bay,  Trinity  Rev.  W.  A.  Robinson 
St.  Paul's      ..      ..      —  J.  Brooks 

Queen's  Town     . .      —  E.  P.  Green 
South  war  k,  St.  Jude's     —  F.  Cruse 
..      St.  Paul's     ..      ..     —  T.L.Howlett 

St.  John's,  Horsleydown,  H.  Vachell 
Southwick,  Sunderland  ..      —  W.  R.  Archdale 
Spring  Grove,  St.  Mary's 
Stafford,  Christ  Church 
Stalmine,  Lancashire 
Stanford  Dingley,  Eeading 
Stantonbury,  Stony  Stratford —  C.  P.  Cotters 
Stanton,  Shrewsbury      ..      —  W.  Blackley 
St.  Dennis,  Cornwall      ..      —  J.  Glynn  Childs 
St.  Harmon's,  Radnorshire   —  J.  B.  Evans 
St.Helen's,Lanc.St.Thomas's —  W.  A.  Mocatta 
St.  Wenn,  Bodmin,  Cornwall —  S.  Rashleigh 
Stockport,  Cheshire        . .      —  T.  B.  Wrenford 
Stonham-Aspall,  Suffolk        —  C.  Shorting 
Stiadbroke,  Suffolk..      ..      —  J.  C.  Byle 

Stretton  -  on  -  Dunsmore, 

Coventry..     ...      ..     —  H.  Wybroto 

Sturton,  Notts         ..      ..     —  W.  Smithson 

Surrey  County  Lunatic  Asylum 

Chapel 
Sutton  Hereford,  St.  Michael —  T.  L.  Allen 
Sutton  Bonington,  Notts       —  Robert  Meek 

St.  Ann's  —  J.  F.  Bateman 
Sutton  Montis,  Ilchester       —  W.A.S.  Robertson 
Swanage,  Dorset     ..     ..     —  D.  Travers 


Taddington,  Derbyshire  - 
Tatsfield,  Surrey  ..  ..  — 
Tean, Stafford,  Christ  Church- 
Tetsworth,  Oxfordshire  .. 
Thornham,  Lynn  ..  ..  — 
Thorganby,  Yorkshire  ..  — 
Thornton,  Market  Bosworth— 
Bagworth  ..  — 
Thurrock,  Gray's,  Essex  - 
Tickhil),  Yorkshire  . .  - 
Tintinhull,  Somerset  ..  — 
y,  Oxfordshire  . .  — 
Tit  sot,  Surrey  ..      ..      - 

Tockholcs,  Blackburn     ..      — 
Toft,  KnutsLrd 

B    I 


James  Parker 
George  Taylor 
I.  H.  Buck 
C.  Hughes 
T.  J.  Cooper 
Canon  Jefferson 
S.  Adams 


C.  Theobald 

C.  Bury 

W,  M.  Smith 

J.  W.  Peers 

A.  Crowdy. 

C.  Hughes 

T.  II.  Edwards 


•  i  I 
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CHURCHES  USING  THIS  SELECTION, 


Tonbridge  Wells,  Trinity, 

St.  John's  — 
Tonbridge    ..         ..      ..     — 

Tong  Street,  Burstall,Yorks. — 
Tortworth,  Earl  Ducie's 

Chapel — 

Tottington,  Norfolk  . .  — 
Treborough,  Taunton  . .  — 
Trusthorpe,  Lincolnshire  — 
Tuttington,  Norfolk  . .  — 
Twineham,  Sussex  . .  . .  — 
Tyler's  Green,  Bucks    . .     — 


Rev.  Fdw.  Hoare 
T.  W.  Weston 
J.  Manley 
C.  Foster 

T.  G.  Luckock 
S.  C.  Hooley 
S.  Gale 
H.  Owen 
S.  Hobson. 
W.  Molyneux 
John  Power 


West    Indies,   Gilnock, 

Jamaica Rev.  C.  J.  P.  Douet 

Swonwiok,  Jamaica  Venerable  ArcMeacon 

William  Rowe 
Westmoreland    . .    Rev.  J.  Cork 
Trinity,  Grange  H ill, 
Savana-la-Mar 


Upleatham,  Yorkshire    — -  T.  S.  Dixon 
Upper  Gonial,  Dudley  . .     —  Ralph  Wilde. 
Usk,  Monmouthshire    . .     —  W.  Baker 


Vancouver's  Island, 

Victoria   ..     ..     ..     —  Edward  Cridge 


Wadhurst,  Sussex    . .     —  J.  Foley 

. .     Tide  brook    . .      . .     —  A.  J.  Roberts 
Wainfleet,  Lincolnsh.  St.  Mary,  D.  S.  Matthew 
Waltham  Cross,Holy  Trinity —  J.  Thomas 
Wandsworth   and  Clapham 

Union  Chapel     ..     ..    G.M.Pf  Arcy  Irvine 
Warborough,  Oxfordshire     —  If.  White 
Ware,  Herts,  Christ  Church  —  F.  A.  Baines 
Warehorne,  Ashford,  Kent  —  F.  M.  Muriel 
Warley,  Brentwood       . .     —  H.  Robinson,  d.d. 
Warrens,  Pembrokeshire       —  O.  A.  Nares 
Warton,  Lancashire       . .     —  T.J.  Avard 
Watlington,  Mountfield,  Sussex,  R.  Maryisson 
Welwyn,  Herts       . .        —  Sir  W.B.  Boothby,Bi. 
Weasington,  Derbyshire  . .    —  J.  D.  Miller 
West  Ashton,  Trowbridge    —  F.  H.  Wilkinson 
West  Butterwick,  Bawtry, 

York —  W.  R.  AUoroft 


West  Dean,  Wilts  . . 

West  Hatch 

West  Grinstead,  Sussex 
Westhall,  Suffolk    . . 
Westham,  Sussex 
Westow,  Yorkshire 
WestWrattingjCambridgesh. 
Weyhill,  Andover  . . 


H.  Clarke 
Francis  Glossop 
W.  Parkin 
T.  W.  Lanyshaxv 
H.  A.  Goodwin 
H.  T.  Grace 
W.  T.  Wild 
S.  B.  Sealy 
T.B.H.  Thompson 
W.  H.  Broivn 


Wheatacre       

Whitley,  North wich,  Chesh.  —  F.  F.  Belcombe 
Whitney,  Hereford         . .      —  T.  K.  Thomas 
Whorlton-in-Cleveland  . .      —  F.  Farle 
Withiel,  Bodmin,  Cornwall  —  Y.  F.  Vyryan 
I  Widness,  Warrington,  St.Mary,  W.  Tatlock 


Winforton,  Hereford 

Wingrave,  Aylesbnry     .. 

Winslow,  Bucks 

Winterton,  Gt.  Yarmouth 

Willian,  Herts 

Witherslack,  Westmoreland  -  -  T.  Postlethwaite 

Wood  Ditton,  Cambridgesh.  —  /.  Walker 

Wolverhampton,  St.  John's  —  F.  Pizey 

Woodbridge,  Monk  Soham   —  R.  PL.  Groome 


—  I.  K.  Thomas 

—  J.  M.  Butt 

—  A.  M.  Preston 

—  John  Nelson 

—  V.  F.  Vyvyan 


Woodchester,  Gloucester 
Wood  Ditton,  Newmarket 
Wootton  Glanville,  Dorset 
Worth,  Sandwich,  Kent 
Wymington,  Beds  .  ■ 


Yeovil,  Somerset 
York  Castle 
York,  St.  Cuthbert's 
•  •     St.  Crux       •• 


—  G.  H.  Evans 

—  J.  Walker 

—  J.  S.  Woodman 

—  Sydney  Smith 

—  A.  S.  Lendon 


—  R.  F.  J.  Thomas 

—  J.  C.  Thompson 

—  A.  A.  Faussit 

—  J.  Crosby 


• 
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LORD  BISHOP  OP  CARLISLE. 

Rose  Castle,  Carlisle,  Nov.  8,  1861. 

Tardily,  but  sincerely,  I  bear  my  testimony  to  the  value  of  that  Collection 
of  Hymns  edited  by  the  Rev.  C.  Kemble,  of  which  you  are  Publisher.  I 
employed  it  in  my  own  parish  in  Wiltshire,  and  found  it  most  acceptable  to  the 
people.  And  now  when  I  meet  it  in  the  North  I  hail  in  it  an  old  and  honoured 
friend. 

SAML'  CARLISLE. 


LORD  BISHOP  OP  RIPON. 

The  Palace,  Ripon,  May  9,  1857. 

Mr.  Kemble's  Hymn  Book,  of  which  you  are  the  Publisher,  is  in  my 
opinion  one  of  the  best  of  the  many  collections  of  a  similar  kind  which  have 
come  under  my  notice.  It  furnishes  within  a  small  compass,  and  at  a  small 
cost,  an  admirable  Selection  of  the  best  Hymns,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  its 
general  adoption  would,  by  the  blessing  ot  God,  be  eminently  conducive  to  the 
highest  ends  of  public  worship. 

R.  RIPON. 


LORD  BISHOP  OF  RUPERT'S  LAND. 

One  of  my  objects  in  visiting  England  was  to  fix  upon  a  Hymn  Book  for 
general  adoption  throughout  Rupert's  Land.  Among  the  various  Collections,  I 
had  but  little  difficulty  in  selecting  that  of  the  Rev.  Charles  Kemble,  as  well 
adapted  to  the  occasional  services  of  our  Church,  sufficiently  comprehensive  in 
the  number  of  its  hymns,  and  yet  not  too  much  overburdened.  It  will  be 
introduced  at  once  into  six  churches,  and  into  a  seventh,  as  soon  as  the  congre- 
gation is  fully  organized.  It  will  also  be  employed  more  or  less  at  stations 
where  two  languages  are  still  spoken.  Many  of  its  Hymns  will,  I  doubt  not,  be 
translated,  ere  long,  into  the  Indian  tongue,  and  added  to  those  already 
published  for  the  benefit  of  the  native  tribes. 

Everton,  Aug.  \0th,  1857.  DAVID  RUPERT'S  LAND. 


BISHOP  OP  HURON,  CANADA. 

London,  C.W.,  Sept.  2G,  18G0. 

I  feel  thankful  to  you  for  your  promptness  in  executing  the  order  for 
Rev.  C.  Kemble's  Psalms  aud  Hymns,  sent  by  my  Chaplain,  the  Rev.  Walker 
Marsh.  The  collection  is  much  liked  in  the  diocese,  and  I  hope  before 
ong  to  have  it  in  all  the  churches  ;  I  consider  it  one  of  the  most  complete 
collections  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  which  I  have  seen.  Tne  author  has  laid  the 
church  at  large  under  a  heavy  debt  of  gratitude  by  the  publication  of  it. 

BENJAMIN  HURON. 


'.-•.' 
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West  Canada. 

Hymns,  fyc,  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Kemble. 
500  of  No.  1*,  and  5  of  Church  Psalmody,  3rd  Edition. 

London,  C.W.,  Nov.  17,  1859. 

T  am  directed  by  the  Bishop  of  Huron  to  send  you  the  above  order  for 
the  selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Kemble,  which 
please  make  up  and  address  to  the  •*  lit.  Rev.  the  Bishop  of  Huron." 

The  above  order  is  small,  but  it  is  intended  as  a  beginning,  and  somewhat 
in  the  light  of  a  specimen  of  the  book,  which  probably  will  be  introduced  into 
most  if  not  all  the  Churches  in  this  Diocese.  Will  you  therefore  kindly  send 
some  specimens  of  all  the  other  sizes  larger  than  the  one  ordered — say  6  copies 
of  each — for  the  Bishop's  inspection.     I  remain,  Your  obedient  Servant, 

J.  WALKER  MARSH, 

Secretary  to  Ch.  Society  and  Chaplain  to  Hie  Bishop. 

2nd  Order,  July  Cth,  1860,  for  195G  Copies. 

3rd  Order,  October  17th,  1860,  for  1800  Copies. 


THE  LATE  BISHOP  WEEKS. 

In  the  early  part  of  1854  I  introduced  the  Rev.  C.  Kemble's  selection 
of  Psalms  and  Hymns  into  my  congregation  at  St.  Thomas,  Lambeth.  It  is 
only  just  to  say,  what  I  sincerely  feel,  viz.,  that  I  have  a  growing  attachment  to 
this  admirable  assistance  to  devotion  ;  that  its  arrangement,  variety,  and 
spirituality,  and  its  very  reasonable  price,  has  decided  me  in  taking  1000  copies 
with  me  for  the  Native  Congregations  in  the  Colony  of  Sierra  Leone. 
Should  they  become  general,  as  I  hope  they  ma}',  we  shall  soon  need  a  much 
larger  supply. 

3,  West  Street,  Southwark,  September  2%th,  1855. 

I  am  anxiously  waiting  for  the  1000  of  No.  1 — (which  I  ordered  in 
November  last) — the  demand  is  so  very  great.  Will  you  send  me  by  the  next 
Mail:— No.  1  1000,  No.  9  200,  No.  1G  200,  No.  23  300—1700.  You  will 
perceive  that  we  have  made  a  beginning,  and  only  a  beginning  ;  but  should  all 
the  Congregations  adopt  this  truly  valuable  Hymn  Book,  we  shall  require  a 
very  large  supply. 

Freetown,  Sierra  Leone,  January  \§th,  1S5G. 


Kev.  J.  C  Kyle. 

Stradbroke  Vicarage,  Suffolk. 
I  have  decided  on  introducing  Mr.  Kemble's  Hymn  Book  in  my  Parish 
Church.     After  a   careful  examination,   I  find  no  collection  which  combines 
soundness,  fulness,  and  cheapness  so  thoroughly  as  it  does. 

J.  C.  EYLE. 

St.  John,  Battersea- 

My  Dear  Friends, 

Having  thought  it  desirable  to  introduce  a  suitable  Hymn  Book  into  the 
New  Church  of  St.  John,  Battersea,  I  have  obtained  one,  compiled  by  the 
Kev.  Charles  Kemble,  Rector  of  Bath,  copies  of  which  may  now  be  had  at 
reduced  prices,  at  Mr.  J).  Ring's,  No.  4,  Plough  Lane,  or  at  Mr.  Kiog'fj 
No.  21,  Union  Road. 
St.  John's  Hill,  Battersea.  liDWIN  THOMPSON.  Incumbent. 
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All  Souls',  Ancoats. 

My  Dear  Friends, — For  several  reasons  I  have  a  strong  desire  to  introduce 
a  New  Selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  into  our  Church,  and  I  have  made  choice 
of  one  which  I  think  is  in  very  many  respects  an  excellent  one,  viz.  :  that 
compiled  by  the  Rev.  C.  Kemble,  Rector  of  Bath.     I  approve  it — 

1st, — Because  of  its  copiousness.      It  possesses  one  or  more  of  the  most 
approved  versions  of  the   150  Psalms,  624  Hymns,  and  13  Doxologies, 
carefully  chosen  and  most  suitable  for  congregational  devotion. 
2nd, — Because  of  its  faithfulness.     It  gives  the  sacred  compositions  as  nearly 

as  possible  as  they  came  from  the  pens  of  the  authors. 
3rd, — Because  of  its  adaptation  to  the  Services  of  our  Church.     The  arrange- 
ment suits  the  ecclesiastical   year  ;    six  hymns  (independently  of  the 
Psalms),  being  appointed  for  each  Sunday  and  with  especial  reference  to 
the  day,  besides  a  large  collection  of  miscellaneous  hymns. 
4th, — Because  of  its  cheapness.     It  is  stereotyped  in  four  different  types,  and 
may  be  had  according  to  size,  type,  and  binding,  from  Sixpence  up  to 
Twelve    Shillings  ;    each  copy   contains  the  entire  Eight  Hundred  and 
Eighty  JPsalms  and  Hymns.     Its  price  thus  places  it  within  the  reach  of 
all,  and  my  earnest  wish  is  that  every  man,  woman,  and  child,  assembling 
in  our  Church,  may  be  possessed  of  this  Hymn-book,  so  that  all  may 
join  with  one  heart — one  mouth — and  one  spirit,  in  glorifying  God. 
This  Hymn-book  then  is  faithful  to  the  originals,  adapted  to  public  worship, 
and  unusually  cheap  ;    its  tone  is  spiritual  and  fervent  ;   its  doctrine  sound ;  its 
type  clear  ;   it  will  suit  the  Church,  the  schools,  the  closet,  the  sick  room  :   it 
lias  been  sanctioned  by  many  of  the  Bishops,  and  very  many  of  the  most  eminent 
of  the  Clergy  of  our  Church,  and  is  the  recognized  Psalm  Book  and  Hymnal  of 
upwards  of  1000  Churches. 

These  are  the  reasons  which  have  induced  me  to  adopt  this  book,  and  I 
trust  that  its  introduction  may  be  conducive  to  the  glory  of  God,  and  the 
spiritual  edification  of  our  people. 

The  use  of  the  Hvmn-book  in  the  Church  will  commence  on  Sunday. 
Persons  desirous  to  supply  themselves  with  copies  of  it  are  requested  to  apply 
to  Mr.  Brown,  Schoolmaster,  or  to  the  Apparitor  of  the  Church. 

I  am,  my  dear  Friends,  your  attached  Pastor  and  Servant  in  Christ, 

C.  B.  HOLDER. 


Clapham,  London.    S, 

The  new  Compilation  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Kemble,  has  been  in  use  for  some  time  in  the  Parish  Church  of  this  place, 
and  has  been  very  generally  approved.  After  careful  examination,  the  prominent 
characteristics  of  this  excellent  and  most  skilful  compilation  seem  to  be,  that  it 
contains  an  entire  version  of  the  Psalms,  together  with  Hymns  suited  to  all  the 
Sundays,  and  other  Festivals  of  the  Church  ;  and  that,  in  general,  the  Tunes 
appointed  are  those  most  known  and  most  prized  out  of  the  rich  store  of  the 
Psalmody  belonging  to  the  English  Church  ;  whilst  those  most  valued  are  most 
known  and  most  prized  out  of  the  rich  store  of  the  Psalmody  belonging  to  the 
English  Church  ;  whilst  those  most  valued  are  most  frequently  selected  for  use. 
To  those  to  whom  the  selection  of  psalmody  belongs,  the  tables  at  the  end  of 
the  book  will  be  found  of  special  convenience. 

W.  II.  WENTWORTH  A.  BOWYER,  Bed  r. 

The  New  Collection  numbers  not  fewer  than  800  select  pieces  of  sacred 
composition  ;  it  possesses  also  the  advantages  of  good  arrangement  and  good 
indexes  ;  advantages  most  sensibly  felt  by  Ministers  and  People  in  the  use  of 
►^acred  Psalmody.  Allow  me  to  add,  that  I  regard  the  introduction  of  this  new 
collection  as  well  calculated  to  infuse  a  new  spirit  into  our  devotions.  I  cannot 
better  express  my  feelings,  than  in  the  inspired  language  of  the  Psalmist:— 

Praise  ye  the  J.urd :    for  it  is  good  to  sing  praises  unto  our   Cud  ;   for   it   is 
pleasant,  and  praise  it        rly.  WILLIAM  JOWETT, 

( 
/  late  I 
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Clapham,  London. 

Long  before  its  introduction  amongst  us  at  Clapham  I  had  studied  it  thoroughly 
and  learned  to  appreciate  it.  Of  the  Psalms  and  Hymns  themselves  it  is 
unnecessary  to  say  one  word.  They  breathe  throughout  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel. 
And  as  to  the  practical  character  of  the  book  I  can  have  no  hesitation  in  declar- 
ing my  conviction,  that  it  is  the  best  by  far  yet  produced.  To  ministers  especially 
it  is  invaluable.  The  excellent  arrangement  of  the  Hymns,  their  adaptation  to 
our  Church  services,  and  the  comprehensive  indices  of  "First  Lines,"  "  Subjects," 
and  "  Texts,"  which  are  appended,  all  go  to  shew  the  working  character  of  the 
book,  and  its  suitableness  for  congregational  worship  ;  and  although  the  intro- 
duction of  it  at  first  caused  some  little  dissatisfaction,  owing  to  the  just  esteem 
in  which  its  predecessor — the  Rev.  John  Venn's  Collection — was  held,  yet  has  it 
made  its  way  so  rapidly,  upon  its  own  intrinsic  merits  alone,  that  many  who  at 
first  complained  of  the  change,  are  now  ready  to  recognize  the  sound  judgment 
which  dictated  it.  The  poor  are  especially  delighted  with  the  book.  I  trust  it 
may  soon  come  into  general  use  throughout  the  country. 

T.  MANLEY,  M.A.,  Incumbent  of  Mortlake,  Surrey. 

late  Curate  of  Clapham. 

St.  Paul's,  Covent  Garden,  London. 

There  is  one  subject  more  particularly  affecting  us  as  a  Congregation,  to  which 
I  must  crave,  permission  to  devote  a  few  observations.     I  have  long  been  dissatis- 
fied with  our  present  Hymn  Book  [the  one  dedicated  to  the  late  Bishop  Blomfield]. 
It  is,  in  my  judgment,  a  very  meagre,  cold,  and  imperfect  Selection,  and  not 
unfrequently  do  I  seek  in  vain  in  its  pages  for  Hymns  appropriate  to  the  discourses, 
of  our  ordinary  Sabbath  worship.     But  on  special  occasions  (as  for  instance,  at 
the  services  held  in  the  autumn  to  intercede  with  Almighty  God  for  our  suffering 
countrymen  in  India,)  the  difficulty  of  selecting  appropriate  Hymns  is  even  greater. 
I  have  also  long  observed  that  our  Hymn  Book  affords  very  little  comfort  to  the 
sick  and  afflicted.     In  my  former  parish  I  well  remember  that  I  found  the  Hymn 
Book  at  the  side  of  the  sick  bed,  almost  as  regularly  as  the  Bible  and  the  Prayer 
Book.   But  among  my  many  hundred  visits  to  the  abodes  of  affliction  and  sickness, 
during  nine  years'  residence  in  Covent  Garden,   I  cannot  recall  to  mind  a  single 
instance  in  which  our  Hymn  Book  has  been  appealed  to  as  having  supplied  con- 
solation to  the  Christian  in  his  hour  of  sorrow  and  suffering.      It  is  from  these 
and  other  considerations  that  I  have  come  to  the  determination  of  introducing 
into  our  Church,  on  the  first  Sunday  in  March,  the  valuable  Hymn  Book  of  the 
Reverend   Charles   Kemble.     It  has  many  advantages  over  our  present  Book. 
The  price  is  low.     The  Psalms  are  arranged  with  great  care  from  the  best  versions 
The  Hymns  are  very  numerous,  and  many  of  them  of  a  deeply  spiritual  character; 
and — what  is  so  rarely  the  case — they  are  given,  without  alteration,  in  the  words 
of  the  original  composers.      From  such  a  Book  as  this,  I  shall  be  able  to  make 
a  far  better  selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  our  ordinary  worship,  as  well  as 
for  our  missionary  and  sacramental  meetings :  and  as  the  last,  although  not  the 
least  recommendation,  let  me  mention  my  hope  and  belief  that  you  will  find  in 
this  little  Book  a  source  of  unfailing  comfort  in  your  homes,  when  sorrow  and 
sickness  may  detain  you  from  the  House  of  God. 

"Let  me  then  affectionately  entreat  you  not  to  oppose  this  movement.  Arrange- 
ments will  be  made  for  supplying  the  poor  and  the  children  in  the  Schools  with 
the  New  Hymn  Book.  It  shall  also  be  sold  to  you,  in  the  first  instance,  at  the 
reduced  price,  and  I  venture  to  predict  that,  alter  a  very  brief  trial,  you  will  be 
ready  to  confirm  the  good  opinion  which  J  have  expressed  of  it.  And  the  old  Hymn 
Book  will  not  be  wholly  useless,  for  it  may  be  reserved  for  your  occasional  visits 
to  the  neighbouring  churches  ;  while,  in  adopting  the  New  Book,  you  will  have 
the  gratification  of  knowing  that  you  may  have  contributed  to  the  spiritual  peace 
and  profiting  of  many  in  the  congregation." — Extract  from  the  Rector 's  Annual 
Pastoral  Letter,  January  30,   18j8. 


OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 
Record. 

OF  the  many  hymn-books  which  have  come  under  our  notice  this  is  one  of  the 
best.  It  embraces  a  wide  range  of  subjects,  including  some  passed  over  in  other 
collections  e.g.,  "  Missions  to  the  Colonies,"  The  classification  is  admirable, 
and  reference  is  faciltated  by  three  indices.  The  tone  of  the  hymns  is  distinctly 
Evangelical,  and,  with  but  few  exceptions,  the  original  words  of  the  various 
authors  are  adhered  to.  Though  including  more  than  800  pieces,  and  thus 
embracing  all  the  best  hymns,  we  could  hardly  say  what  could  be  spared.  There 
are  several  editions,  all  exceedingly  low  priced,  but  well  got  up.  Clergymen  who 
have  not  fixed  on  a  selection  would  not  regret  adopting  this. 

Cheap  hymn  books— The  Book  of  Hymns  selected  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Kemble  has  already  been  favourably  noticed  in  our  review  columns,  and  is  doubt- 
less extensively  known  to  our  readers  not  only  in  England,  but  in  the  colonies. 
We  are  glad  to  observe  that  a  remarkably  cheap  edition  has  just  been  brought 
out,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  fact  that  a  book  containing  over  800  of  the  best 
Psalms  and  Hymns  sells  for  sixpence,  whilst  Clergymen  requiring  a  supply  can 
obtain  them  at  a  reduction  of  2d.  each  on  250  copies,  or  \\d.  each  on  a  less  number 
Our  readers  will  not  fail  to  appreciate  such  a  book  in  connexion  with  the  Special 
Services  movement. 

Journal  of  Sacred  Literature. 

Av  E  should  not  be  disposed  to  notice  the  numerous  hymn  books  which  yearly 
issue  from  the  press,  as  a  rule  :  but  we  make  an  exception  on  account  of  the 
great  value  of  this  selection,  both  as  to  its  contents,  and  as  to  the  extreme  cheap- 
ness of  its  smaller  editions,  which  adapts  it  so  well  to  the  poor,  and  to  children  in 
schools.  The  volume  itself  contains  about  eight  hundred  pieces,  arranged  in  two 
departments ;  first,  the  Psalms  are  given  from  the  versions  of  various  authors, 
the  aim  being  to  select  those  which  best  convey  evangelical  sentiments.  Then 
follow  the  Hymns,  not  disfigured  by  professed  improvements,  as  is  too  often  the 
case,  but  as  "they  proceeded  from  their  authors,  the  only  alteration  made  being 
their  reduction  to  four  or  five  verses.  We  know  of  no  collection  more  adapted 
to  public  or  private  use.  For  the  closet  it  is  about  the  best  book  of  devotional 
Psalmody  which  has  ever  come  under  our  notice. 

Clerical  Journal. 

ALL  our  best  psalms  and  hymns  are  certainly  included  in  it,  and  an  effort  has 
been  made  to  leave  them  as  they  came  out  of  the  hands  of  their  authors. 
Curtailment  and  alteration  have  been  chiefly  exercised  as  to  length,  a  discretion 
absolutely  necessary,  since  many  hymns  originally  extended  tosevenor  eight  verses 
Four  verses  is  here  the  standard  ;  there  are  a  few  oi  five,  but  many  of  three.  The 
names  of  the  writers  are  given,  and  there  are  three  indices — of  lines,  subjects, 
and.  texts  :  and  certainly  such  a  variety  of  hymns  must  be  a  valuable  addition  to 
the  Bible  and  Prayer-book  of  any  individual  or  family.  There  are  eight  hundred 
pieces  in  this  book — a  large  number — more  than  the  exigences  of  public  worship 
seem  to  demand.  But,  as  the  price  is  very  low,  this  is  perhaps  a  fault  on  the 
right  side  ;  for  one  shilling  a  very  pretty  volume  is  supplied,  neat  and  good. 
This  cheapness  is  a  great  recommendation  ;  for  nothing  is  more  adverse  to  our 
feelings  as  churchmen  than  for  the  poor  to  be  compelled  either  to  go  without  a 
help  to  their  devotion  or  to  pay  a  high  price  for  it. 

XjiGHT  hundred  hymns  and  psalms  on  good  paper,  and  in  cloth  binding,  for 
sixpence  !  And  not  only  this,  but  the  book  is  offered  to  the  Clergy  at  4d.  each 
for  250  copies !  We  have  before  spoken  well  of  this  selection,  and  where  a 
change  is  wanted,  and  a  large  variety  of  such  helps  to  devotion,  we  know  not 
cvhere  the  clergy  can  go  to  be  better  suited.  The  sale  of  i:>  1.000  of  such  a  bonk 
gives  us  an  idea  of  a  vast  aggregate  of  pious  feeling  produced  by  the  use  of  so 
many  copies,  Clerical  Journal. 


fsalms  and  ggmns, 

Arranged  for  the  Public  Services  of  the  Church  of  England, 
By  the  Rev.  CHA.RLES  KEMBLE,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Bath. 

TO    THE  CLERGY. 

The  Clergy  are  respectfully  informed  that  the  Publishers  have 
prepared  an  Edition  of  the  Hymns,  in  one  vol.  royal  8vo,  cloth, 
with  appropriate  Tunes,  in  short  score,  harmonized  and  arranged  by 
S.  S.  WESLEY,  Mus.  Doc.  Organist  &c.  to  the  Cathedral  and  College 
of  Winchester. 

They  have  also  recently  issued 

A  new  Edition  of  Kemble's  Psalms  and  Hymns, 

in  large  (Pica)  type,  with  Index  of  first  lines  only.  Price  5s.  cloth 
boards ;  limp  Cape  Morocco,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. ;  "purple  Calf,  gilt  edges, 
]0s. ;  best  Morocco,  12s.  To  the  Clergy  the  prices  will  be  '3s.  9d., 
6s.  Sd.,  7s.  6d.,  and  9s. 

Also  an  Edition,  Demy  8vo, 

(Pica)  type,  adapted  for  the  Communion  Table,  Pulpit,  and  Redding  Desk, 
with  the  names  of  three  Tunes  to  each  Hymn,  and  more  extensive  and 
revised  Indices  of  Texts,  Subjects,  &c,  purple  Calf,  gilt  edges,  12s. ;  to 
the  Clergy,  9s.      Best  Turkey  Morocco,  14s. ;  to  the  Clergy,  10s.  6d. 

Kemble's  Penny  Hymn-Book 

contains  14-1  Hymns ;  it  is  particularly  well  suited  for  Cottage  Lectures, 
Special  or  Temporary  Services,  &c.  &c.  &c.     To  be  had  of  the  Publishers 

only. 

Price  7s.  per  1 00 or  post  free  9s. ; 

bound  in  limp  cloth,  14s.  per  100, post  free  16s. 

ALSO 

Kemble's  Half-penny  Hymn-Book, 

contains  50  Hymns,  selected  expressly  for  Special  Services.  To  be  had 
of  the  Publishers  only. 

Price  8*.  6d.  per  100, post  free  4s,  2c?.  per  100. 

These  Collections  have  been  taken  from  Kemble's  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  and  References  arc  given  at  the  head  of  each  Hymn  to  the 
corresponding  page  of  his  Selection. 

JOHN   F.    SHAW   &   Co. 

18,  Paternoster  Roto,  London,     E.C. 
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